
a 
É 

ae E 
tat 

n
e
a
l
 

ee z 
Eee 

( 1 

me Et 

. 

ay pe 

vies 

nt 

He 

LES = Fer 

Le 

s
e
 
(
R
a
r
 

P
E
S
 

Ey MATE 434 

+ 

x 
iA 

Ulin 
He 

S
e
e
 

n
e
r
 

AP
N 

Sh
in

n 
D 

C
N
 

EN 
ee
n 

Hp
 

r
e
y
 



CORNELL | 
UNIVERSITY 
LIBRARY 

THE 

JosepH WuitTmMoreE BARRY 
DRAMATIC LIBRARY 

THE GIFT OF 
TWO FRIENDS 

oF CORNELL UNIVERSITY 

1934 

ut 



GAYLORD PRINTEDINU.S.A. 



Cornell University 

Library 

The original of this book is in 

the Cornell University Library. 

There are no known copyright restrictions in 

the United States on the use of the text. 

http://www.archive.org/details/cu31924027431943 



wii 





OPINIONS OF THE PRESS 

ON 

THE FAT AND THE THIN. 

“We can recommend Mr. Vizetelly’s translation of “ Le Ventre de 

Paris” as a very satisfactory rendering of a remarkable book. Mr. 

Vizetelly, while suppressing the grossness which makes the original 

obnoxious to English readers, has preserved the passion, the humour, 

and the terrible insight of the original. Zola has never drawn a picture 
more pitilessly faithful to the lower side of our common humanity than 

thisis. . . . A drama which reads like a page torn out of the book of 
life itself. —SPEAKER. 

‘Intensely realistic. . . . Some of the characters are drawn with a 

master hand, and the two rival beauties will bear comparison with any 

of the portraits in the author’s literary gallery.’ GLASGOW HERALD. 

“M. Zola seems equally at home with all phases of life in Paris, and 

nothing could be more striking and realistic than his story of existence 

in and around those gigantic Central Markets of the gay city... . 

“The Fat and the Thin” must be regarded as a life-like and vigorous 
work.’ — PUBLIC OPINION. 

‘The book contains some of the most poetical and idyllic scenes 

M. Zola has ever written. The adventures of Cadine are very beauti- 
fully told..—NorFOLK STANDARD. 

“One of the most striking of Zola’s novels. . . . The story puts 
into a book the life of the great markets of Paris, familiar to tourists as 

one of the sights of the town. . . . If not the best of its authors 
novels, it isat least a fine and characteristic work, and the appearance 

of so excellent a version will be welcome to a great number of English 
readers.’— SCOTSMAN, 
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NOVELS BY ÉMILE ZOLA. 

THE DOWNFALL (‘La DÉBÂCLE’) Translated by ERNEST A. - 
VizETELLY. With 2 Battle Plans. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 62. 

‘It would probably be no exaggeration to say that, taken as a whole, “La 
Débâcle ” is the most wonderfully faithful reproduction of an historical drama ever 
committed to writing. ‘La Débacle” is an appalling record of long-drawn-out 
misery, profligacy, and military and official incapacity, unbroken by any ray. of 
hope or sunshine. It is a literally true Inferno. ... Of the terribly life-like 
descriptions of the sufferings of the demoralised army, it is impossible to give the 
faintest idea in a single review.’— SPECTATOR. 

THE DREAM (‘Le RÊvE’). Translated by ELizaA E, CHASE. 
With 8 full-page Illustrations by GEorGEs JEANNIOT. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, 35. 6d. 

‘M. Zola has sought in this charming story to prove to the world that he too 
can write for the virgin, and that he can paint the better side of human nature in 
colours as tender and true as those employed by any of his contemporaries. ... It 
is a beautiful story, admirably told. —SPEAKER. 

DOCTOR PASCAL. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. With 
an Etched Portrait of the Author. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 67. 

“Doctor Pascal” concludes the great Rougon-Macquart series of novels on 
which the author has been working for the last five-and-twenty years. . .. 
Dr. Pascal Rougon, the skilled physica and the only member of his family that 
has escaped the fatal taint of vice, here sits in judgment upon his relatives and hi 
compatriots, and explains the causes of their moral decline and fall. The work 
further deals with many of the great problems of the time, and incidentally with 
the much-debated question, ‘Is Christianity Played Out?” Artistically blended, 
however, with this momentary controversial matter, and with the deeply in- 
teresting researches of the hero, is an absorbing love-story of penetrating power and 
pathos, the scene of which is laid under the burning sky of Provence, which fires the 
human heart with passion and maddens it to crime." —ÉcHo. 

MONEY (‘L'ARGENT’) Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 62. 

‘No one will be able to read ‘ Money ” without a deep sense of its absolute 
truth. . . . Everything in the novel is on a grand scale. . . . A vast panorama of 
national viciousness. . . . An overpowering presentation of the disasters wrought by 
the unbridled race for wealth.—MorninGc LEADER. 

‘The identity of many of the author's personages may be detected through the 
transparent masks they are made to assume; a fact which, added to his powerful 
grasp of the many phases of his subject, renders ‘‘ Money” one of the most 
engrossing of his works.,’—MorniNnG Post. 

LOURDES. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. Crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 38. 62. 

‘A great and notable book. . . . The glory of the book is the inexhaustible, 
overflowing human sympathy which transfuses it from end to end... . As you 
read the heart is set beating. . . . Instead of a mere name, ‘‘ Lourdes” will always 
be something of a reality to every reader of Zola's admirable pages... . Very 
many of the incidents in the book are of the happiest, and some of them attain to a 
pathos to equal which comparisons must be sought in the masterpieces of romance. 
+. + “Lourdes,” indeed, is in almost every respect a signal triumph—a book to be 
read and to be thankful for. —N'ATIONAL OBSERVER. 

ROME. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. Crown 8vo. cloth, 
3s. 6d. [May 1896. 

London: CHATTO & WINDUS, Piccadilly. 
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PAPERS 
Let me have men about me that are fat: 

Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o? nights: 

Yond’ Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 
He thinks too much: such men are dangerous. 

SHAKESPEARE: Yulius Cesar, act i. sc. 2. 



INTRODUCTION 

‘Tue Fat anp vue THIN, or, to use the French title, ‘Le 

Ventre de Paris,’ is a story of life in and around those vast 
Central Markets which form a distinctive feature of modern 
Paris. Even the reader who has never crossed the Channel 
must have heard of the Parisian Halles, for much has been 

written about them, not only in English books on the French 
metropolis, but also in English newspapers, magazines, and 
reviews; so that few, I fancy, will commence the perusal of 

the present volume without having, at all events, some know- 

ledge of its subject-matter. 
The Paris markets form such a world of their own, and 

teem at.certain hours of the day and night with such 
exuberance of life, that it was only natural they should 
attract the attention of a novelist like M. Zola, who, to use 

his own words, delights ‘in any subject in which vast masses 
of people can be shown in motion.’ Mr. Sherard tells us! 
that the idea of ‘Le Ventre de Paris’ first occurred to 
M. Zola in 1872, when he used continually to take his friend 
Paul Alexis for a ramble through the Halles. I have in my 
possession, however, an article written by M. Zola some five 
or six years before that time, and in this one can already 
detect the germ of the present work; just as the motif of 
another of M. Zola’s novels, ‘ La Joie de Vivre,’ can be traced 
to a short story written for a Russian review. 

1 Emile Zola: a Biographical and Critical Study, by Robert 
Harborough Sherard, pp. 103, 104. London, Chatto & Windus, 1893. 
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Similar instances are frequently to be found in the 
writings of English as well as French novelists, and are, of 
course, easily explained. A young man unknown to fame, 
und unable to procure the publication of a long novel, often 
contents himself with embodying some particular idea in a 
short sketch or story, which finds its way into one or another 
periodical, where it lies buried and forgotten by everybody— 
excepting its author. Time goes by, however, the writer 
achieves some measure of success, and one day it occurs to 
him to elaborate and perfect that old idea of his, only a faint 
aperçu of which, for lack of opportunity, he had been able 
to give in the past. With a little research, no doubt, an 

interesting essay might be written on these literary resuscita- 
tions; but if one except certain novelists who are so deficient 

in ideas that they continue writing and rewriting the same 
story throughout their lives, it will, I think, be generally 
found that the revivals in question are due to some such 
reason as that given above. 

It should be mentioned that the article of M. Zola’s 
young days to which I have referred is not one on market 
life in particular, but one on violets. It contains, however, 
a vigorous, if brief, picture of the Halles in the small hours 
of the morning, and is instinct with that realistic descriptive 
power of which M. Zola has since given so many proofs. We 
hear the rumbling and clattering of the market carts, we see 
the piles of red meat, the baskets of silvery fish, the moun- 
tains of vegetables, green and white; in a few paragraphs 
the whole market world passes in kaleidoscopic fashion before 
our eyes by the pale, dancing light of the gas-lamps and 
the lanterns. Several years after the paper I speak of was 
published, when M. Zola began to issue ‘ Le Ventre de Paris,’ 
M. Tournachon, better known as Nadar, the aéronaut and 
photographer, rushed into print to proclaim that the realistic 
novelist had simply pilfered his ideas from an account of the 
Halles which he (Tournachon) had but lately written. 
M. Zola, as is so often his wont, scorned to reply to this 
charge of plagiarism; but, had he chosen, he could have 
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promptly settled the matter by producing his own forgotten 
article. 

At the risk of passing for a literary ghoul, I propose to 
exhume some portion of the paper in question, as, so far 
as translation can avail, it will show how M. Zola wrote 

and what he thought in 1867. After the description of the 
markets to which I have alluded, there comes the following 
passage :— 

I was gazing at the preparations for the great daily orgy of 
Paris when I espied a throng cf people bustling suspiciously in a 
corner. A few lanterns threw a yellow light upon this crowd. 
Children, women, and men with outstretched hands were fumbling 
in dark piles which extended along the footway. I thought that 
those piles must be remnants of meat sold for a trifling price, and 
that all those wretched people were rushing upon them to feed. 
I drew near, and disccvered my mistake. The heaps were not 
heaps of meat, but heaps of violets. All the flowery poesy of the 
streets of Paris lay there, on that muddy pavement, amidst 
mountains of food. The gardeners of the suburbs had brought 
their sweet-scented harvests to the markets and were disposing of 
them to the hawkers. From the rough fingers of their peasant 
growers the violets were passing to the dirty hands of those who 
would cry them in the streets. At winter time it is between four 
and six o’clock in the morning that the flowers of Paris are thus 
sold at the Halles. Whilst the city sleeps and its butchers are 
getting all ready for its daily attack of indigestion, x trade in 
poetry is plied in dark, dank corners. When the sun rises the 
bright red meat will be displayed in trim, carefully dressed joints, 
and the violets, mounted on bits of osier, will gleam softly within 
their elegant collars of green leaves. But when they arrive, in the 
dark night, the bullocks, already ripped open, discharge black 
blood, and the trodden flowers lie prone upon the footways. . . . 
I noticed just in front of me one large bunch which had slipped 
off a neighbouring mound and was almost bathing in the gutter. 
I picked it up. Underneath, it was soiled with mud; the greasy, 
foetid sewer water had left black stains upon the flowers. And 
then, gazing at these exquisite daughters of our gardens and our 
woods, astray amidst all the filth of the city, I began to ponder. 
On what woman’s bosom would those wretched flowerets open and 
bloom? Some hawker would dip them in a pail of water, and of 
all the bitter odours of the Paris mud they would retain but a 
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slight pungency, which would remain mingled with their own 
sweet perfume. The water would remove their stains, they would 
pale somewhat, and become a joy both for the smell and 
for the sight. Nevertheless, in the depths of each corolla 
there would still remain some particle of mud suggestive of 
impurity. And I asked myself how much love and passion was 
represented by all those heaps of flowers shivering in the bleak 
wind. To how many loving ones, and how many indifferent ones, 
and how many egotistical ones, would all those thousands and 
thousands of violets go! In a few hours’ time they would be 
scattered to the four corners of Paris, and for a paltry copper the 
passers-by would purchase a glimpse and a whiff of springtide in 
the muddy streets. 

Imperfect as the rendering may be, I think that the 
above passage will show that M. Zola was already possessed 
of a large amount of his acknowledged realistic power at 
the early date I have mentioned. I should also have liked 
to quote a rather amusing story of a priggish Philistine who 
ate violets with oil and vinegar, strongly peppered, but 
considerations of space forbid; so I will pass to another 
passage, which is of more interest and importance. Both 
French and English critics have often contended that 
although M. Zola is a married man, he knows very little of 
women, as there has virtually never been any feminine 
romance in his life. ‘There are those who are aware of the 
contrary, but whose tongues are stayed by considerations of 
delicacy and respect. Still, as the passage I am now about 
to reproduce is signed and acknowledged as fact by M. Zola 
himself, I see no harm in slightly raising the veil from a 
long-past episode in the master’s life :— 

The light was rising, and as I stood there before that footway 
transformed into a bed of flowers my strange night-fancies gave 
place to recollections at once sweet and sad. I thought of my last 
excursion to Fontenay-aux-Roses, with the loved one, the good 
fairy of my twentieth year. Springtime was budding into birth, 
the tender foliage gleamed in the pale April sunshine. The 
little pathway skirting the hill was bordered by large fields of 
violets. As one passed along, a soft perfume seemed to penetrate 
one and make one languid. She was leaning on my arm, faint 
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with love from the sweet odour of the flowers. A whiteness 
hovered over the country-side, little insects buzzed in the sunshine, 

deep silence fell from the heavens, and so low was the sound of our 
kisses that not a bird in all the hedges showed sign of fear. At 
a turn of the path we perceived some old bent women, who with 
dry, withered hands were hurriedly gathering violets and throwing 
them into large baskets. She who was with me glanced longingly 
at the flowers, and I called one of the women. ‘You want some 

violets?’ said she. ‘How much? A pound?’ 
God of Heaven! She sold her flowers by the pound! We 

fled in deep distress. It seemed as though the country-side had 
been transformed into a huge grocer’s shop. . . . Then we 
ascended to the woods of Verriéres, and there, in the grass, under 

the soft, fresh foliage, we found some tiny violets which seemed to 

be dreadfully afraid, and contrived to hide themselves with all 
sorts of artful ruses. During two long hours I scoured the grass 
and peered into every nook, and as soon as ever I found a fresh 
violet I carried it to her. She bought it of me, and the price that 

I exacted was a kiss. . . . And I thought of all those things, of all 
that happiness, amidst the hubbub of the markets of Paris, before 
those poor dead flowers whose graveyard the footway had become. 
I remembered my good fairy, who is now dead and gone, and the 
little bouquet of dry violets which I still preserve in a drawer. 
When I returned home I counted their withered stems: there 
were twenty of them, and over my lips there passed the gentle 
warmth of my loved one’s twenty kisses. 

And now from violets I must, with a brutality akin to 

that which M. Zola himself displays in some of his transi- 
tions, pass to very different things, for some time back a 
well-known English poet and essayist wrote of the present 
work that it was redolent of pork, onions, and cheese. To 
one of his sensitive temperament, with a muse strictly 
nourished on sugar and water, such gross edibles as pork 
and cheese and -onions were peculiarly offensive. That 
humble plant the onion, employed to flavour wellnigh every 
savoury dish, can assuredly need no defence; in most 
European countries, too, cheese has long been known as the 
poor man’s friend; whilst as for pork, apart from all other 
considerations, I can claim for it a distinct place in English 
literature. A greater essayist by far than the critic to whom 
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I am referring, a certain Mr. Charles Lamb, of the India 
House, has left us an immortal page on the origin of roast 
pig and crackling. And, when everything is considered, I 
should much like to kncw why novels should be confined 
to the aspirations cf the soul, and why they should not also 
treat of the requirements cf our physical nature? From 
the days of antiquity we have all known what befell the 
members when, guided by the brain, they were foolish 
enough to revolt against the stomach. The latter plays a 
considerable part not only in each individual organism, but 
also in the life of the world. Over and over again—I could 
adduce a score of historical examples—it has thwarted the 
mightiest designs cf the human mind. We mortals are 
much addicted to talking of our minds and our souls and 
treating our bodies as mere dross. But I hold—it is a 
personal opinion—that in the vast majority of cases the 
former are largely governed by the last. I conceive, there- 
fore, that a novel which takes our daily sustenance as one 
of its themes has the best of all raisons d’étre. A foreign 
writer of far more consequence and ability than myself— 
Signor Edmondo de Amicis—has proclaimed the present book 
to be ‘ one of the most original and happiest inventions of 
French genius,’ and I am strongly inclined to share his 
opinion. 

It should be observed that the work does not merely 
treat of the provisioning of a great city. That provisioning 
is its scenario; but it also embraces a powerful allegory 
the prose song of ‘the eternal battle between the lean of this 
world and the fat—a battle in which, as the author shows, 

the latter always come off successful. It is, too, in its way 
an allegory of the triumph of the fat bourgeois, who lives 
well and beds softly, over the gaunt and Ishmael artist— 

an allegory which M. Zola has more than once introduced 
into his pages, another notable instance thereof being found 
in “Germinal,” with the fat, well-fed Grégoires on the one 

hand, and the starving Maheus on the other.’ 
From this quotation from Mr. Sherard’s pages it will be 
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gathered that M. Zola had a distinct social aim in writing 
this book. Wellnigh the whole social question may, indeed, 
be summed up in the words ‘food and comfort’; and ina 
series of novels like ‘ Les Rougon-Macquart,’ dealing firstly 
with different conditions and grades of society, and, secondly, 
with the influence which the Second Empire exercised on 
France, the present volume necessarily had its place marked 
out from the very first. 

Mr. Sherard has told us of all the labour which M. Zola 
expended on the preparation of the work, of his multitudi- 
nous visits to the Paris markets, his patient investigation of 
their organism, and his keen artistic interest in their manifold 
phases of life. And bred as I was in Paris, a partaker as I 
have been of her exultations and her woes, they have always 
had for me a strong attraction. My memory goes back to 
the earlier years of their existence, and I can well remember 
many of the old surroundings which have now disappeared. 
I can recollect the last vestiges of the antique piliers, built 
by Francis I., facing the Rue de la Tonnellerie. Paul 
Niquet’s, with its ‘bowel-twisting brandy’ and its crew of 

. drunken ragpickers, was certainly before my time ; but I can 
readily recall Baratte’s and Bordier’s and all the folly and 
prodigality which raged there; I knew, too, several of the 
noted thieves’ haunts which took the place of Niquet’s, and 
which one was careful never to enter without due precau- 
tion. And then, when the German armies were beleaguering 
Paris, and two millions of people were shut off from the 
world, I often strolled to the Halles to view their strangely 
altered aspect. The fish pavilion, of which M. Zola has so 
much to say, was bare and deserted. The railway drays, 
laden with the comestible treasures of the ocean, no longer 
thundered through the covered ways. At the most one found 
an auction going on in one or another corner, and a few 
Seine eels or gudgeons fetching wellnigh their weight in 
gold. Then, in the butter and cheese pavilions, one could 

only procure some nauseous melted fat, while in the meat 
department horse and mule and donkey took the place of ' 
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beef and veal and mutton. Mule and donkey were very 
scarce, and commanded high prices, but both were of better 
flavour than horse; mule, indeed, being quite a delicacy. I 
also well remember a stall at which dog was sold, and, hunger 
knowing no law, I once purchased, cooked, and ate a couple 
of canine cutlets which cost me two francs apiece. The flesh 
was pinky and very: tender, yet I would not willingly make 
such a repast again. However, peace and plenty at last came 
round once more, the Halles regained their old-time aspect, 
and in the years which followed I more than once saw the 
dawn rise slowly over the mounds of cabbages, carrots, leeks, 

and pumpkins, even as M. Zola describes in the following 
pages. He has, I think, depicted with remarkable accuracy 
and artistic skill the many varying effects of colour that are 
produced as the climbing sun casts its early beams on the 
giant larder and its masses of food—effects of colour which, 
to quote a famous saying of the first Napoleon, show that 
‘the markets of Paris are the Louvre of the people’ in more 
senses than one. 

The reader will bear in mind that the period dealt with by 
the author in this work is that of 1857-60, when the new 
Halles Centrales were yet young, and indeed not altogether 
complete. Still, although many old landmarks have long 
since been swept away, the picture of life has in all essential 
particulars remained the same. Prior to 1860 the limits of 
Paris were the so-called boulevards extérieurs, from which a 

girdle of suburbs, such as Montmartre, Belleville, Passy, and 
Montrouge, extended to the fortifications ; and the population 
of the city was then only 1,400,000 souls. Some of the figures 
which will be found scattered through M. Zola’s work must 
therefore be taken as applying entirely to the past. 

Nowadays the amount of business transacted at the Halles 
has very largely increased, in spite of the multiplication of 
district markets. Paris seems to have an insatiable appetite, 
though, on the other hand, its cuisine is fast becoming all 
simplicity. To my thinking, few more remarkable changes 
have come over the Parisians of recent years than this change 
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of diet. One by one great restaurants, formerly renowned for 
particular dishes and special wines, have been compelled 
through lack of custom to close their doors; and this has not 
been caused so much by inability to defray the cost of high 
feeding as by inability to indulge in it with impunity in a 
physical sense. In fact, Paris has become a city of impaired 
digestions, which nowadays seek the simplicity without the 
heaviness of the old English cuisine; and, should things 

continue in their present course, I fancy that Parisians anxious 

for high feeding will ultimately have to cross over to our side 
of the Channel. 

These remarks, I trust, will not be considered cut of place 

in an introduction to a work which to no small extent treats of 
the appetite of Paris. The reader will find that the characters 
portrayed by M. Zola are all types of humble life, but I fail 
to see that their circumstances should render them any the 
less interesting. A faithful portrait of a shopkeeper, a work- 
man, or a workgirl is artistically of far more value than all the 

imaginary sketches of impossible dukes and good and wicked 
baronets in which so many English novels abound. Several 
of M. Zola’s personages seem to me extremely lifelike—Gavard, 

indeed, is a chef-d'œuvre of portraiture: I have known many 
men like him; and no one who lived in Paris under the 

Empire can deny the accuracy with which the author has 
delineated his hero Florent, the dreamy and hapless revolu- 
tionary caught in the toils of others. In those days, too, there 
was many such a plot as M. Zola describes, instigated by 
agents like Logre and Lebigre, and allowed to mature till the 
eve of an election or some other important event which 
rendered its exposure desirable for the purpose of influencing 
public opinion. In fact, in all that relates to the so-called 
‘conspiracy of the markets,’ M. Zola, whilst changing time 
and place to suit the requirements of his story, has simply 
followed historical lines. As for the Quenus, who play such 
prominent parts in the narrative, the husband is a weakling 
with no soul above his stewpans, whilst the wife, the beautiful 
Lisa, in reality wears the breeches and rules the roast. The 
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manner in which she cures Quenu of his political proclivities, 
though savouring of persuasiveness rather than virulence, is 
worthy of the immortal Mrs. Caudle: Douglas Jerrold might 
have signed a certain lecture which she administers to her 
astounded helpmate. Of Pauline, the Quenus’ daughter, we 
see but little in the story, but she becomes the heroine of 
another of M. Zola’s novels, ‘ La Joie de Vivre,’ and instead 
of inheriting the egotism of her parents, developes a passionate 
love and devotion for others. In a like way Claude Lantier, 

Florent’s artist friend and son of Gervaise of the‘ Assommoir,’ 

figures more particularly in ‘L’'Œuvre,’ which tells how his 
painful struggle for fame resulted in madness and suicide, 
With reference to the beautiful Norman and the other fish- 
wives and gossips scattered through the present volume, and 
those genuine types of Parisian gaminerie, Muche, Marjolin, 
and Cadine, I may mention that I have frequently chastened 
their language in deference to English susceptibilities, so that 
the story, whilst retaining every essential feature, contains 
nothing to which exception can reasonably be taken. 

E. A. V. 
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CHAPTER I 

Amipst the deep silence and solitude prevailing in the avenue 
several market-gardeners’ carts were climbing the slope which 
led towards Paris, and the fronts of the houses, asleep behind 
the dim lines of elms on either side of the road, echoed 
back the rhythmical jolting of the wheels. At the Neuilly 
bridge a cart full of cabbages and another full of peas had 
joined the eight waggons of carrots and turnips coming down 
from Nanterre; and the horses, left to themselves, had con- 
tinued plodding along with lowered heads, at a regular though 
lazy pace, which the ascent of the slope now slackened. The 
sleeping waggoners, wrapped in woollen cloaks, striped black 
and grey, and grasping the reins slackly in their closed hands, 
were stretched at full length on their stomachs atop of the 
piles of vegetables. Every now and then, a gas lamp, follow- 
ing some patch of gloom, would light up the hobnails of a 
boot, the blue sleeve of a blouse, or the peak of a cap peering 
out of the huge florescence of vegetables—red bouquets of 
carrots, white bouquets of turnips, and the overflowing greenery 
of peas and cabbages. 

And all along the road, and along the neighbouring roads, 
in front and behind, the distant rumbling of vehicles told of 
the presence of similar contingents of the great caravan which 
was travelling onward through the gloom and deep slumber 
of that matutinal hour, lulling the dark city to continued 
repose with its echoes of passing food. 

Madame Frangois’s horse, Balthazar, an animal that was 
far too fat, led the van. He was plodding on, half asleep and 
wagging his ears, when suddenly, on reaching the Rue de 

B 
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Longchamp, he quivered with fear and came to a dead stop. 

The horses behind, thus unexpectedly checked, ran their heads 

against the backs of the carts in front of them, and the pro- 

cession halted amidst a clattering of bolts and chains and the 

oaths of the awakened waggoncrs. Madame François, who 

sat in front of her vehicle, with her back to a board which 

kept her vegetables in position, looked down; but, in the dim 

light thrown to the left by a small square lantern, which 
illuminated little beyond one of Balthazar’s sheeny flanks, 
she could distinguish nothing. 

‘Come, old woman, let’s get on!’ cried one of the men, 
who had raised himself to a kneeling position amongst his 
turnips; ‘it’s only some drunken sot.’ 

Madame Frangois, however, had bent forward and on her 
right hand had caught sight of a black mass, lying almost 
under the horse’s hoofs, and blocking the road. 

‘You wouldn’t have us drive over a man, would you?’ 
said she, jumping to the ground. 

It was indeed a man lying at full length upon the road, 
with his arms stretched out and his face in the dust. He 
seemed to be remarkably tall, but as withered as a dry branch, 
and the wonder was that Balthazar had not broken him in half 
with a blow from his hoof. Madame Frangois thought that 
he was dead; but on stooping and taking hold of one of his 
hands, she found that it was quite warm. 

‘Poor fellow!’ she murmured softly. 
The waggoners, however, were getting impatient. 
‘Hurry up, there!’ said the man kneeling amongst the 

turnips, in a hoarse voice. ‘He’s drunk till he can hold no 
more, the hog! Shove him into the gutter.’ 

Meantime, the man on the road had opened his eyes. He 
looked at Madame Francois with a startled air, but did not 
ae She herself now thought that he must indeed be 
runk. 

‘You mustn’t stop here,’ she said to him, ‘or you'll get 
run over and killed. Where were you going?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ replied the man in a faint voice. 
Then, with an effort and an anxious expression, he added: 

‘I was going to Paris; I fell down, and don’t remember any 
more.’ 

Madame François could now see him more distinctly, and 
he was truly a pitiable object, with his ragged black coat 
and trousers, through the rents in which you could espy his 
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scraggy limbs. Underneath a black cloth cap, which was 
drawn low over his brows, as though he were afraid of being 
recognised, could be seen two large brown eyes, gleaming 
with peculiar softness in his otherwise stern and harassed 
countenance. It seemed to Madame François that he was in 
far too famished a condition to have got drunk. 

‘And what part of Paris were you going to?’ she con- 
tinued. 

The man did not reply immediately. This questioning 
seemed to distress him. He appeared to be thinking the 
matter over, but at last said hesitatingly, ‘Over yonder, 
towards the markets.’ 

He had now, with great difficulty, got on to his feet again, 
and seemed anxious to resume his journey. But Madame 
Frangois noticed that he tottered, and clurg for support to 
one of the shafts of her waggon. 

‘ Are you tired ?’ she asked him. 
* Yes, very tired,’ he replied. 
Then she suddenly assumed a grumpy tone, as though 

displeased, and, giving him a push, exclaimed: ‘ Look sharp, 
then, and climb into my cart. You've made us lose a lot of 
time. I’m going to the markets, and I’ll turn you out there 
with my vegetables.’ 

Then, as the man seemed inclined to refuse her offer, she 
pushed him up with her stout arms, and bundled him down 
upon the turnips and carrots. 

‘Come, now, don’t give us any more trouble,’ she cried 
angrily. ‘You are quite enough to provoke one, my good 
fellow. Don’t I tell you that I’m going to the markets? Sleep 
away up there. Il wake you when we arrive.’ 

She herself then clambered into the cart again, and settled 
herself with her back against the board, grasping the reins of 
Balthazar, who started off drowsily, swaying his ears onca 
more. The other waggons followed, and the procession 
resumed its lazy march through the darkness, whilst the 
rhythmical jolting of the wheels again awoke the echoes of 
the sleepy house fronts, and the waggoners, wrapped in their 
cloaks, dozed off afresh, The one who had called to Madame 
François growled out as he lay down: ‘ Asif we’d nothing 
better to do than pick up every drunken sot we come across ! 
You’re a scorcher, old woman!’ 

The waggons rumbled on, and the horses picked their 
own way, with drooping heads, The siranger whom Madame 

82 
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François had befriended was lying on his stomach, with his 
long legs lost amongst the turnips which filled the back part 
of the cart, whilst his face was buried amidst the spreading 
piles cf carrot-bunches. With weary, extended arms he 
clutched hold of his vegetable couch in fear of being thrown 
to the ground by one of the waggon’s jolts, and his eyes were 
fixed on the two long lines of gas-lamps which stretched 
away in front of him till they mingled with a swarm of other 
lights in the distance atop of the slope. Far away on the 
horizon floated a spreading, whitish vapour, showing where 
Paris slept amidst the luminous haze of all those flamelets. 

‘I come from Nanterre, and my name’s Madame François,’ 
said the market-gardener presently. ‘Since my poor man 
died I go to the markets every morning myself. It’s a hard 
life, as you may guess. And who are you?’ 

‘My name's Florent, I come from a distance,’ replied the 
stranger, with embarrassment. ‘Please excuse me, but I’m 
really so tired that it is painful to me to talk.’ 

He was evidently unwilling to say anything more, and so 
Madame François relapsed into silence, and allowed the reins 
to fall loosely on the back of Balthazar, who went his way 
like an animal acquainted with every stone of the road. 

Meantime, with his eyes still fixed upon the far-spreading 
glare of Paris, Florent was pondering over the story which he 
had refused to communicate to Madame Francois. After 
making his escape from Cayenne, whither he had been trans- 
ported for his participation in the resistance to Louis Napoleon’s 
Coup d’Etat, he had wandered about Dutch Guiana for a 
couple of years, burning to return to France, yet dreading the 
Imperial police. At last, however, he once more saw before 
him the beloved and mighty city which he had so keenly 
regretted and so ardently longed for. He would hide himself 
there, he told himself, and again lead the quiet, peaceable 
life that he had lived years ago. The police would never ba 
any the wiser ; everyone would imagine, indeed, that he had 
died over yonder, across the sea. Then he thought of his 
arrival at Havre, where he had landed with only some fifteen 
francs tied up in a corner of his handkerchief. He had been 
able to pay for a seat in the coach as far as Rouen, but from 
that point he had been forced to continue his journey on foot, 
as he had scarcely thirty sous left of his little store. At 
Vernon his last copper had gone in bread. After that he had 
no clear recollection of anything. He fancied that he could 
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remember having slept for several hours in a ditch, and 
having shown the papers with which he had provided him- 
self to a gendarme; however, he had only a very confused 
idea of what had happened. He had left Vernon without any 
breakfast, seized every now and then with hopeless despair 
and raging pangs which had driven Lim to munch the leaves 
of the hedges as he tramped along. A prey to cramp and 
fright, his body bent, his sight dimmed, and his feet sore, ho 
had continued his weary march, ever drawn onwards in a 
semi-unconscious state by a vision of Paris, which, far, far 
away, beyond the horizon, seemed to be summoning him and 
waiting for him. 

When he at length reached Courbevoie, the night was 
very dark. Paris, looking like a patch of star-sprent sky that 
had fallen upon the black earth, seemed to him to wear a 
forbidding aspect, as though angry at his return. Then ha 
felt very faint, and his legs almost gave way beneath him as 
he descended the hill. As he crossed the Neuilly bridge he 
sustained himself by clinging to the parapet, and bent over 
and looked at the Seine rolling inky waves between its dense, 
massy banks. A red lamp on the water seemed to be watch- 
ing him with a sanguineous eye. And then he had to climb 
the hill if he would reach Paris on its summit yonder. The 
Avenue de Neuilly seemed to him interminable. The hun- 
dreds of leagues which he had already travelled were as 
nothing toit. That bit of a road filled him with despair. 
He would never be able, he thought, to reach yonder light- 
crowned summit. The spacious avenue lay before him with 
its silence and its darkness, its lines of tall trees and low 
houses, its broad grey footwalks, speckled with the shadows 
of overhanging branches, and parted occasionally by the 
gloomy gaps of side-streets. The squat yellow flames of the 
gas-lamps, standing erect at regular intervals, alone imparted 
a little life to the lonely wilderness. And Florent seemed to 
make no progress; the avenue appeared to grow ever longer 
and longer, to be carrying Paris away into the far depths of 
the night. At last he fancied that the gas-lamps, with their 

- single eyes, were running off on either hand, whisking the 
road away with them; and then, overcome by vertigo, he 
stumbled and fell on the roadway like a log. 

Now he was lying at ease on his couch of greenery, which 
seemed to him soft as a feather bed. He had slightly raised 
his head so as to keep his eyes on the luminous haze which 
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was spreading above the dark roofs which he could divine cn 

the horizon. He was nearing his goal, carried along towards 

it, with nothing to do but to yield to the leisurely jolts of the 
waggon ; and, free from all further fatigue, he now only 
suffered from hunger. Hunger, indeed, had once more awoke 
within him with frightful and well-nigh intolerable pangs. 
His limbs seemed to have fallen asleep; he was only con- 
scious of the existence of his stomach, horribly cramped and 
twisted as by a red-hot iron. The fresh odour of the 
vegetables, amongst which he was lying, affected him so 
keenly that he almost fainted away. He strained himself 
against that piled-up mass of food with all his remaining 
strength, in order to compress his stomach and silence its 
groans. And the nine other waggons behind him, with their 
mountains of cabbages and peas, their piles of artichokes, 
lettuces, celery, and leeks, seemed to him to be slowly over- 
taking him, as though to bury him whilst he was thus tortured 
by hunger beneath an avalanche of food. Presently the pro- 
cession halted, and there was a sound of deep voices. They 
had reached the barriers, and the municipal customs officers 
were examining the waggons. A moment later Florent 
entered Paris, in a swoon, lying atop of the carrots, with 
clenched teeth. 

‘Hallo! you up there!’ Madame Frangois called out 
sharply. 

And as the stranger made no attempt to move, she 
clambered up and shook him. Florent rose to a sitting 
posture. He had slept and no longer felt the pangs of 
hunger, but was dizzy and confused. 

‘You'll help me to unload, won't you?’ Madame François 
said to him, as she made him get down. 

He helped her. A stout man with a felt bat on his head 
and a badge in the top buttonhole of his coat was striking 
the ground with a stick and grumbling loudly : 

‘ Come, come, now, make haste! You must get on faster 
than that! Bring the waggon a little more forward. How 
many yards’ standing have you? Tour, isn’t it?’ 

Then he gave a ticket to Madame Francois, who took 
some coppers out of a little canvas bag and handed them to 
him; whereupon he went off to vent his impatience and tap 
the ground with his stick a little further away. Madame 
François took hold of Balthazar’s bridle and backed him so 
as to bring the wheels of the waggon close to the footway, 



THE FAT AND THE THIN 7 

Then, having marked out her four yards with some wisps of 
straw, after removing the back of the cart, she asked Florent 
to hand her the vegetables bunch by bunch. She arranged 
them sort by sort on her standing, setting them out artistically, 
the ‘tops’ forming a band of greenery around each pile; and 
it was with remarkable rapidity that she completed her show, 
which, in the gloom of early morning, looked like some piece 
of symmetrically coloured tapestry. When Florent had 
handed her a huge bunch of parsley, which he had found at 
the bottom of the cart, she asked him for still another service. 

‘It would be very kind of you,’ said she, ‘if you would 
look after my goods while I put the horse and cart up. ‘I’m 
only going a couple of yards, to the Golden Compasses, in 
the Rue Montorgueil.’ 

Florent told her that she might make herself easy. He 
preferred to remain still, for his hunger had revived since he 
had begun to move about. He sat down and leaned against 
a heap of cabbages beside Madame François’s stock. He was 
all right there, he told himself, and would not go further 
afield, but wait. His head felt empty, and he had no very 
clear notion as to where he was. At the beginning of 
September it is quite dark in the early morning. Around 
him lighted lanterns were flitting or standing stationary in 
the depths of the gloom. He was sitting on one side of a 
broad street which he did not recognise; it stretched far 
away into the blackness of the night. He could make out 
nothing plainly, excepting the stock of which he had been 
left in charge. All around him along the market footways 
rose similar piles of goods. The middle of the roadway was 
blocked by huge grey tumbrels, and from one end of the street 
to the other a sound of heavy breathing passed, betokening 
the presence of horses which the eye could not distinguish. 

Shouts and calls, the noise of falling wood, or of iron 
chains slipping to the ground, the heavy thud of loads of vege- 
tables discharged from the waggons, and the grating of wheels 
as the carts were backed against the footways, filled the yet 
sleepy air with a murmur which foretokened a mighty and 
sonorous awakening, whose near approach could be felt and 
heard in the throbbing gloom. Glancing over the pile of 
cabbages behind him, Florent caught sight of a man wrapped 
like a parcel in his cloak, and snoring away with his head 
upon some baskets of plums. Nearer to him, on his left, he 
could distinguish a lad, some ten years old, slumbering between 
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two heaps of endive, with an angelic smile on his face. And 

as yet there seemed to be nothing on that pavement that was 

really awake except the lanterns waving from invisible arms, 
and flitting and skipping over the sleep of the vegetables and 
human beings spread out there in heaps pending the dawn. 
However, what surprised Florent was the sight of some huge 
pavilions on either side of the street, pavilions with lofty 
roofs that seemed to expand and soar out of sight amidst a 
swarm of gleams. In his weakened state of mind he fancied 
he beheld a series of enormous, symmetrically built palaces, 
light and airy as crystal, whose fronts sparkled with countless 
streaks of light filtering through endless Venetian shutters. 
Gleaming between the slender pillar shafts, these narrow 
golden bars seemed like ladders of light mounting to the 
gloomy line of the lower roofs, and then soaring aloft till they 
reached the jumble of higher ones, thus describing the open 
framework of immense square halls, where in the yellow flare 
of the gas-lights a multitude of vague, grey, slumbering things 
was gathered together. 

At last Florent turned his head to look about him, 
distressed at not knowing where he was, and filled with 
vague uneasiness by the sight of that huge and seemingly 
fragile vision. And now, as he raised his eyes, he caught 
sight of the luminous dial and the grey massive pile of 
Saint Eustache’s Church. At this he was much astonished. 
He was close to Saint Eustache, yet all was novel to him. 

However, Madame François had come back again, and was 
engaged in a heated discussion with a man who carried a 
sack over his shoulder and offered to buy her carrots for a sou 
a bunch. 

‘Really, now, you are unreasonable, Lacaille!’ said she. 
‘You know quite well that you will sell them again to the 
Parisians at four and five sous the bunch. Don’t tell me that 
zou won’t! You may have them for two sous the bunch, if you 
like.’ 

Then, as the man went off, she continued: ‘Upon my 
word, I believe some people think that things grow of their 
own accord! Let him go and find carrots at a sou the bunch 
elsewhere, tipsy scoundrel that he is!’ He'll come back again 
presently, you'll see.’ 

These last remarks were addressed to Florent. And, seat- 
ing herself by his side, Madame Frangois resumed: ‘If 
you’ve been a long time away from Paris, you perhaps don't 
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know the new markets. They haven’t been built for more 
than five years at the most. That pavilion you see there 
beside us is the flower and fruit market. The fish and poultry 
markets are farther away, and over there behind us come the 
vegetables and the butter andcheese. There are six pavilions 
on this side, and on the other side, across the road, there are 
four more, with the meat and the tripe stalls. It’s an enor- 
mous place, but it’s horribly cold in the winter. They talk 
about pulling down the houses near the corn-market to make 
room for two more pavilions. But perhaps you know all this?’ 

‘No, indeed,’ replied Florent; ‘I’ve been abroad. And 
what's the name of that big street in front of us?’ 

‘Oh, that’s a new street. It’s called the Rue du Pont 
Neuf. It leads from the Seine through here to the Rue 
Montmartre and the Rue Montorgueil. You would soon have 
recognised where you were if it had been daylight.’ 

Madame François paused and rose, for she saw a woman 
bending down to examine her turnips. ‘Ah, is that you, 
Mother Chantemesse ?’ she said in a friendly way. 

Florent meanwhile glanced towards the Rue Montorgueil. 
It was there that a body of police officers had arrested him on 
the night of December 4.! He had been walking along the 
Boulevard Montmartre at about two o'clock, quietly making 
his way through the crowd, and smiling at the number of 
soldiers that the Elysée had sent into the streets to awe the 
people, when the military suddenly began making a clean 
sweep of the thoroughfare, shooting folks down at close 
range during a quarter of an hour. Jostled and knocked to 
the ground, Florent fell at the corner of the Rue Vivienne 
and knew nothing further of what happened, for the panic- 
stricken crowd, in their wild terror of being shot, trampled 
over his body. Presently, hearing everything quiet, he made 
an attempt to rise ; but across him there lay a young woman 
in a pink bonnet, whose shawl had slipped aside, allowing 
her chemisette, pleated in little tucks, to be seen. Two 
bullets had pierced the upper part of her bosom; and when 
Florent gently removed the poor creature to free his legs, two 
streamlets of blood oozed from her wounds on to his hands. 
Then he sprang up with a sudden bound, and rushed madly 
away, hatless and with his hands still wet with blood. Until 
evening he wandered about the streets, with his head swimming, 

11851. Two days after the Coup d’Etat.—Trans, 
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ever seeing the young woman lying across his legs with her 
pale face, her blue staring eyes, her distorted lips, and her 
expression of astonishment at thus meeting death so suddenly. 
He was a shy, timid fellow. Albeit thirty years old he had 
never dared to stare women in the face; and now, for the 
rest of his life, he was to have that one fixed in his heart and 
memory. He felt as though he had lost some loved one of 
his own. : 

In the evening, without knowing how he had got there, still 
dazed and horrified as he was by the terrible scenes of the 
afternoon, he had found himself at a wine-shop in the Rue 
Montorgueil, where several men were drinking and talking 
of throwing up barricades. He went away with them, helped 
them to tear up a few paving-stones, and seated himself on 
the barricade, weary with his long wandering through the 
streets, and reflecting that he would fight when the soldiers 
came up. However, he had not even a knife with him, and 
was still bare-headed. Towards eleven o’clock he dozed off, 
and in his sleep could see the two holes in the dead woman’s 
white chemisette glaring at him like eyes reddened by tears 
and blood. When he awoke he found himself in the grasp of 
four police officers, who were pummelling him with their fists. 
The men who had built the barricade had fled. The police 
officers treated him with still greater violence, and indeed 
almost strangled him when they noticed that his hands were 
stained with blood. It was the blood of the young woman. 

Florent raised his eyes to the luminous dial of Saint 
Eustache with his mind so full of these recollections that he did 
not notice the position of the pointers. It was, however, nearly 
four o’clock. The markets were as yet wrapped in sleep. 
Madame Francois was still talking to old Madame Chantemesse, 
both standing and arguing about the price of the turnips, and 
Florent now called to mind how narrowly he had escaped being 
shot over yonder by the wall of Saint Eustache. A detachment 
of gendarmes had just blown out the brains of five unhappy 
fellows caught at a barricade in the Rue Grenéta. The five 
corpses were lying on the footway, at a spot where he thought 
he could now distinguish a heap of rosy radishes. He himself 
had escaped being shot merely because the policemen only 
carried swords. They took him to a neighbouring police- 
station and gave the officer in charge a scrap of paper, on which 
were these words written in pencil: ‘Taken with blood-stained 
hands. Very dangerous.’ Then he had been dragged from 
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station to station till the morning came. The scrap of paper 
accompanied him wherever he went. He was manacled and 
guarded as though he were a raving madman. At the station 
in the Rue de la Lingerie some tipsy soldiers wanted to shoot 
him; and they had already lighted a lantern with that object 
when the order arrived for the prisoners to be taken to the 
dépôt of the Préfecture of Police. Two days afterwards he 
found himself in a casemate of the fort of Bicêtre. Ever since 
then he had been suffering from hunger. He had felt hungry 
in the casemate, and the pangs of hunger had never since left 
him. A hundred men were pent in the depths of that cellar- 
like dungeon, where, scarce able to breathe, they devoured the 
few mouthfuls of bread that were thrown to them, like so 
many captive wild beasts. 

When Florent was brought before an investigating ma- 
gistrate, without anyone to defend him, and without any 
evidence being adduced, he was accused of belonging to a 
secret society; and when he swore that this was untrue, the 
magistrate produced the scrap of paper from amongst the 
documents before him: ‘Taken with blood-stained hands. 
Very dangerous.’ That was quite sufficient. He was con- 
demned to transportation. Six weeks afterwards, one January 
night, a gaoler awoke him and locked him up in a courtyard 
with more than four hundred other prisoners. An hour later 
this first detachment started for the pontoons and exile, 
handcuffed and guarded by a double file of gendarmes with 
loaded muskets. They crossed the Austerlitz bridge, followed 
the line of the boulevards, and so reached the terminus of the 
Western Railway line. It was a joyous carnival night. The 
windows of the restaurants on the boulevards glittered with 
lights. At the top of the Rue Vivienne, just at the spot 
where he ever saw the young woman lying dead—that un- 
known young woman whose image he always bore with him— 
he now beheld a large carriage in which a party of masked 
women, with bare shoulders and laughing voices, were vent- 
ing their impatience at being detained, and expressing their 
horror of that endless procession of convicts. The whole of 
the way from Paris to Havre the prisoners never received a 
mouthful of bread or a drink of water. The officials had 
forgotten to give them their rations before starting, and it 
was not till thirty-six hours afterwards, when they had been 
stowed away in the hold of the frigate Canada, that they at 
last broke their fast. 
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No, Florent had never again been free from hunger. He 
recalled all the past to mind, but could not recollect a single 
hour of satiety. He had become dry and withered ; his 
stomach seemed to have shrunk ; his skin clung to his bones. 
And now that he was back in Paris once more, he found it 
fat and sleek and flourishing, teeming with food in the midst 
of the darkness. He had returned to it on a couch of vegetables ; 
he lingered in its midst encompassed by unknown masses of 
food which still and ever increased and disquieted him. Had 
that happy carnival night continued throughout those seven 
years, then? Once again he saw the glittering windows on 
the boulevards, the Jaughing women, the luxurious, greedy 
city which he had quitted on that far-away January night; 
and it seemed to him that everything had expanded and in- 
creased in harmony with those huge markets, whose gigantic 
breathing, still heavy from the indigestion of the previous 
day, he now began to hear. 

Old Mother Chantemesse had by this time made up her 
mind to buy a dozen bunches of turnips. She put them in 
her apron, which she held closely pressed to her person, thus 
making herself look yet more corpulent than she was; and 
for some time longer she lingered there, still gossiping in a 
drawling voice. When at last she went away, Madame 
François again sat down by the side of Florent. 

‘Poor old Mother Chantemesse!’ she said; ‘she must 
be at least seventy-two. I can remember her buying turnips 
of my father when I was a mere chit. And she hasn’ta 
relation in the world; no one but a young hussy whom she 
picked up I don’t know where and who does nothing but 
bring her trouble. Still, she manages to live, selling things 
by the ha’p’orth and clearing her couple of francs profit a day. 
For my own part, I’m sure that I could never spend my days 
on the foot-pavement in this horrid Paris! And she hasn’t 
even any relations here ! ’ 

‘You have some relations in Paris, I suppose ?’ she asked 
presently, seeing that Florent seemed disinclined to talk. 

Florent did not appear to hear her. A feeling of distrust 
came back to him. His head was teeming with old stories 
of the police, stories of spies prowling about at every street 
corner, and of women selling the secrets which they managed 
to worm out of the unhappy fellows they deluded. Madame 
François was sitting close beside him and certainly looked 
perfectly straightforward and honest, with her big calm face, 
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above which was bound a black and yellow handkerchief. 
She seemed about five and thirty years of age, and was some- 
what stoutly built, with a certain hardy beauty due to 
her life in the fresh air. A pair of black eyes, which 
beamed with kindly tenderness, softened the more masculine 
characteristics of her person. She certainly was inquisitive, 
but her curiosity was probably well-meant. 

‘T’ve a nephew in Paris,’ she continued, without seeming 
at all offended by Florent’s silence. ‘He’s turned out badly 
though, and has enlisted. It’s a pleasant thing to have some- 
where to go to and stay at, isn’t it? I dare say there’s a big 
surprise in store for your relations when they see you. But 
it’s always a pleasure to welcome one of one’s own people 
back again, isn’t it?’ 

She kept her eyes fixed upon him while she spoke, doubt- 
less compassionating his extreme scragginess; fancying, too, 
that there was a ‘gentleman’ inside those old black rage, 
and so not daring to slip a piece of silver into his hand. At 
last, however, she timidly murmured: ‘ All the same, if you 
should happen just at present to be in want of anything——’ 

But Florent checked her with uneasy pride. He told her 
that he had everything he required, and had a place to go to. 
She seemed quite pleased to hear this, and, as though to 
tranquillise herself concerning him, repeated several times: 
‘Well, well, in that case you’ve only to wait till daylight.’ 

A large bell at the corner of the fruit-market, just over 
Florent’s head, now began to ring. The slow regular peals 
seemed to gradually dissipate the slumber that yet lingered 
all around. Carts were still arriving, and the shouts of the 
waggoners, the cracking of their whips, and the grinding of 
the paving-stones beneath the iron-bound wheels and the 
horses’ shoes sounded with an increasing din. The carts 
could now only advance by a series of spasmodic jolts, and 
stretched in a long line, one behind another, till they were 
lost to sight in the distant darkness, whence a confused roar 
ascended. 

Unloading was in progress all along the Rue du Pont 
Neuf, the vehicles being drawn up close to the edge of the 
footways, while their teams stood motionless in close order 
as at a horse fair. Florent felt interested in one enormous 
tumbrel which was piled up with magnificent cabbages, and 
had only been backed to the kerb with the greatest difficulty, 
Tis load towered above a lofty gas-lamp whose bright light 
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- fell full upon the broad leaves which looked like pieces of 
dark green velvet, scalloped and goffered. A young peasant 
girl, some sixteen years old, in a blue linen jacket and cap, 
had climbed on to the tumbrel, where, buried in the cabbages 
to her shoulders, she took them one by one and threw them 
to somebody concealed in the shade below. Every now and 
then the girl would slip and vanish, overwhelmed by an 
avalanche of the vegetables, but her rosy nose scon re- 
appeared amidst the teeming greenery, and she broke into 
a laugh while the cabbages again flew down between Florent 
and the gas-lamp. He counted them mechanically as they 
fell. When the cart was emptied he felt worried. 

The piles of vegetables on the pavement now extended to 
the verge of the roadway. Between the heaps, the market- 
gardeners left narrow paths to enable people to passalong. The 
whole of the wide footway was covered from end to end with 
dark mounds. As yet, m the sudden dancing gleams of 
light from the lanterns, you only just espied the luxuriant 
fulness of the bundles of artichokes, the delicate green of the 
lettuces, the rosy coral of the carrots; and dull ivory of the 
turnips. And these gleams of rich colour flitted along the heaps, 
according as the lanterns came and went. The footway was 
now becoming populated: a crowd of people had awakened, 
end was moving hither and thither amidst the vegetables, 
stopping at times, and chattering and shouting. In tho 
distance a loud voice could be heard crying, ‘Endive! who's 
got endive?’ The gates of the pavilion devoted to the sale 
of ordinary vegetabies had just been opened; and the retail 
dealers who had stalls there, with white caps on their heads, 
fichus knotted over their black jackets, and skirts pinned up 
to keep them from getting soiled, now began to secure their 
stock for the day, depositing their purchases in some huge 
porters’ baskets placed upon the ground. Between the road- 
way and the pavilion these baskets were to be seen coming 
and going on all sides, knocking against the crowded heads 
of the bystanders, who resented the pushing with coarse 
expressions, whilst all around was a clamour of voices grow- 
ing hoarse by prolonged wrangling over a sou or two. Florent 
was astonished by the calmness which the female market- 
gardeners, with bandanas and bronzed faces, displayed amidst 
all this garrulous bargaining of the markets. 

Behind him, on the footway of the Rue Rambuteau, fruit 
was being sold, Hampers and low baskets covered with 
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canvas or straw stood there in long lines, a strong odour 
of over-ripe mirabelle plums was wafted hither and thither, 
At last a subdued and gentle voice, which he had heard for 
some time past, induced him to turn his head, and he saw a 
charming darksome little woman sitting on the ground and 
bargaining. 

‘ Come, now, Marcel,’ said she, “ you'll take a hundred sous, 
won't you?’ 

The man to whom she was speaking was closely wrapped 
in his cloak and made no reply; however, after a silence of 
ave minutes or more, the young woman returned to the 
charge. 
| coe now, Marcel; a hundred sous for that basket there, 
and four francs for the other one; that’ll make nine francs 
altogether.’ 

Then came another interval. 
‘Well, tell me what you will take.’ 
‘Ten francs. You know that well enough already; I told 

you so before. But what have you done with your Jules this 
morning, La Sarriette?’ 

The young woman began to laugh as she took a handful 
of small change out of her poeket. 

‘Oh,’ she replied, ‘Jules is still in bed. He says that 
men were not intended to work.’ 

She paid for the two baskets, and carried them into the 
fruit pavilion, which had just been opened. The market 
buildings still retained their gloom-wrapped aspect of airy 
fragility, streaked with the thousand lines of light that 
gleamed from the venetian shutters. People were beginning 
to pass along the broad covered streets intersecting the 
pavilions, but the more distant buildings still remained 
deserted amidst the increasing buzz of life on the footways. 
By Saint Eustache the bakers and wine-sellers were taking 
down their shutters, and the ruddy shops, with their gas- 
lights flaring, showed like gaps of fire in the gloom in which 
the grey house-fronts were yet steeped. Florent noticed a 
baker’s shop on the left-hand side of the Rue Montorgueil, 
replete and golden with its last baking, and fancied he could 
scent the pleasant smell of the hot bread. It was now half- 
past four. 

Madame Francois by this time had disposed of nearly all 
her stock, She had only a few bunches of carrots left when 
Lacaille once more made his appearance with his sack. 
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‘ Well,’ said he, ‘ will you take a sou now ?’ ; 
‘I knew I should see you again,’ the good woman quietly 

answered. ‘You'd better take all I have left. There are 
seventeen bunches.’ 

‘That makes seventeen sous.’ 
‘No; thirty-four.’ 
At last they agreed to fix the price at twenty-five sous. 

Madame Frangois was anxious to be off. 
‘ He’d been keeping his eye upon me all the time,’ she said 

to Florent, when Lacaille had gone off with the carrots in 
his sack. ‘That old rogue runs things down all over the 
markets, and he often waits till the last peal of the bell before 
spending four sous in purchases. Oh, these Paris folk! 
They’ll wrangle and argue for an hour to save half a sou, and 
then go off and empty their purses at the wine-shop.’ 

Whenever Madame Francois talked of Paris she always 
spoke in a tone of disdain, and referred to the city as though 
it were some ridiculous, contemptible, far-away place, in 
which she only condescended to set foot at night-time. 

‘There!’ she continued, sitting down again, beside 
Florent, cn some vegetables belonging to a neighbour, ‘I can 
get away now.’ 

Florent bent his head. He had-just committed a theft. 
When Lacaille went off he had caught sight of a carrot 
lying on the ground, and having picked it up he was holding 
it tightly in his right hand. Behind him some bundles of 
celery and bunches of parsley were diffusing pungent odours 
which painfully affected him. 

‘ Well, I’m off now!’ said Madame François. 
However, she felt interested in this stranger, and could 

divine that he was suffering there on that foot-pavement, from 
which he had never stirred. She made him fresh offers of 
assistance, but he again refused them, with a still more bitter 
show of pride. He even got up and remained standing to 
prove that he was quite strong again. Then, as Madame 
François turned her head away, he put the carrot to his 
mouth. But he had to remove it for a moment, in spite of 
the terrible longing which he felt to dig his teeth into it; for 
Madame Frangois turned round again and, looking him full in 
the face, began to question him with her good-natured womanly 
curiosity. Florent, to avoid speaking, merely answered by 
nods and shakes of the head. Then, slowly and gently, he 
began to eat the carrot. 
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The worthy woman was at last on the point of going off, 
when a powerful voice exclaimed close beside her, ‘ Good 
morning, Madame Francois.’ 

The speaker was a slim young man, with big bones and a 
big head. His face was bearded, and he had a very delicate 
nose and narrow sparkling eyes. He wore on his head a 
rusty, battered, black felt hat, and was buttoned up in an 
immense overcoat, which had once been of a soft chestnut 
hue, but which rain had discoloured and streaked with long 
greenish stains. Somewhat bent, and quivering with a 
nervous restlessness which was doubtless habitual with him, 
he stood there in a pair of heavy laced shoes, and the short- 
Hee of his trousers allowed a glimpse of his coarse blue 
ose. 

‘Good morning, Monsieur Claude,’ the market-gardener 
replied cheerfully. ‘I expected you, you know, last Monday, 
and, as you didn’t come, I’ve taken care of your canvas for 
you. I’ve hung it up on a nail in my room.’ 

‘You are really very kind, Madame François. I'll go to 
finish that study of mine one of these days. I wasn’t able 
to goon Monday. Has your big plum tree still got all its 
leaves ?’ 

‘Yes, indeed.’ 
‘I wanted to know, because J mean to put it in a corner 

of the picture. It will come in nicely by the side of the fowl- 
house. I have been thinking about it all the week. What 
lovely vegetables there are in the market this morning! I 
came down very early, expecting a fine sunrise effect upon all 
these heaps of cabbages.’ 

With a wave of the arm he indicated the footway. 
‘Well, well, I must be off now,’ said Madame François. 

‘Good-bye, for the present. We shall meet again soon, I 
hope, Monsieur Claude.’ 

However, as she turned to go, she introduced Florent to 
the young artist. 

‘This gentleman, it seems, has just come from a distance,’ 
said she. ‘He feels quite lost in your scampish Paris. I 
dare say you might be of service to him.’ 

Then she at last took her departure, feeling pleased at 
having left the two men together. Claude looked at Florent 
with a feeling of interest. That tall, slight, wavy figure 
seemed to him original. Madame François’s hasty presenta- 
tion was in his eyes quite sufficient, and he addressed Florent 

© 
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with the easy familiarity of a lounger accustomed to all sorts 
of chance encounters. 

‘I'll accompany you,’ he said; ‘which way are you 

going ?’ ; 
Florent felt ill at ease; he was not wont to unbosom him- 

self so readily. However, ever since his arrival in Paris, a 
question had been trembling on his lips, and now he ventured 
to ask it, with the evident fear of receiving an unfavourable 
reply. 
a Is the Rue Pirouette still in existence ?’ 
‘Oh, yes,’ answered the artist. ‘A very curious corner of 

old Paris is the Rue Pirouette. It twists and turns like a 
dancing-girl, and the houses bulge out like pot-bellied gluttons. 
Tve made an etching of it that isn’t half bad. I'll show it to 
you when you come to see me. Is it to the Rue Pirouette 
that you want to go?’ 

Florent, who felt easier and more cheerful now that he 
knew the street still existed, declared that he did not want to 
go there; in fact, he did not want to go anywhere in par- 
ticular. All his distrust awoke into fresh life at Claude's 
insistence. 

‘Oh! never mind,’ said the artist, ‘let’s go to the Rue 
Pirouette all the same. It has such a fine colour at night 
time. Come along; it’s only a couple of yards away.’ 

Florent felt constrained to follow him, and the two men 
walked off, side by side, stepping over the hampers and 
vegetables like a couple of old friends. On the footway of 
the Rue Rambuteau there were some immense heaps of cauli- 
flowers, symmetrically piled up like so many cannon-balls. 
The soft white flowers spread out like huge roses in the midst 
of their thick green leaves, and the piles had something of 
the appearance of bridal bouquets ranged in a row in colossal 
flower-stands. Claude stopped in front of them, venting cries 
of admiration. 

Then, on turning into the Rue Pirouette, which was just 
opposite, he pointed out each house to his companion, and 
explained his views concerning it. There was only a single 
gas-lamp, burning in a corner. The buildings, which had 
settled down and swollen, threw their pent-houses forward in 
such wise as to justify Claude’s allusion to pot-bellied gluttons, 
whilst their gables receded, and on either side they clung to 
their neighbours for support. Three or four, however, stand- 
ing in gloomy recesses, appeared to be on the point of toppling 
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forward. The solitary gas-lamp illumined one which was 
snowy with a fresh coat of whitewash, suggesting some flabby, 
broken-down old dowager, powdered and bedaubed in the hope 
of appearing young. Then the others stretched away into 
the darkness, bruised, dented, and cracked, greeny with the 
fall of water from their roofs, and displaying such an extra- 
ordinary variety of attitudes and tints that Claude could not 
refrain from laughing as he contemplated them. 

Florent, however, came to a stand at the corner of the 
Rue de Mondétour, in front of the last house but one on the 
left. Here the three floors, each with two shutterless windows, 
having little white curtains closely drawn, seemed wrapped in 
sleep ; but, up above, a light could be seen flitting behind the 
curtains of a tiny gable casement. However, the sight of 
the shop beneath the pent-house seemed to fill Florent with 
the deepest emotion. It was kept by a dealer in cooked 
vegetables, and was just being opened. At its far end some 
metal pans were glittering, while on several earthen ones in 
the window there was a display of cooked spinach and endive, 
reduced to a paste and arranged in conical mounds from 
which customers were served with shovel-like carvers of 
white metal, only the handles of which were visible. This 
sight seemed to rivet Florent to the ground with surprise. 
He evidently could not recognise the place. He read the 
name of the shopkeeper, Godebœuf, which was painted on a 
red sign-board up above, and remained quite overcome by 
consternation. His arms dangling beside him, he began to 
examine the cooked spinach, with the despairing air of one 
on whom some supreme misfortune falls. 

However, the gable casement was now opened, and a little 
old woman leaned out of it, and looked first at the sky and 
then at the markets in the distance. 

‘Ah, Mademoiselle Saget is an early riser,’ exclaimed 
Claude, who had just raised his head. And, turning to his 
companion, he added: ‘I once had an aunt living in that 
house. It’s a regular hive of tittle-tattle! Ah, the Méhudins 
are stirring now, I see. There’s a light on the second floor.’ 

Florent would have liked to question his companion, but 
the latter’s long discoloured overcoat gave him a disquieting 
appearance. So without a word Florent followed him, whilst 
he went on talking about the Méhudins. These Méhudins 
were fish-girls, it seemed; the elder one was a magnificent 
creature, while the younger one, who sold fresh-water fish, 
| c2 
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reminded Claude of one of Murillo’s virgins, whenever he saw 
her standing with her fair face amidst her carps and eels. 

From this Claude went on to remark with asperity that 
Murillo painted like an ignoramus. But all at once he stopped 
short in the middle of the street. 

‘Come!’ he exclaimed, ‘ tell me where it is that you want 
to go.’ 
or don’t want to go anywhere just at present,’ replied 

Florent in confusion. ‘ Let’s go wherever you like.’ 
Just as they were leaving the Rue Pirouette, some ono 

called to Claude from a wine-shop at the corner of the street. 
The young man went in, dragging Florent with him. The 
shutters had been taken down on one side only, and the gas 
was still burning in the sleepy atmosphere of the shop. A 
forgotten napkin and some cards that had been used in the 
previous evening’s play were still lying on the tables; and 
the fresh breeze that streamed in through the open doorway 
freshened the close, warm vinous air. The landlord, Monsieur 
Lebigre, was serving his customers. He wore a sleeved waist- 
coat, and his fat regular features, fringed by an untidy beard, 
were still pale with sleep. Standing in front of the counter, 
groups of men, with heavy, tired eyes, were drinking, cough- 
ing, and spitting, whilst trying to rouse themselves by the 
aid of white wine and brandy. Amongst them Florent recog- 
nised Lacaille, whose sack now overflowed with various sorts 
of vegetables. He was taking his third dram with a friend, 
who was telling him a long story about the purchase of a 
hamper of potatoes.! When he had emptied his glass, he 
went to chat with Monsieur Lebigre in a little glazed com- 
partment at the end cf the room, where the gas had not yet 
been lighted. 

‘What will you take ?’ Claude asked of Florent. 
He had on entering grasped the hand of the person 

who had called out to him. This was a market-porter,? a 
well-built young man of two-and-twenty at the most. His 
cheeks and chin were clean-shaven, but he wore a small 
moustache, and looked a sprightly, strapping fellow with his 
broad-brimmed hat covered with chalk, and his wool-worked 
aeck-piece, the straps falling from which tightened his short 

1 At the Paris central markets potatoes are sold by the hamper, not 
by the sack as in England.— Trans. 

? Fort is the French term, literally ‘a strong man,’ as Tket- 
porter needs to be.— Trans. d Er ee 
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blue blouse. Claude, who called him Alexandre, patted his 
arms, and asked him when they were going to Charentonneau 
again. Then they talked about a grand excursion they had 
made together in a boat on the Marne, when they had eaten a 
rabbit for supper in the evening. 

‘Well, what will you take?’ Claude again asked Florent. 
The latter looked at the counter in great embarrassment. 

At one end of it some stoneware pots, encircled with brass 
bands and containing punch and hot wine, were standing over 
the short blue flames of a gas stove. Florent at last confessed 
that a glass of something warm would be welcome. Monsieur 
Lebigre thereupon served them with three glasses of punch. 
In a basket near the pots were some smoking-hot rolls which 
had only just arrived. However, as neither of the others took 
one, Florent likewise refrained, and drank his punch. He 
felt it slipping down into his empty stomach, like a stream of 
molten lead. It was Alexandre who paid for the ‘ shout.’ 

‘He’s a fine fellow, that Alexandre!’ said Claude, when 
he and Florent found themselves alone again on the footway 
of the Rue Rambuteau. ‘He’s a very amusing companion to 
take into the country. He’s fond of showing his strength. 
And then he’s so magnificently built! I have seen him 
stripped. Ah, if I could only get him to pose for me in the 
nude out in the open air! Well, we'll go and take a turn 
through the markets now, if you like.’ 

Florent followed, yielding entirely to his new friend’s 
guidance. A bright glow at the far end of the Rue Ram- 
buteau announced the break of day. The far-spreading voice 
of the markets was becoming more sonorous, and every now 
and then the peals of a bell ringing in some distant pavilion 
mingled with the swelling, rising clamour. Claude and 
Florent entered one of the covered streets between the fish 
and poultry pavilions, Florent raised his eyes and looked at 
the lofty vault overhead, the inner timbers of which glistened 
amidst a black lacework of iron supports. As he turned into 
the great central thoroughfare he pictured himself in some 
strange town, with its various districts and suburbs, pro- 
menades and streets, squares and cross-roads, all suddenly 
placed under shelter on a rainy day by the whim of some 
gigantic power. The deep gloom brooding in the hollows of 
the roofs multiplied, as it were, the forest of pillars, and 
infinitely increased the number of the delicate ribs, railed 
galleries, and transparent shutters. And over the phantom 
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city and far away into the depths of the shade, a teeming, 
flowering vegetation of luxuriant metal-work, with spindle- 
shaped stems and twining knotted branches, covered the vast 
expanse as with the foliage of some ancient forest. Several 
departments of the markets still stumbered behind their closed 
iron gates. The butter and poultry pavilions displayed rows 
of little trellised stalls and long alleys, which lines of gas- 
lights showed to be deserted. The fish-market, however, 
had just been opened, and women were flitting to and fro 
amongst the white slabs littered with shadowy hampers and 
cloths. Among the vegetables and fruit and flowers the 
noise and bustle were gradually increasing. The whole place 
was by degrees waking up, from the popular quarter where 
the cabbages are piled at four o’clock in the morning, to the 
lazy and wealthy district which only hangs up its pullets and 
pheasants when the hands of the clock point to eight. 

The great covered alleys were now teeming with life. All 
along the footways on both sides of the road there were still 
many market-gardeners, with other small growers from the 
environs of Paris, ‘who displayed baskets containing their 
‘gatherings’ of the previous evening—bundles of vegetables 
and clusters of fruit. Whilst the crowd incessantly paced 
hither and thither, vehicles of divers kinds entered the covered 
ways, where their drivers checked the trot of the bell-jingling 
horses. Two of these vehicles barred the road; and Florent, 
in order to pass them, had to press against some dingy sacks, 
like coal-sacks in appearance, and so numerous and heavy 
that the axle-trees of the vans bent beneath them. They 
were quite damp, and exhaled a fresh odour of seaweed. 
From a rent low down in the side of one of them a black 
stream of big mussels was trickling. 

Florent and Claude had now to pause at every step. 
The fish was arriving, and one after another the drays of the 
railway companies drove up laden with wooden cages full of 
the hampers and baskets that had come by train from the 
sea-coast. And to get out of the way of the fish drays, which 
became more and more numerous and disquieting, the artist 
and Florent rushed amongst the wheels of the drays laden 
with butter and eggs and cheese, huge yellow vehicles bearing 
coloured lanterns, and drawn by four horses. The market- 
porters carried the cases of eggs, and baskets of cheese and 
butter, into the auction pavilion, where clerks were making 
entries in note-books by the light of the gas. 
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Claude was quite charmed with all this uproar, and forgot 
everything to gaze at some effect of light, some group of 
blouses, or the picturesque unloading of a cart. At last they 
extricated themselves from the crowd, and as they continued 
on their way along the main artery they presently found 
themselves amidst an exquisite perfume which seemed to be 
following them. They were in the cut-flower market. All 
over the footways, to the right and left, women were seated 
in front of large rectangular baskets full of bunches of roses, 
violets, dahlias, and marguerites. At times the clumps 
darkened and looked like splotches of blood, at others they 
brightened into silvery greys of the softest tones. A lighted 
candle, standing near one basket, set amidst the general 
blackness quite a melody of colour—the bright variegations 
of marguerites, the blood-red crimson of dahlias, the bluey 
purple of violets, and the warm flesh tints of roses. And 
nothing could have been sweeter or more suggestive of 
springtide than this soft breath of perfume encountered on 
the footway, on emerging from the sharp odours of the fish- 
market and the pestilential smell of the butter and the cheese. 

Claude and Florent turned round and strolled about, 
loitering among the flowers. They halted with some curiosity 
before several women who were selling bunches of fern and 
bundles of vine-leaves, neatly tied up in packets of five-and- 
twenty. Then they turned down another covered alley, which 
was almost deserted, and where their footsteps echoed as 
though they had been walking through a church. Here they 
found a little cart, scarcely larger than a wheelbarrow, to 
which was harnessed a diminutive donkey, who, no doubt, 
felt bored, for at sight of them he began braying with such 
prolonged and sonorous force that the vast roofing of the 
markets fairly trembled. Then the horses began to neigh in 
reply, there was a sound of pawing and tramping, a distant 
uproar, which swelled, rolled along, then died away. 

Meantime, in the Rue Berger in front of them, Claude 
and Florent perceived a number of bare, frontless, salesmen’s 
shops, where, by the light of flaring gas-jets, they could 
distinguish piles of hampers and fruit, enclosed by three dirty 
walls which were covered with addition sums in pencil. And 
the two wanderers were still standing there, contemplating thig 
scene, when they noticed a well-dressed woman huddled up 
in a cab which looked quite lost and forlorn in the block 
of carts as it stealthily made its way onwards, 



24 THE FAT AND THE THIN 

‘There’s Cinderella coming back without her slippers,’ 

remarked Claude with a smile. 
They began chatting together as they went back towards 

the markets. Claude whistled as he strolled along with his 
hands in his pockets, and expatiated on his love for this 
mountain of food which rises every morning in the very 
centre of Paris. He prowled about the footways night after 
night, dreaming of colossal still-life subjects, paintings of an 
extraordinary character. He had even started on one, having 
got his friend Marjolin and that jade Cadine to pose for him ; 
but it was hard work to paint those confounded vegetables 
and fruit and fish and meat—they were all so beautiful! 
Florent listened to the artist’s enthusiastic talk with a void 
and hunger-aching stomach. It did not seem to occur to 
Claude that all those things were intended to be eaten. Their 
charm for him lay in their colour. Suddenly, however, he 
ceased speaking and, with a gesture that was habitual to him, 
tightened the long red sash which he wore under his green- 
stained coat. 

And then with a sly expression he resumed : 
‘Besides, I breakfast here, through my eyes, at any rate, 

and that’s better than getting nothing at all. Sometimes, 
when I’ve forgotten to dine on the previous day, I treat 
myself to a perfect fit of indigestion in the morning by watch- 
ing the carts arrive here laden with all sorts of good things. 
On such mornings as those I love my vegetables more than 
ever. Ah! the exasperating part, the rank injustice of it all, 
is that those rascally Philistines really eat these things!’ 

Then he went on to tell Florent of a supper to which a 
friend had treated him at Baratte’s on a day of affluence. 
They had partaken of oysters, fish, and game. But Baratte’s 
had sadly fallen, and all the carnival life of the old Marché 
des Innocents was now buried. In place thereof they had 
those huge central markets, that colossus of ironwork, that 
new and wonderful town. Fools might say what they liked ; 
it was the embodiment of the spirit of the times. Florent, 
however, could not at first make out whether he was condemn- 
ing the picturesqueness of Baratte’s or its good cheer. 

But Claude next began to inveigh against romanticism. 
He preferred his piles of vegetables, he said, to the rags of 
the middle ages; and he ended by reproaching himself with 
guilty weakness in making an etching of the Rue Pirouette. 
All those grimy old places ought to be levelled to the ground, 
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he nes and modern houses ought to be built in their 
stead. 

‘There!’ he exclaimed, coming to a halt, ‘look at the 
corner of the footway yonder! Isn’t that a picture ready- 
made, ever so much more human and natural than all their 
confounded consumptive daubs ?’ 

Along the covered way women were now selling hot soup 
and coffee. At one corner of the foot-pavement a large circle 
of customers clustered round a vendor of cabbage soup. The 
bright tin caldron, full of broth, was steaming over a little low 
stove, through the holes of which came the pale glow of the 
embers. From a napkin-lined basket the woman took some 
thin slices of bread and dropped them into yellow cups; then 
with a ladle she filled the cups with the liquor. Around her 
were saleswomen neatly dressed, market-gardeners in blouses, 
porters with coats soiled by the loads they had carried, poor 
ragged vagabonds—in fact, all the early hungry ones of the 
markets, eating, and scalding their mouths, and drawing back 
their chins to avoid soiling them with the drippings from 
their spoons. The delighted artist blinked, and sought a 
point of view so as to get a good ensemble of the picture. 
That cabbage soup, however, exhaled a very strong odour. 
Florent, for his part, turned his head away, distressed by the 
sight of the full cups which the customers emptied in silence, 
glancing around them the while like suspicious animals, As 
the woman began serving a fresh customer, Claude himself 
was affected by the odorous steam of the soup, which was 
wafted full in his face. 

He again tightened his sash, half amused and half annoyed. 
Then resuming his walk, and alluding to the punch paid for 
by Alexandre, he said to Florent in a low voice: 

“It’s very odd, but have you ever noticed that although 
a man can always find somebody to treat him to something 
to drink, he can never find a scul who will stand him anything 
to eat?’ 

The dawn was now rising. The houses on the Boulevard 
de Sébastopol at the end of the Rue de la Cossonnerie were still 
black; but above the sharp line of their slate roofs a patch of 
pale blue sky, circumscribed by the arch-pieces of the covered 
way, showed like a gleaming half-moon. Claude, who had 
been bending over some grated openings on a level with the 
ground, through which a glimpse could be obtained of deep 
cellars where gaslights glimmered, now glanced up into the 
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air between the lofty pillars, as though scanning the dark roofs 
which fringed the clear sky. Then he halted again, with his 
eyes fixed on one of the light iron ladders which connect the 
superposed market roofs and give access from one to the 
other. Florent asked him what he was seeking there. 

‘I’m looking for that scamp of a Marjolin,’ replied the 
artist. ‘He's sure to be in some guttering up there, unless, 
indeed, he’s been spending the night in the poultry cellars, I 
want him to give me a sitting.’ 

Then he went on to relate how a market saleswoman had 
found his friend Marjolin one morning in a pile of cabbages, 
and how Marjolin had grown up in all liberty on the sur- 
rounding footways. When an attempt had been made to send 
him to school he had fallen ill, and it had been necessary to 
bring him back to the markets. He knew every nook and 
corner of them, and loved them with a filial affection, leading 
the agile life of a squirrel in that forest of ironwork. He and 
Cadine, the hussy whom Mother Chantemesse had picked up 
one night in the old Market of the Innocents, made a pretty 
couple—he, a splendid foolish fellow, as glowing as a Rubens, 
with a ruddy down on his skin which attracted the sunlight; 
and she, slight and sly, with a comical phiz under her tangle 
of black curly hair. 

Whilst talking Claude quickened his steps, and soon 
brought his companion back to Saint Eustache again. 
Florent, whose legs were once more giving way, dropped upon 
a bench near the omnibus office. The morning air was 
freshening. At the far end of the Rue Rambuteau rosy 
gleams were streaking the milky sky, which higher up was 
slashed by broad grey rifts. Such was the sweet balsamic 
scent of this dawn, that Florent for a moment fancied 
himself in the open country, on the brow of a hill But 
behind the bench Claude pointed out to him the many 
aromatic herbs and bulbs on sale. All along the footway 
skirting the tripe-market there were, so to say, fields of thyme 
and lavender, garlic and shallots ; and round the young plane- 
trees on the pavement the vendors had twined long branches 
of laurel, forming trophies of greenery. The strong scent of 
the laurel leaves prevailed over every other odour. 

At present the luminous dial of Saint Eustache was 
paling as a night-light does when surprised by the dawn. 
The gas-jets in the wino-shops in the neighbouring streets 
went out one by one, like stars extinguished by the brightness, 
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And Florent gazed at the vast markets now gradually emerging 
from the gloom, from the dreamland in which he had beheld 
them, stretching out their ranges of open palaces. Greenish- 
grey in hue, they looked more solid now, and even more 
colossal with their prodigious masting of columns upholding 
an endless expanse of roofs. They rose up in geometrically 
shaped masses ; and when all the inner lights had been extin- 
guished and the square uniform buildings were steeped in the 
rising dawn, they seemed typical of some gigantic modern 
machine, some engine, some caldron for the supply of a 
whole people, some colossal belly, bolted and riveted, built 
up of wood and glass and iron, and endowed with all the 
elegance and power of some mechanical motive appliance 
working there with flaring furnaces, and wild, bewildering 
revolutions of wheels. 

Claude, however, had enthusiastically sprung on to the 
bench, and stood upon it. He compelled his companion to 
admire the effect of the dawn rising over the vegetables. 
There was a perfect sea of these extending between the two 
clusters of pavilions from Saint Eustache to the Rue des 
Halles. And in the two open spaces at either end the flood 
of greenery rose to even greater height, and quite submerged 
the pavements. The dawn appeared slowly, softly grey in 
hue, and spreading a light water-colour tint over every- 
thing. These surging piles akin to hurrying waves, this 
river of verdure rushing along the roadway like an autumn 
torrent, assumed delicate shadowy tints—tender violet, blush- 
rose, and greeny yellow, all the soft, light hues which at sunrise 
make the sky look like a canopy of shot silk, And by degrees, 
as the fires of dawn rose higher and higher at the far end of 
the Rue Rambuteau, the mass of vegetation grew brighter and 
brighter, emerging more and more distinctly from the bluey 
gloom that clung to the ground, Salad herbs, cabbage- 
lettuce, endive, and succory, with rich soil still clinging to 
their roots, exposed their swelling hearts ; bundles of spinach, 
bundles of sorrel, clusters of artichokes, piles of peas and beans, 
mounds of cos-lettuce, tied round with straws, sounded every 
note in the whole gamut of greenery, from the sheeny lacquer- 
like green of the pods to the deep-toned green of the foliage ; 
a continuous gamut with ascending and descending scales 
which died away in the variegated tones of the heads of celery 
and bundles of leeks. But the highest and most sonorous 
notes still came from the patches of bright carrots and snowy 
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turnips, strewn in prodigious quantities all along the markets 
and lighting them up with the medley of their two colours. 

At the crossway in the Rue des Halles cabbages were piled 
up in mountains; there were white ones, hard and compact 
as metal balls, curly savoys, whose great leaves made them 
look like basins of green bronze, and red cabbages, which the 
dawn seemed to transform into superb masses of bloom with 
the hue of wine-lees, splotched with dark purple and carmine. 
At the other side of the markets, at the crossway near Saint 
Eustache, the end of the Rue Rambuteau was blocked by a 
barricade of orange-hued pumpkins, sprawling with swelling 
bellies in two superposed rows. And here and there gleamed 
the glistening ruddy brown of a hamper of onions, the blood- 
red crimson of a heap of tomatoes, the quiet yellow of a 
display of marrows, and the sombre violet of the fruit of 
the egg-plant ; while numerous fat black radishes still left 
patches of gloom amidst the quivering brilliance of the general 
awakening. 

Claude clapped his hands at the sight. He declared that 
those ‘blackguard vegetables’ were wild, mad, sublime! He 
stoutly maintained that they were not yet dead, but, gathered 
on the previous evening, waited for the morning sun to bid 
him good-bye from the flag-stones of the market. He could 
observe their vitality, he declared, see their leaves stir and 
open as though their roots were yet firmly and warmly em- 
bedded in well-manured soil. And here, in the markets, he 
added, he heard the death-rattle of all the kitchen-gardens of 
the environs of Paris. 

A crowd of white caps, loose black jackets, and blue 
blouses was swarming in the narrow paths between the 
various piles. The big baskets of the market-porters passed 
along slowly, above the heads of the throng. Retail dealers, 
costermongers, and greengrocers were making their purchases 
in haste. Corporals and nuns clustered round the mountains 
of cabbages, and college cooks prowled about inquisitively, on 
the look-out for good bargains. The unloading was still 
going on; heavy tumbrels, discharging their contents as 
though these were so many paving-stones, added more and more 
waves to the sea of greenery which was now beating against 
the opposite footways. And from the far end of the Rue du 
Pont Neuf fresh rows of carts were still and ever arriving. 

‘What a fine sight it is!’ exclaimed Claude in an ecstasy 
of enthusiasm. 
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Florent was suffering keenly. He fancied that all this 
was some supernatural temptation, and, unwilling to look at 
the markets any longer, turned towards Saint Eustache, a side 
view of which he obtained from the spot where he now stood. 
With its roses, and broad arched windows, its bell-turret, 
and roofs of slate, it looked as though painted in sepia against 
the blue of the sky. He fixed his eyes at last on the 
sombre depths of the Rue Montorgueil, where fragments of 
gaudy sign-boards showed conspicuously, and on the corner 
of the Rue Montmartre, where there were balconies gleam- 
ing with letters of gold. And when he again glanced at 
the cross-roads, his gaze was solicited by other sign-boards, 
on which such inscriptions as ‘ Druggist and Chemist,’ ‘ Flour 
and Grain’ appeared in big red and black capital letters upon 
faded backgrounds. Near these corners, houses with narrow 
windows were now awakening, setting amidst the newness 
and airiness of the Rue du Pont Neuf a few of the yellow 
ancient façades of olden Paris. Standing at the empty 
windows of the great drapery shop at the corner of the Rue 
Rambuteau a number of spruce-looking counter-jumpers in 
their shirt sleeves, with snowy-white wristbands and tight- 
fitting pantaloons, were ‘dressing’ their goods. Farther 
away, in the windows of the severe-looking, barrack-like 
Guillot establishment, biscuits in gilt wrappers and fancy 
cakes on glass stands were tastefully set out. All the shops 
were now open; and workmen in white blouses, with tools 
under their arms, were hurrying along the road. 

Claude had not yet got down from the bench. He was 
standing on tiptoe in order to see the farther down the 
streets. Suddenly, in the midst of the crowd which he over- 
looked, he caught sight of a fair head with long wavy locks, 
followed by a little black one covered with curly tumbled hair. 

‘Hallo, Marjolin! Hallo, Cadine!’ he shouted; and 
then, as his voice was drowned by the general uproar, he 
jumped to the ground and started off. But all at once, 
recollecting that he had left Florent behind him, he hastily 
came back. ‘I live at the end of the Impasse des Bourdon- 
nais,’ he said rapidly. ‘My name’s written in chalk on the 
door, Claude Lantier. Come and see the etching of the Rue 
Pirouette.’ 

Then he vanished. He was quite ignorant of Florent’s 
name, and, after favouring him with his views on art, parted 
from him as he had met him, at the roadside. 



30 THE FAT AND THE THIN 

Florent was now alcne, and at first this pleased him. 
Ever since Madame Francois had picked him up in the 
Avenue de Neuilly he had been coming and going in a state 
of pain-fraught somnolence which had quite prevented him 
from forming any definite ideas of his surroundings. Now at 
last he was at liberty to do what he liked, and he tried to 
shake himself free from that intolerable vision of teeming 
food by which he was pursued. But his head still felt empty 
and dizzy, and all that he could find within him was a kind 
of vague fear. The day was now growing quite bright, and 
he could be distinctly seen. He looked down at his wretched 
shabby coat and trousers. He buttoned the first, dusted the 
latter, and strove to make a bit of a toilet, fearing lest those 
black rags of his should proclaim aloud whence he had come. 
He was seated in the middle of the bench, by the side of 
some wandering vagabonds who had settled themselves there 
while waiting for the sunrise. The neighbourhood of the 
markets is a favourite spot with vagrants in the small hours 
of the morning. However, two constables, still in night 
uniform, with cloaks and képis, paced up and down the foot- 
way side by side, their hands resting behind their backs; and 
every time they passed the bench they glanced at the game 
which they scented there. Florent felt sure that they re- 
cognised him, and were consulting together about arresting 
him. At this thought his anguish of mind became extreme. 
He felt a wild desire to get up and run away; but he did not 
dare to do so, and was quite at a loss as to how he might take 
himself off. The repeated glances of the constables, their 
cold, deliberate scrutiny caused him the keenest torture. At 
length he rose from the bench, making a great effort to re- 
strain himself from rushing off as quickly as his long legs could 
carry him ; and succeeded in walking quietly away, though his 
shoulders quivered in the fear he felt of suddenly feelingtherough 
hands of the constables clutching at his collar from behind. 

He had now only one thought, one desire, which was to 
get away from the markets as quickly as possible. He would 
wait and make his investigations later on, when the footways 
should be clear. The three streets which met here—the 
Rue Montmartre, Rue Montorgueil, and Rue Turbigo—filled 
him with uneasiness. They were blocked by vehicles of all 
kinds, and their footways were crowded with vegetables. 
Florent went straight along as far as the Rue Pierre Lescot, 
but there the cress and the potato markets seemed to him 



THE FAT AND THE THIN 31 

insuperable obstacles. So he resolved to take the Rue Ram- 
buteau. On reaching the Boulevard de Sébastopol, however, 
he came across such a block of vans and carts and 
waggonettes that he turned back and proceeded along the 
Rue Saint Denis. Then he got amongst the vegetables once 
more. Retail dealers had just set up their stalls, formed of 
planks resting on tall hampers; and the deluge of cabbages 
and carrots and turnips began all over again. The markets 
were overflowing. Florent tried to make his escape from this 
pursuing flood which ever overtook him in his flight. He 
tried the Rue de la Cossonnerie, the Rue Berger, the Square 
des Innocents, the Rue de la Ferronnerie, and the Rue des 
Halles. And at last he came to a standstill, quite discouraged 
and scared at finding himself unable to escape from the 
infernal circle of vegetables, which now seemed to dance 
around him, twining clinging verdure about his legs. 

The everlasting stream of carts and horses stretched away 
as far as the Rue de Rivoli and the Place de l'Hôtel de Ville. 
Huge vans were carrying away supplies for all the green- 
grocers and fruiterers of an entire district; chars-d-bancs 
were starting for the suburbs with straining, groaning sides. 
In the Rue du Pont Neuf Florent got completely bewildered. 
He stumbled upon a crowd of hand-carts, in which numerous 
costermongers were arranging their purchases. Amongst 
them he recognised Lacaille, who went off along the Rue 
Saint Honoré, pushing a barrow of carrots and cauliflowers 
before him. Florent followed him, in the hope that he would 
guide him out of the mob. The pavement was now quite 
slippery, although the weather was dry, and the litter of 
artichoke stalks, turnip tops, and leaves of all kinds made 
walking somewhat dangerous, Florent stumbled at almost 
every step. He lost sight of Lacaille in the Rue Vauvilliers, 
and on approaching the corn-market he again found the 
streets barricaded with vehicles. Then he made no further 
attempt to struggle ; he was once more in the clutch of the 
markets, and their stream of life bore him back. Slowly 
retracing his steps, he presently found himself by Saint 
Eustache again. 

He now heard the loud continuous rumbling of the 
waggons that were setting out from the markets. Paris was 
doling out the daily food of its two million inhabitants. 
These markets were like some huge central organ beating 
with giant force, and sending the blood of life through every 
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vein of the city. The uproar was akin to that of colossal 
jaws—a mighty sound to which each phase of the provision- 
ing contributed, from the whip-cracking of the larger retail 
dealers as they started off for the district markets to the 
dragging pit-a-pat of the old shoes worn by the poor women 
who hawked their lettuces in baskets from door to door. 

Florent turned into a covered way on the left, intersecting 
the group of four pavilions whose deep silent gloom he had 
remarked during the night. He hoped that he might there 
find a refuge, discover some corner in which he could hide 
himself. But these pavilions were now as busy, as lively as 
the others. Florent walked on to the end of the street. Drays 
were driving up at a quick trot, crowding the market with 
cages full of live poultry, and square hampers in which dead 
birds were stowed in deep layers. On the other side of the 
way were other drays from which porters were removing 
freshly killed calves, wrapped in canvas, and laid at full length 
in baskets, whence only the four bleeding stumps of their 
legs protruded. There were also whole sheep, and sides 
and quarters of beef. Butchers in long white aprons 
marked the meat with a stamp, carried it off, weighed it, and 
hung it up on hooks in the auction-room. Florent, with his 
face close to the grating, stood gazing at the rows of hanging 
carcasses, at the ruddy sheep and oxen and paler calves, ail 
streaked with yellow fat and sinews, and with bellies yawning 
open. Then he passed along the sidewalk where the tripe- 
market was held, amidst the pallid calves’ feet and heads, the 
rolled tripe neatly packed in boxes, the brains delicately set 
out in flat baskets, the sanguineous livers, and purplish 
kidneys. He checked his steps in front of some long two- 
wheeled carts, covered with round awnings, and containing 
sides of pork hung on each side of the vehicle over a bed of 
straw. Seen from the back end, the interiors of the carts 
looked like recesses of some tabernacle, like some taper- 
lighted chapel, such was the glow of all the bare flesh they 
contained. And on the beds of straw were lines of tin cans, 
full of the blood that had trickled from the pigs. Thereupon 
Florent was attacked by a sort of rage. The insipid odour of 
the meat, the pungent smell of the tripe exasperated him. 
He made his way out of the covered road, preferring to return 
once more to the footwalk of the Rue du Pont Neuf. 

He was enduring perfect agony. The shiver of early 
morning came upon him; his teeth chattered, and he was 
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afraid of falling to the ground and finding himself unable to 
rise again. He looked about, but could see no vacant place 
on any bench. Had he found one he would have dropped 
asleep there, even at the risk of being awakened by the police: 
Then, as giddiness nearly blinded him, he leaned for support 
against a tree, with his eyes closed and his ears ringing. 
The raw carrot, which he had swallowed almost without 
chewing, was torturing his stomach, and the glass of punch 
which he had drunk seemed to have intoxicated him. He 
was indeed intoxicated with misery, weariness, and hunger. 
Again he felt a burning fire in the pit of the stomach, to 
which he every now and then carried his hands, as though 
he were trying to stop up a hole through which all his life 
was oozing away. As he stood there he fancied that the foot- 
pavement rocked beneath him; and thinking that he might 
perhaps lessen his sufferings by walking, he went straight on 
through the vegetablesagain. He lost himself among them. 
He went along a narrow footway, turned down another, was 
forced to retrace his steps, bungled in doing so, and once more 
found himself amidst piles of greenery. Some heaps were so 
high that people seemed to be walking between walls of 
bundles and bunches. Only their heads slightly overtopped 
these ramparts, and passed along showing whitely or blackly 
according to the colour of their hats or caps; whilst the 
huge swinging baskets, carried aloft on a level with the 
greenery, looked like osier boats floating on a stagnant, mossy 
lake. 

Florent stumbled against a thousand obstacles—against 
porters taking up their burdens, and saleswomen disputing in 
rough tones. He slipped over the thick bed of waste leaves 
and stumps which covered the footway, and was almost 
suffocated by the powerful odour of crushed verdure. At 
last he halted in a sort of confused stupor, and surrendered 
to the pushing of some and the insults of others; and then 
he became a mere waif, a piece of wreckage tossed about on 
the surface of that surging sea. 

He was fast losing all self-respect, and would willingly 
have begged. The recollection of his foolish pride during the 
night exasperated him. If he had accepted Madame Frangois’s 
charity, if he had not felt: such idiotic fear of Claude, he would 
not now have been stranded there groaning in the midst of 
those cabbages. And he was especially angry with himself 
for not having questioned the artist when they were in the 
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Rue Pirouette. Now, alas! he was alone and deserted, liable 
to die in the streets like a homeless dog. 

For the last time he raised his eyes and looked at the 
markets. At present they were glittering in the sun, A 
broad ray was pouring through the covered road from the 
far end, cleaving the massy pavilions with an arcade of light, 
whilst fiery beams rained down upon the far expanse of roofs. 
The huge iron framework grew less distinct, assumed a bluey 
hue, became nothing but a shadowy silhouette outlined against 
the flaming flare of the sunrise. But up above a pane of 
glass took fire, drops of light trickled down the broad sloping 
zine plates to the gutterings; and then, below, a tumultuous 
city appeared amidst a haze of dancing golden dust. The 
general awakening had spread, from the first start of the 
market-gardeners snoring in their cloaks, to the brisk rolling of 
the food-laden railway drays. And the whole city was open- 
ing its iron gates, the footways were humming, the pavilions 
roaring with life. Shouts and cries of all kinds rent the air ; 
it was as though the strain, which Florent had heard gather- 
ing force in the gloom ever since four in the morning, had 
now attained its fullest volume. To the right and left, on all 
sides indeed, the sharp cries accompanying the auction sales 
sounded shrilly like flutes amidst the sonorous bass roar of 
the crowd. It was the fish, the butter, the poultry, and the 
meat being sold. 

The pealing of bells passed through the air, imparting 
a quiver to the buzzing of the opening markets. Around 
Florent the sun was setting the vegetables aflame. He no 
longer perceived any of those soft water-colour tints which 
had predominated in the pale light of early morning. The 
swelling hearts of the lettuces were now gleaming brightly, 
the scales of greenery showed forth with wondrous vigour, the 
carrots glowed blood-red, the turnips shone as if incandescent 
in the triumphant radiance of the sun. 

On Florent’s left some waggons were discharging fresh 
loads of cabbages. He turned his eyes, and away in the 
distance saw carts yet streaming out of the Rue Turbigo. 
The tide was still and ever rising, He had felt it about his 
ankles, then on a level with his stomach, and now it was 
threatening to drown him altogether. Blinded and submerged, 
his ears buzzing, his stomach overpowered by all that he had 
seen, he asked for mercy; and wild grief took possession of 
him at the thought of dying there of starvation in the very 
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heart of glutted Paris, amidst the effulgent awakening of her 
markets. Big hot tears started from his eyes. 

Walking on, he had now reached one of the larger alleys. 
Two women, one short and old, the other tall and withered, 
passed him, talking together as they made their way towards 
the pavilions. 

‘So you’ve come to do your marketing, Mademoiselle 
Saget?’ said the tall withered woman. 

‘Well, yes, Madame Lecœur, if you can give it such a 
name as marketing. I’m a lone woman, you know, and live 
on next to nothing. I should have liked a small cauliflower, 
but everything is so dear. How is butter selling to-day ?’ 

‘At thirty-four sous. I have some which is first-rate. 
Will you come and look at it?’ 

‘Well, I don’t know if I shall want any to-day; I've still 
a little lard left.’ 

Making a supreme effort, Florent followed these two 
women. He recollected having heard Claude name the old one 
—Mademoiselle Saget—when they were in the Rue Piroueite ; 
and he made up his mind to question her when she should 
have parted from her tall withered acquaintance. 

‘And how’s your niece ?’ Mademoiselle Saget now asked. 
‘Oh, La Sarriette does as she likes,’ Madame Lecœur 

replied in a bitter tone. ‘ She’s chosen to set up for herself 
and her affairs no longer concern me. When her lovers have 
beggared her, she needn’t come to me for any bread.’ 

‘And you were so good to her, too! She ought to do well 
this year; fruit is yielding big profits. And your brother-in- 
law, how is he?’ 

‘Oh, he—’ 
Madame Lecceur bit her lips, and seemed disinclined to 

say anything more. 
‘Still the same as ever, I suppose?’ continued Made- 

moiselle Saget. ‘He’s a very worthy man. Still, I once 
heard it said that he spent his money in such a way that——’ 

‘But does anyone know how he spends his money ?’ inter. 
rupted Madame Lecœur, with much asperity. ‘ He’s a miserly 
niggard, a scurvy fellow, that’s what I say! Do you know, 
mademoiselle, he’d see me die of starvation rather than lend 
me five francs! He knows quite well that there’s nothing to 
be made out of butter this season, any more than out of 
cheese and eggs; whereas he can sell as much poultry as 
ever he chooses. But not once, I assure you, not once has he 
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offered to help me. I am too proud, as you know, to accept 
any assistance from him; still it would have pleased me to 
have had it offered.’ : 3 : 

‘Ah, by the way, there he is, your brother-in-law!’ 
suddenly exclaimed Mademoiselle Saget, lowering her voice. 

The two women turned and gazed at a man who was cross- 
ing the road to enter the covered way close by. 

‘I’m in a hurry,’ murmured Madame Leceur. ‘I left 
my stall without anyone to look after it; and, besides, I don’t 
want to speak to him.’ 

However, Florent also had mechanically turned round and 
glanced at the individual referred to. This was a short, 
squarely-built man, with a cheery look and grey, close-cut 
brush-like hair. Under each arm he was carrying a fat goose, 
whose head hung down and flapped against his legs. And 
then all at once Florent made a gesture of delight. For- 
getting his fatigue, he ran after the man, and, overtaking him, 
tapped him on the shoulder. 

‘ Gavard ! ’ he exclaimed. 
The other raised his head and stared with surprise at 

Florent’s tall black figure, which he did not at first recognise. 
Then all at once: ‘What! is it you?’ he cried, as if overcome 
with amazement. ‘Is it really you?’ 

He all but let his geese fall, and seemed unable to master 
his surprise. On catching sight, however, of his sister-in-law 
and Mademoiselle Saget, who were watching the meeting at 
a distance, he began to walk on again. 

‘Come along; don’t let us stop here,’ he said. ‘There 
are too many eyes and tongues about.’ 

When they were in the covered way they began to chat. 
Florent related how he had gone to the Rue Pirouette, at 
which Gavard seemed much amused and laughed heartily. 
Then he told Florent that his brother Quenu had moved from 
that street and had reopened his pork-shop close by, in the 
Rue Rambuteau, just in front of tle markets. And after- 
wards he was again highly amused to hear that Florent had 
been wandering about all that morning with Claude Lantier, 
an odd kind of fish, who, strangely enough, said he, was 
Madame Quenu’s nephew. Thus chatting, Gavard was on 
the point of taking Florent straight to the pork-shop, but, on 
hearing that he had returned to France with false papers, he 
suddenly assumed all sorts of solemn and mysterious airs, 
and insisted upon walking some fifteen paces in front of him, 
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to avoid attracting attention. After passing through the 
poultry pavilion, where he hung his geese up in his stall, he 
began to cross the Rue Rambuteau, still followed by Florent; 
and then, halting in the middle of the road, he glanced signifi- 
cantly towards a large and well-appointed pork-shop. 

The sun was obliquely enfilading the Rue Rambuteau, 
lighting up the fronts of the houses, in the midst of which 
the Rue Pirouette formed a dark gap. At the other end the 
great pile of Saint Eustache glittered brightly in the sunlight 
like some huge reliquary. And right through the crowd, 
from the distant crossway, an army of street-sweepers was 
advancing in file down the road, the brooms swishing 
rhythmically, while scavengers provided with forks pitched 
the collected refuse into tumbrels, which at intervals of a 
score of paces halted with a noise like the clattering of broken 
pots. However, all Florent’s attention was concentrated on 
the pork-shop, open and radiant in the rising sun. 

It stood very near the corner of the Rue Pirouette 
and provided quite a feast for the eyes. Its aspect was 
bright and smiling, touches of brilliant colour showing 
conspicuously amidst all the snowy marble. The sign- 
board, on which the name of QuENU-GRADELLE glittered 
in fat gilt letters encircled by leaves and branches painted 
on a soft-hued background, was protected by a sheet of 
glass. On two panels, one on each side of the shop-front, 
and both, like the board above, covered with glass, were paint- 
ings representing various chubby little cupids playing amidst 
boars’ heads, pork chops, and strings of sausages; and these 
latter still-life subjects, embellished with scrolls and bows, 
had been painted in such soft tones that the uncooked pork 
which they represented had the pinkiness of raspberry jam. 
Within this pleasing framework arose the window display, 
arranged upon a bed of fine blue-paper shavings. Tere and 
there fern-leaves, tastefully disposed, changed the plates 
which they encircled into bouquets fringed with foliage. 
There was a wealth of rich, luscious, melting things. Down 
below, quite close to the window, jars of preserved sausage- 
meat were interspersed with pots of mustard. Above these 
were some small, plump, boned hams, golden with their dress- 
ings of toasted bread-crumbs, and adorned at the knuckles 
with green rosettes. Next came the larger dishes, some con- 
taining preserved Strasburg tongues, enclosed in bladders 
coloured a bright red and varnished, so that they looked quite, 
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sanguineous beside the pale sausages and trotters ; then there 
were black-puddings coiled like harmless snakes, healthy- 
looking chitterlings piled up two by two; Lyons sausages in 
little silver copes that made them look like choristers; hot 
pies, with little banner-like tickets stuck in them; big hams, 
and great glazed joints of veal and pork, whose jelly was as 
limpid as sugar-candy. In the rear were other dishes and 
earthen pans in which meat, minced and sliced, slumbered 
beneath lakes of melted fat. And betwixt the various plates 
and dishes, jars and bottles of sauce, cullis, stock and pre- 
served truffles, pans of foie gras and boxes of sardines and 
tunny-fish were strewn over the bed of paper shavings. A 
box of creamy cheeses, and one of edible snails, the apertures 
of whose shells were dressed with butter and parsley, had 
been placed carelessly at either corner. Finally, from a bar 
overhead strings of sausages and saveloys of various sizes 
hung down symmetrically like cords and tassels; while in 
the rear fragments of intestinal membranes showed like lace- 
work, like some guipure of white flesh. And on the highest 
tier in this sanctuary of gluttony, amidst the membranes and 
between two bouquets of purple gladioli, the window-stand 
was crowned by a small square aquarium, ornamented with 
rock-work, and containing a couple of gold-fish, which were 
continually swimming round it. 
. Florent’s whole body thrilled at the sight. Then he per- 
ceived a woman standing in the sunlight at the door of the 
shop. With her prosperous, happy look in the midst of all 
those inviting things she added to the cheery aspect of the 
place. She wasa fine woman and quite blocked the doorway. 
Still, she was not over-stout, but simply buxom, with the full 
ripeness of her thirty years. She had only just risen, yet 
her glossy hair was already brushed smooth and arranged in 
little flat bands over her temples, giving her an appearance of 
extreme neatness. She had the fine skin, the pinky-white 
complexion common to those whose life is spent in an atmo- 
sphere of raw meat and fat. There was a touch of gravity 
about her demeanour, her movements were calm and slow ; 
what mirth or pleasure she felt she expressed by her eyes, her 
lips retaining all their seriousness. A collar of starched linen 
encircled her neck, white sleevelets reached to her elbows, and 
a white apron fell even over the tips of her shoes, so that you 
saw but little of her black cashmere dress, which clung tightly 
to her well-rounded shoulders and swelling bosom, The sun 
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rays poured hotly upon all the whiteness she displayed. 
However, although her bluish-black hair, her rosy face, and 
bright sleeves and apron were steeped in the glow of light, 
she never once blinked, but enjoyed her morning bath of sun- 
shine with blissful tranquillity, her soft eyes smiling the while 
at the flow and riot of the markets. She had the appearance 
of a very worthy woman. 

‘That is your brother’s wife, your sister-in-law, Lisa,’ 
Gavard said to Florent. 

Hs had saluted her with a slight inclination of the 
head. Then he darted along the house passage, continuing 
to take the most minute precautions, and unwilling to let 
Florent enter the premises through the shop, though there was 
noonethere. It was evident that he felt great pleasure in dab- 
bling in what he considered to be a compromising business. 

‘Wait here,’ he said, ‘while I go to see whether your 
brother is alone. You can come in when I clap my hands.’ 

Thereupon he opened a door at the end of the passage. 
But as soon as Florent heard his brother’s voice behind it, he 
sprang inside at a bound. Quenu, who was much attached to 
him, threw his arms round his neck, and they kissed each 
other like children. 

‘Ah! dash it all! Is it really you, my dear fellow?’ 
stammered the pork-butcher. ‘I never expected to see you 
again. I felt sure you were dead! Why, only yesterday I 
was saying to Lisa, ‘‘ That poor fellow, Florent! ’’’ 

However, he stopped short, and, popping his head into the 
shop, called out, ‘Lisa! Lisa!’ Then turning towards a 
little girl who had crept into a corner, he added, ‘ Pauline, 
go and find your mother.’ 

The little one did not stir, however. She was an extremely 
fine child, five years of age, with a plump chubby face, bear- 
ing a strong resemblance to that of the pork-butcher’s wife. 
In her arms she was holding a huge yellow cat, which had 
cheerfully surrendered itself to her embrace, with its legs 
dangling downwards; and she now squeezed it tightly with 
her little arms, as if she were afraid that yonder shabby- 
looking gentleman might rob her of it. 

Lisa, however, leisurely made her appearance. 
‘Here is my brother Florent!’ exclaimed Quenu. 
Lisa addressed him as ‘Monsieur,’ and gave him a kindly 

welcome. She scanned him quietly from head to foot, without 
evincing any disagreeable surprise. Merely a faint pout 
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appeared for a moment on her lips. Then, standing by, she 
began to smile at her husband’s demonstrations of affection. 
Quenu, however, at last recovered his calmness, and noticing 
Florent’s fleshless, poverty-stricken appearance, exclaimed: 
‘Ah! my poor fellow, you haven’t improved in your looks 
since you were over yonder. For my part, I’ve grown fat; 
but what would you have!’ 

_ He had indeed grown fat, too fat for his thirty years. He 
seemed to be bursting through his shirt and apron, through 
all the snowy-white lmen in which he was swathed like a 
huge doll. With advancing years his clean-shaven face had 
become elongated, assuming a faint resemblance to the snout 
of one of those pigs amidst whose flesh his hands worked and 
lived the whole day through. Florent scarcely recognised 
him. He had now seated himself, and his glance turned 
from his brother to handsome Lisa and little Pauline. They 
were all brimful of health, squarely built, sleek, in prime con- 
dition; and in their turn they looked at Florent with the 
uneasy astonishment which corpulent people feel at the sight 
of a scraggy person. The very cat, whose skin was distended 
by fat, dilated its yellow eyes and scrutinised him with an air 
of distrust. 

‘You'll wait till we have breakfast, won’t you?’ asked 
Quenu. ‘We have it early, at ten o'clock.’ 

A penetrating odour of cookery pervaded the place; and 
Florent looked back upon the terrible night which he had just 
spent, his arrival amongst the vegetables, his agony in the 
midst of the markets, the endless avalanches of food from 
which he had just escaped. And then in a low tone and with 
a gentle smile he responded : 

‘No; I’m really very hungry, you see.’ 

CHAPTER II 

Frorenr had just begun to study law in Paris when his 
mother died. She lived at Le Vigan, in the department of 
the Gard, and had taken for her second husband one Quenu, 
a native of Yvetot in Normandy, whom some sub-prefect 
had transplanted to the south and then forgotten there. 
He had remained in employment at the sub-prefecture, find- 
ing the country charming, the wine good, and the women 
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very amiable. Three years after his marriage he had been 
carried off by a bad attack of indigestion, leaving as sole 
legacy to his wife a sturdy boy who resembled him. It was 
only with very great difficulty that the widow could pay the 
college fees of Florent, her elder son, the issue of her first 
marriage. He was a very gentle youth, devoted to his studies, 
and constantly won the chief prizes at school. It was upon 
him that his mother lavished all her affection and based all 
her hopes. Perhaps, in bestowing so much love on this slim 
pale youth, she was giving evidence of her preference for her 
first husband, a tender-hearted, caressing Provengal, who had 
loved her devotedly. Quenu, whose good-humour and amia- 
bility had at first attracted her, had perhaps displayed too 
much self-satisfaction, and shown too plainly that he looked 
upon himself as the main source of happiness. At all events 
she formed the opinion that her younger son—and in southern 
families younger sons are still often sacrificed—would never 
do any good ; so she contented herself with sending him to 
a school kept by a neighbouring old maid, where the lad 
learned nothing but how to idle his time away. The two 
brothers grew up far apart from each other, as though they 
were strangers. 

When Florent arrived at Le Vigan his mother was already 
buried. She had insisted upon having her illness concealed 
from him till the very last moment, for fear of disturbing his 
studies. Thus he found little Quenu, who was then twelve 
years old, sitting and sobbing alone on a table in the middle 
of the kitchen. A furniture dealer, a neighbour, gave him 
particulars of his mother’s last hours. She had reached the 
end of her resources, had killed herself by the hard work 
which she had undertaken to earn sufficient money that her 
elder son might continue his legal studies. To her modest 
trade in ribbons, the profits of which were but small, she 
had been obliged to add other occupations, which kept her up 
very late at night. Her one idea of seeing Florent established 
as an advocate, holding a good position in the town, had 
gradually caused her to become hard and miserly, without 
pity for either herself or others. Little Quenu was allowed 
to wander about in ragged breeches, and in blouses from 
which the sleeves were falling away. He never dared to 
serve himself at table, but waited till he received his allow- 
ance of bread from his mother’s hands. She gave herself 
equally thin slices, and it was to the effects of this regimen that 



42 THE FAT AND THE THIN 

she had succumbed, in deep despair at having failed to 
accomplish her self-allotted task. 

This story made a most painful impression upon Florent’s 
tender nature, and his sobs wellnigh choked him. He took his 
little step-brother in his arms, held him to his breast, and 
kissed him as though to restore to him the love of which he 
had unwittingly deprived him. Then he looked at the lad’s 
gaping shoes, torn sleeves, and dirty hands, at all the mani- 
fest signs of wretchedness and neglect. And he told him 
that he would take him away, and that they would both live 
happily together. The next day, when he began to inquire 
into affairs, he felt afraid that he would not be able to keep 
sufficient money to pay for the journey back to Paris. How- 
ever, he was determined to leave Le Vigan at any cost. He 
was fortunately able to sell the little ribbon business, and this 
enabled him to discharge his mother’s debts, for despite her 
strictness in money matters she had gradually run up bills. 
Then, as there was nothing left, his mother’s neighbour, the 
furniture dealer, offered him five hundred francs for her 
chattels and stock of linen. It was a very good bargain for 
the dealer, but the young man thanked him with tears in 
his eyes. He bought his brother some new clothes, and took 
him awaythat same evening. 

On his return to Paris he gave up all thought of con- 
tinuing to attend the Law School, and postponed every am- 
bitious project. He obtained a few pupils, and established 
himself with little Quenu in the Rue Royer Collard, at the 
corner of the Rue Saint Jacques, in a big room which he 
furnished with two iron bedsteads, a wardrobe, a table, and 
four chairs. He now had a child to look after, and this 
assumed paternity was very pleasing to him. During the 
earlier days he attempted to give the lad some lessons when 
he returned home in the evening, but Quenu was an un- 
willing pupil. He was dull of understanding, and refused to 
learn, bursting into tears and regretfully recalling the time 
when his mother had allowed him to run wild in the streets. 
Florent thereupon stopped his lessons in despair, and to con- 
sole the lad promised him a holiday of indefinite length. As 
an excuse for his own weakness he repeated that he had not 
brought his brother to Paris to distress him. To see him 
grow up in happiness became his chief desire. He quite 
worshipped the boy, was charmed with his merry laughter, 
and felt infinite joy in seeing him about him, healthy and 



THE FAT AND THE THIN 43 

vigorous, and without a care. Florent for his part remained 
very slim and lean in his threadbare black coat, and his face 
began to turn yellow amidst all the drudgery and worry of 
teaching; but Quenu grew up plump and merry, a little 
dense, indeed, and scarce able to read or write, but endowed 
with high spirits which nothing could ruffie, and which filled 
the big gloomy room in the Rue Royer Collard with gaiety. 

Years, meantime, passed by. Florent, who had inherited 
all his mother’s spirit of devotion, kept Quenu at home as 
though he were a big, idle girl. He did not even suffer him 
to perform any petty domestic duties, but always went to buy 
the provisions himself, and attended to the cooking and other 
necessary matters. This kept him, he said, from indulging 
in his own bad thoughts. He was given to gloominess, and 
fancied that he was disposed to evil. When he returned home 
in the evening, splashed with mud, and his head bowed by 
the annoyances to which other people’s children had subjected 
him, his heart melted beneath the embrace of the sturdy lad 
whom he found spinning his top on the tiled flooring of the 
big room. Quenu laughed at his brother’s clumsiness in 
making omelettes, and at the serious fashion in which he 
prepared the soup-beef and vegetables. When the lamp was 
extinguished, and Florent lay in bed, he sometimes gave way 
to feelings of sadness. He longed to resume his legal studies, 
and strove to map out his duties in such wise as to secure 
time to follow the programme of the faculty. He succeeded 
in doing this, and was then perfectly happy. But a slight 
attack of fever, which confined him to his room for a week, 
made such a hole in his purse, and caused him so much 
alarm, that he abandoned all idea of completing his studies. 
The boy was now getting a big fellow, and Florent took a post 
as teacher in a school in the Rue de l'Estrapade, at a salary 
of eighteen hundred francs per annum. This seemed like a 
fortune to him. By dint of economy he hoped to be able to 
amass a sum of money which would set Quenu going in the 
world. When the lad reached his eighteenth year Florent 
still treated him as though he were a daughter for whom a 
dowry must be provided. 

However, during his brother’s brief illness Quenu himself 
had made certain reflections. One morning he proclaimed 
his desire to work, saying that he was now old enough to earn 
his own living. Florent was deeply touched at this. Just 
opposite, on the other side of the street, lived a working 
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watchmaker whom Quenu, through the curtainless window, 
could see leaning over a little table, manipulating all sorts 
of delicate things, and patiently gazing at them through a 
magnifying glass all day long. The lad was much attracted 
by the sight, and declared that he had a taste for watch- 
making. At the end ofa fortnight, however, he became rest- 
less, and began to cry like a child of ten, complaining that 
the work was too complicated, and that he would never be 
able to understand all the silly little things that enter into 
the construction of a watch. 

His next whim was to be a locksmith ; but this calling he 
found too fatiguing. In a couple of years he tried more than 
ten different trades. Florent opined that he acted rightly, 
that it was wrong to take up a calling one did not like. However, 
Quenu’s fine eagerness to work for his living strained the 
resources of the little establishment very seriously. Since he 
had begun flitting from one workshop to another there had 
been a constant succession of fresh expenses; money had 
gone in new clothes, in meals taken away from home, and in 
the payment of footings among fellow-workmen. Florent’s 
salary of eighteen hundred francs was no longer sufficient, 
and he was obliged to take a couple of pupils in the evenings. 
For eight years he had continued to wear the same old coat. 

However, the two brothers had made a friend. One side 
of the house in which they lived overlooked the Rue Saint 
Jacques, where there was a large poultry-roasting establish- 
ment! kept by a worthy man called Gavard, whose wife was 
dying from consumption amidst an atmosphere redolent of 
plump fowls. When Florent returned home too late to cook 
a scrap of meat, he was in the habit of laying out a dozen sous 

‘ These rétisseries, now all but extinct, were at one time a particular 
feature of the Parisian provision trade. I can myself recollect several 
akin to the one described by M. Zola. I suspect that they largely owed 
their origin to the form and dimensions of the ordinary Parisian 
kitchen stove, which did not enable people to roast poultry at home in 
a convenient way. In the old French cuisine, moreover, roast joints of 
meat were virtually unknown; roasting was almost entirely confined to 
chickens, geese, turkeys, pheasants, &c.; and among the middle classes 
people largely bought their poultry already cooked of the rôtisseur, or 
else confided it to him for the purpose of roasting, in the same way as 
our poorer classes still send their joints to the baker’s. Roasting was 
also long looked upon in France as a very delicate art. Brillat-Savarin, 
in his famous Physiologie du Goût, lays down the dictum that ‘ À man 
may become a cook, but is born a rétisseur.’—Trans. 
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or so on a small portion of turkey or goose at this shop. Such 
days as these were feast-days. Gavard in time grew inte- 
rested in his tall, scraggy customer, learned his history, and 
invited Quenu into his shop. Before long the young fellow 
was constantly to be found there. As soon as his brother left 
the house he came downstairs and installed himself at the 
rear of the roasting-shop, quite enraptured with the four huge 
spits which turned with a gentle sound in front of the tall 
bright flames. 

The broad copper bands of the fireplace glistened brightly, 
the poultry steamed, the fat bubbled melodiously in the 
dripping-pan, and the spits seemed to talk amongst them- 
selves and to address kindly words to Quenu, who, with a 
long ladle, devoutly basted the golden breasts of the fat geese 
and turkeys. He would stay there for hours, quite crimson 
in the dancing glow of the flames, and laughing vaguely, with 
a somewhat stupid expression, at the birds roasting in front 
of him. Indeed, he did not awake from this kind of trance 
until the geese and turkeys were unspitted. They were placed 
on dishes, the spits emerged from their carcases smoking hot, 
and a rich gravy flowed from either end and filled the shop 
with a penetrating odour. Then the lad, who, standing up, 
had eagerly followed every phase of the dishing, would clap 
his hands and begin to talk to the birds, telling them that they 
were very nice, and would be eaten up, and that the cats 
would have nothing but their bones. And he would give a 
start of delight whenever Gavard handed him a slice of bread, 
which he forthwith put into the dripping-pan that it might 
soak and toast there for half-an-hour. 

It was in this shop, no doubt, that Quenu’s love of cookery 
took its birth. Later on, when he had tried all sorts of crafts, 
he returned, as though driven by fate, to the spits and the 
poultry and the savoury gravy which induces one to lick one’s 
fingers. At first he was afraid of vexing his brother, who 
was a small eater and spoke of good fare with the disdain of 
a man who is ignorant of it; but afterwards, on seeing that 
Florent listened to him when he explained the preparation of 
some very elaborate dish, he confessed his desires and pre- 
sently found a situation at a large restaurant. From that 
time forward the life of the two brothers was settled. They 
continued to live in the room in the Rue Royer Collard, 
whither they returned every evening; the one glowing and 
radiant from his hot fire, the other with the depressed coun- 
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tenance of a shabby, impecunious teacher. Florent still wore 
his old black coat, as he sat absorbed in correcting his pupils’ 
exercises; while Quenu, to put himself more at ease, donned 
his white apron, cap, and jacket, and, flitting about in front 
of the stove, amused himself by baking some dainty in the 
oven. Sometimes they smiled at seeing themselves thus 
attired, the one all in black, the other all in white. These 
different garbs, one bright and the other sombre, seemed to 
make the big room half gay and half mournful. Never, how- 
ever, was there so much harmony in a household marked by 
such dissimilarity. Though the elder brother grew thinner 
and thinner, consumed by the ardent temperament which he 
had inherited from his Provengal father, and the younger one 
waxed fatter and fatter, like a true son of Normandy, they 
loved each other in the brotherhood they derived from their 
mother—a mother who had been all devotion. 

They had a relation in Paris, a brother of their mother’s, 
one Gradelle, who was in business as a pork-butcher in the 
Rue Pirouette, near the central markets. He was a fat, 
hard-hearted, miserly fellow, and received his nephews as 
though they were starving paupers the first time they paid 
him a visit. They seldom went to see him afterwards. On 
his nameday Quenu would take him a bunch of flowers, and 
receive a half-franc piece in return for it. Florent’s proud 
and sensitive nature suffered keenly when Gradelle scrutinised 
his shabby clothes with the anxious, suspicious glance of a 
miser apprehending a request for a dinner, or the loan of a 
five-franc piece. One day, however, it occurred to Florent in 
all artlessness to ask his uncle to change a hundred-franc note 
for him, and after this the pork-butcher showed less alarm at 
sight of the lads, as he called them. Still, their friendship got 
no further than these infrequent visits. 

These years were like a long, sweet, sad dream to Florent. 
As they passed he tasted to the full all the bitter joys of self- 
sacrifice. At home, in the big room, life was all love and 
tenderness; but out in the world, amidst the humiliations 
inflicted on him by his pupils, and the rough jostling of the 
tsreets, he felt himself yielding to wicked thoughts. His 
slain ambitions embittered him. It was long before he could 
bring himself to bow to his fate, and accept with equanimity 
the painful lot of a poor, plain, commonplace man. At last, 
to guard against the temptations of wickedness, he plunged 
into ideal goodness, and sought refuge in a self-created sphere 
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of absolute truth and justice. It was then that he became a 
republican, entering into the republican idea even as heart- 
broken girls enter a convent. And not finding a republic 
where sufficient peace and kindliness prevailed to lull his 
troubles to sleep, he created one for himself. He took no 
leasure in books. All the blackened paper amidst which he 
ived spoke of evil-smelling class-rooms, of pellets of paper 
chewed by unruly schoolboys, of long, profitless hours of 
torture. Besides, books cnly suggested to him a spirit of 
mutiny and pride, whereas it was of peace and oblivion that 
he felt most need. To lull and soothe himself with ideal 
imaginings, to dream that he was perfectly happy, and that 
all the world would likewise become so, to erect in his brain 
the republican city in which he would fain have lived, such 
now became his recreation, the task, again and again renewed, 
of all his leisure hours. He no longer read any books beyond 
those which his duties compelled him to peruse ; he preferred 
to tramp along the Rue Saint Jacques as far as the outer 
boulevards, occasionally going yet a greater distance and 
returning by the Barrière d’Italie; and all along the road, 
with his eyes on the Quartier Mouffetard spread out at his 
feet, he would devise reforms of great moral and humanitarian 
scope, such as he thought would change that city of suffering 
into an abode of bliss. During the turmoil of February 1848, 
when Paris was stained with blood, he became quite heart- 
broken, and rushed from one to another of the public clubs 
demanding that the blood which had been shed should find 
atonement in ‘ the fraternal embrace of all republicans through- 
out the world.’ He became one of those enthusiastic orators 
who preached revolution as a new religion, full of gentleness 
and salvation. The terrible days of December 1851, the days 
of the Coup d’Etat, were required to wean him from his 
doctrines of universal love. He was then without arms; allowed 
himself to be captured like a sheep, and was treated as though 
he were a wolf. He awoke from his sermon on universal 
brotherhood to find himself starving on the cold stones of a 
casemate at Bicétre. 

Quenu, then two-and-twenty, was distracted with anguish 
when his brother did not return home. On the following day 
he went to seek his corpse at the cemetery of Montmartre, 
where the bodies of those shot down on the boulevards had 
been laid out in a line and covered with straw, from beneath 
which only their ghastly heads projected. However, Quenu’s 
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courage failed him, he was blinded by his tears, and had 
to pass twice along the line of corpses before acquiring the 
certainty that Florent’s was not among them. At last, at the 
end of a long and wretched week, he learned at the Préfecture 
of Police that his brother was a prisoner. He was not allowed 
to see him, and when he pressed the matter the police 
threatened to arrest him also. Then he hastened off to his 
uncle Gradelle, whom he looked upon as a person of import- 
ance, hoping that he might be able to enlist his influence in 
Florent’s behalf. But Gradelle waxed wrathful, declared that 
Florent deserved his fate, that he ought to have known better 
than to have mixed himself up with those rascally republicans. 
And he even added that Florent was destined to turn out 
badly, that it was written on his face. 

Quenu wept copiously and remained there, almost choked 
by his sobs. His uncle, a little ashamed of his harshness, 
and feeling that he ought to do something for him, offered to 
receive him into his house. He wanted an assistant, and 
knew that his nephew was a good cook. Quenu was so much 
alarmed by the mere thought of going back to live alone in 
the big room in the Rue Royer Collard, that then and there 
he accepted Gradelle’s offer. That same night he slept in his 
uncle’s house, in a dark hole of a garret just under the roof, 
where there was scarcely space for him to lie at full length. 
However, he was less wretched there than he would have 
been opposite his brother’s empty couch. 

He succeeded at length in obtaining permission to see 
Florent ; but on his return from Bicétre he was obliged to 
take to his bed. For nearly three weeks he lay fever-stricken, 
in a stupefied, comatose state. Gradelle meantime called 
down all sorts of maledictions on his republican nephew; and 
ons morning, when he heard of Florent’s departure for 
Cayenne, he went upstairs, tapped Quenu on the hands, 
awoke him, and bluntly told him the news, thereby bringing 
about such a reaction that on the following day the young 
man was up and about again. His grief wore itself out, and 
his soft flabby flesh seemed to absorb his tears. A month 
later he laughed again, and then grew vexed and unhappy 
with himself for having been merry; but his natural light- 
heartedness soon gained the mastery, and he laughed afresh 
in unconscious happiness. 

He now learned his uncle’s business, from which he 
derived even more enjoyment than from cookery. Gradelle 
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told him, however, that he must not neglect his pots and 
pans, that it was rare to find a pork-butcher who was also a 
good cook, and that he had been lucky in serving in a restau- 
rant before coming to the shop. Gradelle, moreover, made 
full use of his nephew's acquirements, employed him to cook 
the dinners sent out to certain customers, and placed all the 
broiling, and the preparation of pork chops garnished with 
gherkins in his special charge. As the young man was of 
real service to him, he grew fond of him after his own fashion, 
and would nip his plump arms when he was in a good 
humour. Gradelle had sold the scanty furniture of the room 
in the Rue Royer Collard and retained possession of the pro- 
ceeds—some forty francs or so—in order, said he, to prevent 
that foolish lad, Quenu, from making ducks and drakes of the 
cash. After a time, however, he allowed his nephew six 
francs a month as pocket-money. 

Quenu now became quite happy, in spite of the emptiness 
of his purse and the harshness with which he was occasionally 
treated. He liked to have life doled out to him; Florent had 
treated him too much like an indolent girl. Moreover, he 
had made a friend at hisuncle’s. Gradelle, when his wife died, 
had been obliged to engage a girl to attend to the shop, 
and had taken care to choose a healthy and attractive one, 
knowing that a good-looking girl would set off his viands and 
help to tempt custom. Amongst his acquaintances was a 
widow, living in the Rue Cuvier, near the Jardin des Plantes, 
whose deceased husband had been postmaster at Plassans, the 
seat of a sub-prefecture in the south of France. This lady, 
who lived in a very modest fashion on a small annuity, had 
brought with her from Plassans a plump, pretty child, whom 
she treated as her own daughter. Lisa, as the young one was 
called, attended upon her with much placidity and serenity of 
disposition. Somewhat seriously inclined, she looked quite 
beautiful when she smiled. Indeed, her great charm came 
from the exquisite manner in which she allowed this infre- 
quent smile of hers to escape her. Her eyes then became 
most caressing, and her habitual gravity imparted inestimable 
value to these sudden, seductive flashes. The old lady had 
often said that one of Lisa’s smiles would suffice to lure her 
to perdition. 

When the widow died she left all her savings, amounting 
to some ten thousand francs, to her adopted daughter. For 
a week Lisa lived alone in the Rue Cuvier; it was there that 

E 
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Gradelle came in search of her. He had become acquainted 
with her by often seeing her with her mistress when the 
latter called on him in the Rue Pirouette; and at the funeral 
she had struck him as having grown so handsome and 
sturdy that he had followed the hearse all the way to the 
cemetery, though he had not intended to do so. As the 
coffin was being lowered into the grave, he reflected what a 
splendid girl she would be for the counter of a pork-butcher’s 
shop. He thought the matter over, and finally resolved to 
offer her thirty francs a month, with board and lodging. 
When he made this proposal to her, Lisa asked for twenty- 
four hours to consider it. Then she arrived one morning 
with a little bundle of clothes, and her ten thousand franes 
concealed in the bosom of her dress. A month later the 
whole place seemed to belong to her; she enslaved Gradelle, 
Quenu, and even the smallest kitchen-boy. For his part, 
Quenu would have cut off his fingers to please her. When 
she happened to smile, he remained rooted to the floor, 
laughing with delight as he gazed at her. 

Lisa was the eldest daughter of the Macquarts of Plassans, 
and her father was still alive.! But she said that he was 
abroad, and never wrote to him. Sometimes she just dropped 
a hint that her mother, now deceased, had been a hard worker, 
and that she took after her. She worked, indeed, very assidu- 
ously. However, she sometimes added that the worthy woman 
had slaved herself to death in striving to support her family. 
Then she would speak of the respective duties of husband and 
wife in such a practical though modest fashion as to enchant 
Quenu. He assured her that he fully shared her ideas. 
These were that everyone, man or woman, ought to work for 
his or her living, that everyone was charged with the 
duty of achieving personal happiness, that great harm was 
done by encouraging habits of idleness, and that the presence 
of so much misery in the world was greatly due to sloth. 
This theory of hers was a sweeping condemnation of drunken- 
ness, of all the legendary loafing ways of her father Macquart. 
But, though she did not know it, there was much of 
Macquart’s nature in herself. She was merely a steady, 
sensible Macquart with a logical desire for comfort, having 
grasped the truth of the proverb that as you make your bed 
80 you lie on it, To sleep in blissful warmth there is no 

! See M. Zola’s novel, “he Fortune of the Rougons.— Trans. 
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better plan than to prepare oneself a soft and downy couch; 
and to the preparation of such a couch she gave all her time 
and all her thoughts. When no more than six years old she 
had consented to remain quietly on her chair the whole day 
through on condition that she should be rewarded with a 
cake in the evening. 

At Gradelle’s establishment Lisa went on leading the 
calm, methodical life which her exquisite smiles illumined. 
She had not accepted the pork-butcher’s offer at random. 
She reckoned upon finding a guardian in him; with the keen 
scent of those who are born lucky she perhaps foresaw that 
the gloomy shop in the Rue Pirouette would bring her the 
comfortable future she dreamed of—a life of healthy enjoy- 
ment, and work without fatigue, each hour of which would 
bring its own reward. She attended to her counter with the 
quiet earnestness with which she had waited upon the post- 
master’s widow; and the cleanliness of her aprons soon 
became proverbial in the neighbourhood. Uncle Gradelle 
was so charmed with this pretty girl that sometimes, as he 
was stringing his sausages, he would say to Quenu: ‘Upon 
my word, if I weren’t turned sixty, I think I should be foolish 
enough to marry her. A wife like she’d make is worth her 
weight in gold to a shopkeeper, my lad.’ 

Quenu himself was growing still fonder of her, though he 
laughed merrily one day when a neighbour accused him of 
being in love with Lisa. He was not worried with love-sick- 
ness. The two were very good friends, however. In the 
evening they went up to their bedrooms together. Lisa 
slept in a little chamber adjoining the dark hole which the 
young man occupied. She had made this room of hers quite 
bright by hanging it with muslin curtains. The pair would 
stand together for a moment on the landing, holding their 
candles in their hands, and chatting as they unlocked their 
doors. Then, as they closed them, they said in friendly 
tones : 

‘Good night, Mademoiselle Lisa.’ 
Good night, Monsieur Quenu.’ 
As Quenu undressed himself he listened to Lisa making 

her own preparations. The partition between the two rooms 
was very thin. ‘ There, she is drawing her curtains now,’ he 
would gay to himself; ‘what can she be doing, I wonder, in 
front of her chest of drawers? Ah! she’s sitting down now 
and taking off her shoes. Now she’s blown her candle out. 

E 2 
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Well, good night. I must get to sleep’; and at times, when 
he heard her bed creak as she got into it, he would say to 
himself with a smile, ‘Dash it all! Mademoiselle Lisa is no 

feather.’ This idea seemed to amuse him, and presently he 

would fall asleep thinking about the hams and salt pork that 
he had to prepare the next morning. : 

This state of affairs went on for a year without causing 
Lisa a single blush or Quenu a moment’s embarrassment. 
When the girl came into the kitchen in the morning at the 
busiest moment of the day’s work, they grasped hands 
over the dishes of sausage-meat. Sometimes she helped 
him, holding the skins with her plump fingers while he 
filled them with meat and fat. Sometimes, too, with the tips 
of their tongues they just tasted the raw sausage-meat, to 
see if it was properly seasoned. She was able to give Quenu 
some useful hints, for she knew of many favourite southern 
recipes, with which he experimented with much success. He 
was often aware that she was standing behind his shoulder, 
prying into the pans. If he wanted a spoon or a dish, she 
would hand it to him. The heat of the fire would bring 
their blood to their skins; still, nothing in the world would 
have induced the young man to cease stirring the fatty 
bouillis which were thickening over the fire while the girl 
stood gravely by him, discussing the amount of boiling that 
was necessary. In the afternoon, when the shop lacked 
customers, they quietly chatted together for hours at a time. 
Lisa sat behind the counter, leaning back, and knitting in an 
easy, regular fashion ; while Quenu installed himself on a big 
oak block, dangling his legs and tapping his heels against 
the wood. They got on wonderfully well together, discussing 
all sorts of subjects, generally cookery, and then Uncle Gradelle 
and the neighbours. Lisa also amused the young man with 
stories, just as though he were a child. She knew some very 
pretty ones—some miraculous legends, full of lambs and little 
angels, which she narrated in a piping voice, with all her 
wonted seriousness. If a customer happened to come in, she 
saved herself the trouble of moving by asking Quenu to get 
the required pot of lard or box of snails. And at eleven 
o’clock they went slowly up to bed as on the previous night, 
As they closed their doors, they calmly repeated the words: 

‘Good night, Mademoiselle Lisa.’ 
‘Good night, Monsieur Quenu.’ 
One morning Uncle Gradelle was struck dead by apoplexy 
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while preparing a galantine. He fell forward, with his face 
against the chopping-block. Lisa did not lose her self- 
possession. She remarked that the dead man could not be 
left lying in the middle of the kitchen, and had the body 
removed into a little back room where Gradelle had slept. 
Then she arranged with the assistants what should be said. 
It must be given out that the master had died in his bed ; 
otherwise the whole district would be disgusted, and the shop 
would lose its customers. Quenu helped to carry the dead 
man away, feeling quite confused, and astonished at being 
unable to shed any tears. Presently, however, he and Lisa 
cried together. Quenu and his brother Florent were the sole 
heirs. The gossips of the neighbourhood credited old Gradelle 
with the possession of a considerable fortune. However, not 
a single crown could be discovered. Lisa seemed very restless 
and uneasy. Quenu noticed how pensive she became, how she 
kept on looking around her from morning till night, as though 
she had lost something. Ai last she decided to have a 
thorough cleaning of the premises, declaring that people were 
beginning to talk, that the story of the old man’s death had 
got about, and that it was necessary they should make a 
great show of cleanliness. One afternoon, after remaining in 
the cellar for a couple of hours, whither she herself had gone 
to wash the salting-tubs, she came up again, carrying some- 
thing in her apron. Quenu was just then cutting up a pig’s 
fry. She waited till he had finished, talking awhile in an 
easy, indifferent fashion. But there was an unusual glitter 
in her eyes, and she smiled her most charming smile as she 
told him that she wanted to speak to him. She led the way 
upstairs with seeming difficulty, impeded by what she had in 
her apron, which was strained almost to bursting. 

By the time she reached the third floor she found herself 
short of breath, and for a moment was obliged to lean against 
the balustrade. Quenu, much astonished, followed her into 
her bedroom without saying a word. It was the first time 
she had ever invited him to enter it. She closed the door, 
and letting go the corners of her apron, which her stiffened 
fingers could no longer hold up, she allowed a stream of 
gold and silver coins to flow gently upon her bed. She 
had discovered Uncle Gradelle’s treasure at the bottom 
of a salting-tub. The heap of money made a deep depression 
in the softy downy bed. 

Lisa and Quenu evinced a quiet delight, They sat down 
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on the edge of the bed, Lisa at the head and Quenu at the 
foot, on either side of the heap of coins, and they counted the 
money out upon the counterpane, so as to avoid making any 
noise. There were forty thousand francs in gold, and three 
thousand francs in silver, whilst in a tin box they found 
bank-notes to the value of forty-two thousand francs. It 
took them two hours to count up the treasure. Quenu’s 
hands trembled slightly, and it was Lisa who did most of 
the work. 

They arranged the gold on the pillow in little heaps, 
leaving the silver in the hollow depression of the counterpane. 
When they had ascertained the total amount—eighty-five 
thousand francs, to them an enormous sum—they began to 
chat. And their conversation naturally turned upon their 
future, and they spoke of their marriage, although there had 
never been any previous mention of love between them. But 
this heap of money seemed to loosen their tongues. They 
had gradually seated themselves further back on the bed, 
leaning against the wall, beneath the white muslin curtains; 
and as they talked together, their hands, playing with the 
heap of silver between them, met, and remained linked amidst 
the pile of five-franc pieces. Twilight surprised them still 
sitting there together. Then, for the first time, Lisa blushed 
at finding the young man by her side. For a few moments, 
indeed, although not a thought of evil had come to them, 
they felt much embarrassed. Then Lisa went to get her own 
ten thousand francs. Quenu wanted her to put them with 
his uncle’s savings. He mixed the two sums together, saying 
with a laugh that the money must be married also. Then it 
was agreed that Lisa should keep the hoard in her chest 
of drawers. When she had locked it up they both quietly 
ee downstairs. They were now practically husband and 

e. 
The wedding took place during the following month. 

The neighbours considered the match a very natural one, and 
in every way suitable. They had vaguely heard the story of 
the treasure, and Lisa’s honesty was the subject of endless 
eulogy. After all, said the gossips, she might well have kept 
the money herself, and not have spoken a word to Quenu 
about it; if she had spoken, it was out of pure honesty, for no 
one had seen her find the hoard. She well deserved, they 
added, that Quenu should make her his wife. That Quenu, 
by the way, was a lucky fellow; he wasn’t a beauty himself, 
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yet he had secured a beautiful wife, who had disinterred a 
fortune for him. Some even went so far as to whisper that Lisa, 
was a simpleton for having acted as she haddone; but the young 
woman only smiled when people speaking to her vaguely alluded 
to all these things. She and her husband lived on as pre- 
viously, in happy placidity and quiet affection. She still 
assisted him as before, their hands still met amidst the 
sausage-meat, she still glanced over his shoulder into the 
pots and pans, and still nothing but the great fire in the 
kitchen brought the blood to their cheeks. 

However, Lisa was a woman of practical common-sense, 
and speedily saw the folly of allowing eighty-five thousand 
francs to lie idle in a chest of drawers. Quenu would have 
willingly stowed them away again at the bottom of the 
salting-tub until he had gained as much more, when they 
could have retired from business and have gone to live at Su- 
resnes, a suburb to which both were partial. Lisa, however, 
had other ambitions. The Rue Pirouette did not accord with 
her ideas of cleanliness, her craving for fresh air, light, and 
healthy life. The shop where Uncle Gradelle had accumu- 
lated his fortune, sou by sou, was a long, dark place, one of 
those suspicious-looking pork-butchers’ shops of the old 
quarters of the city, where the well-worn flagstones retain 
a strong odour of meat in spite of constant washings. Now 
the young woman longed for one of those bright modern 
shops, ornamented like a drawing-room, and fringing the 
footway of some broad street with windows of crystalline 
transparence. She was not actuated by any petty ambition 
to play the fine lady behind a stylish counter, but clearly 
realised that commerce in its latest development needed 
elegant surroundings. Quenu showed much alarm the first 
time his wife suggested that they ought to move and spend 
some of their money in decorating a new shop. However, 
Lisa only shrugged her shoulders and smiled at finding him 
so timorous. 

One evening, when night was falling and the shop had 
grown dark, Quenu and Lisa overheard a woman of the 
neighbourhood talking to a friend outside their door. 

“No, indeed! I’ve given up dealing with them,’ said she, 
‘I wouldn’t buy a bit of black-pudding from them now on 
any account. They had a dead man in their kitchen, you 
know.’ 

Quenu wept with vexation. The story of Gradelle’s death 
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in the kitchen was clearly getting about; and his nephew 
began to blush before his customers when he saw them 
sniffing his wares too closely. So, of his own accord, he 
spoke to his wife of her proposal to take a new shop. Lisa, 
without saying anything, had already been looking out for 
other premises, and had found some, admirably situated, 
only a few yards away, in the Rue Rambuteau. ‘The imme- 
diate neighbourhood of the central markets, which were 
being opened just opposite, would triple their business, and 
make their shop known all over Paris. 

Quenu allowed himself to be drawn into a lavish expendi- 
ture of money; he laid out over thirty thousand francs in 
marble, glass, and gilding. Lisa spent hours with the work- 
men, giving her views about the slightest details. When she 
was at last installed behind the counter, customers arrived 
in a perfect procession, merely for the sake of examining the 
shop. The inside walls were lined from top to bottom with 
white marble. The ceiling was covered with a huge square 
mirror, framed by a broad gilded cornice, richly ornamented, 
whilst from the centre hung a crystal chandelier with four 
branches. And behind the counter, and on the left, and at 
the far end of the shop were other mirrors, fitted between the 
marble panels and looking like doors opening into an infinite 
series of brightly lighted halls, where all sorts of appetising 
edibles were displayed. The huge counter on the right hand 
was considered a very fine piece of work. At intervals along 
the front were lozenge-shaped panels of pinky marble. The 
flooring was of tiles, alternately white and pink, with a deep 
red fretting as border. The whole neighbourhood was proud 
of the shop, and no one again thought of referring to the 
kitchen in the Rue Pirouette, where a man had died. For 
quite a month women stopped short on the footway to look 
at Lisa between the saveloys and bladders in the window. 
Her white and pink flesh excited as much admiration as the 
marbles. She seemed to be the soul, the living light, the 
healthy, sturdy idol of the pork trade; and thenceforth one 
and all baptised her ‘ Lisa the beauty.’ 

To the right of the shop was the dining-room, a neat- 
looking apartment containing a sideboard, a table, and several 
cane-seated chairs of light oak. The matting on the floor, 
the wall-paper of a soft yellow tint, the oil-cloth table-cover, 
coloured to imitate oak, gave the room a somewhat cold 
appearance, which was relieved only by the glitter of a brass 
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hanging-lamp, suspended from the ceiling, and spreading its 
big shade of transparent porcelain over the table. One of the 
dining-room doors opened into the huge square kitchen, at 
the end of which was a small paved courtyard, serving for the 
storage of lumber—tubs, barrels and pans, and all kinds of 
utensils not in use. To the left of the water-tap, alongside 
the gutter which carried off the greasy water, stood pots of 
faded flowers, removed from the shop window, and slowly 
dying. 

Business was excellent. Quenu, who had been much 
alarmed by the initial outlay, now regarded his wife with 
something like respect, and told his friends that she had ‘a 
wonderful head.’ At the end of five years they had 
nearly eighty thousand francs invested in the State funds. 
Lisa would say that they were not ambitious, that they had 
no desire to pile up money too quickly, or else she would 
have enabled her husband to gain hundreds and thousands of 
francs by prompting him to embark in the wholesale pig 
trade. But they were still young, and had plenty of time 
before them; besides, they didn’t care about a rough, 
scrambling business, but preferred to work at their ease, and 
enjoy life, instead of wearing themselves out with endless 
anxieties, 

‘For instance,’ Lisa would add in her expansive moments, 
‘I have, you know, a cousin in Paris. I never see him, as 
the two families have fallen out. He has taken the name of 
Saccard,! on account of certain matters which he wants to 
be forgotten. Well, this cousin of mine, I’m told, makes 
millions and millions of franes; but he gets no enjoyment 
out of life. He’s always in a state of feverish excitement, 
always rushing hither and thither, up to his neck in all sorts 
of worrying business. Well, it’s impossible, isn’t it, for such 
aman to eat his dinner peaceably in the evening? We, at 
any rate, can take our meals comfortably, and make sure of 
what we eat, and we are not harassed by worries as he is. 
The only reason why people should care for money is that 
money’s wanted for one to live. People like comfort; that’s 
natural. But as for making money simply for the sake of 
making it, and giving yourself far more trouble and anxiety 
to gain it than you can ever get pleasure from it when it’s 
gained, why, as for me, I'd rather sit still and cross my arms. 

} See M. Zola’s novel, Money. 
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And besides, I should like to see all those millions of my 
cousin’s. I can’t say that I altogether believe in them. [ 
caught sight of him the other day in his carriage. He was 
quite yellow, and looked ever so sly. A man who’s making 
money doesn’t have that kind of expression. But it’s his 
business, and not mine. For our part, we prefer to make 
merely a hundred sous at a time, and to get a hundred sous’ 
worth of enjoyment out of them.’ 

The household was undoubtedly thriving. A daughter 
had been born to the young couple during their first year of 
wedlock, and all three of them looked blooming. The busi- 
ness went on prosperously, without any laborious fatigue, 
just as Lisa desired. She had carefully kept free of any 
possible source of trouble or anxiety, and the days went by 
in an atmosphere of peaceful, unctuous prosperity. Their 
home was a nook of sensible happiness—a comfortable 
manger, so to speak, where father, mother, and daughter 
could grow sleek and fat. It was only Quenu who occasion- 
ally felt sad, through thinking of his brother Florent. Up 
to the year 1856 he had received letters from him at long 
intervals. Then no more came, and he had learned from a 
newspaper that three convicts having attempted to escape 
from the Ile du Diable, had been drowned before they were 
able to reach the mainland. He had made inquiries at the 
Préfecture of Police, but had not learnt anything definite ; 
it seemed probable that his brother was dead. However, he 
did not lose all hope, though months passed without any 
tidings. Florent, in the meantime, was wandering about 
Dutch Guiana, and refrained from writing home as he was 
ever in hope of being able to return to France. Quenu at 
last began to mourn for him as one mourns for those whom 
one has been unable to bid farewell. Lisa had never known 
Florent, but she spoke very kindly whenever she saw her 
husband give way to his sorrow; and she evinced no impa- 
tience when for the hundredth time or so he began to relate 
stories of his early days, of his life in the big room in the 
Rue Royer Collard, the thirty-six trades which he had taken 
up one after another, and the dainties which he had cooked 
at the stove, dressed all in white, while Florent was dressed 
all in black. To such talk as this, indeed, she listened 
placidly, with a complacency which never wearied. 

It was into the midst of all this happiness, ripening after 
careful culture, that Florent dropped one September morning 
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just as Lisa was taking her matutinal bath of sunshine, and 
Quenu, with his eyes still heavy with sleep, was lazily apply- 
ing his fingers to the congealed fat left in the pans from the 
previous evening. Florent’s arrival caused a great commo- 
tion. Gavard advised them to conceal the ‘ outlaw,’ as he 
somewhat pompously called Florent. Lisa, who looked pale, 
and more serious than was her wont, at last took him to the 
fifth floor, where she gave him the room belonging to the 
girl who assisted her in the shop. Quenu had cut some 
slices of bread and ham, but Florent was scarcely able to eat. 
He was overcome by dizziness and nausea, and went to bed, 
where he remained for five days in a state of delirium, the 
outcome of an attack of brain-fever, which fortunately re- 
ceived energetic treatment. When he recovered consciousness 
he perceived Lisa sitting by his bedside, silently stirring some 
cooling drink in a cup. Ashe tried to thank her, she told him 
that he must keep perfectly quiet, and that they could talk 
together later on. At the end of another three days Florent 
was on his feet again. Then one morning Quenu went up 
Hy tell him that Lisa awaited them in her room on the first 
oor. 
Quenu and his wife there occupied a suite of three rooms 

and a dressing-room. You first passed through an ante- 
chamber, containing nothing but chairs, and then a small sit- 
ting-room, whose furniture, shrouded iu white covers, slumbered 
in the gloom cast by the Venetian shutters, which were 
always kept closed so as to prevent the light blue of the 
upholstery from fading. Then came the bedroom, the only 
one of the three which was really used. It was very comfort- 
ably furnished in mahogany. The bed, bulky and drowsy of 
aspect in the depths of the damp alcove, was really wonderful, 
with its four mattresses, its four pillows, its layers of blankets, 
and its corpulent édredon. It was evidently a bed intended 
for slumber. A mirrored wardrobe, a washstand with drawers, 
a small central table with a worked cover, and several chairs 
whose seats were protected by squares of lace, gave the room 
an aspect of plain but substantial middle-class luxury. On 
the left-hand wall, on either side of the mantelpiece, which 
was ornamented with some landscape-painted vases mounted 
on bronze stands, and a gilt timepiece on which a figure of 
Gutenberg, also gilt, stood in an attitude of deep thought, 
hung portraits in oils of Quenu and Lisa, in ornate oval 
frames. Quenu had à smiling face, while Lisa wore an air 
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of grave propriety; and both were dressed in black and 
depicted in flattering fashion, their features idealised, their 
skins wondrously smooth, their complexions soft and pinky. 
A carpet, in the Wilton style, with a complicated pattern of 
roses mingling with stars, concealed the flooring ; while in front 
of the bed was a fluffy mat, made out of long pieces of curly 
wool, a work of patience at which Lisa herself had toiled while 
seated behind her counter. But the most striking object of 
allin the midst of this array of new furniture was a great 
square, thick-set secrétaire, which had been re-polished in 
vain, for the cracks and notches in the marble top and the 
scratches on the old mahogany front, quite black with age, 
still showed plainly. Lisa had desired to retain this piece of 
furniture, however, as Uncle Gradelle had used it for more 
than forty years. It would bring them good luck, she said. 
Its metal fastenings were truly something terrible, its lock 
was like that of a prison gate, and it was so heavy that it 
could scarcely be moved. 

When Florent and Quenu entered the room they found 
Lisa seated at the lowered desk of the secrétaire, writing and 
jotting down figures in a big, round, and very legible hand. 
She signed to them not to disturb her, and the two men sat 
down. Florent looked round the room, and notably at the 
two portraits, the bed, and the timepiece, with an air of 
surprise. 

‘There!’ at last exclaimed Lisa, after having carefully 
verified a whole page of calculations. ‘Listen to me now; 
we have an account to render to you, my dear Florent.’ 

It ‘was the first time that she had so addressed him. 
However, taking up the page of figures, she continued: 
‘Your Uncle Gradelle died without leaving a will. Conse- 
quently you and your brother were his sole heirs. We now 
have to hand your share over to you.’ 

‘But Ido not ask you for anything!’ exclaimed Florent. 
‘IT don’t wish for anything!’ 

Quenu had apparently been in ignorance of his wife’s in- 
tentions. He turned rather pale and looked at her with an 
expression of displeasure. Of course, he certainly loved his 
brother dearly ; but there was no occasion to hurl his uncle’s 
money at him in this way. There would have been plenty 
of time to go into the matter later on. 
I lmow very well, my dear Florent,’ continued Lisa, 
‘that you did not come back with the intention of claiming 
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,from us what belongs to you; but business is business, you 
know, and we had better get things settled at once. Your 
uncle’s savings amounted to eighty-five thousand francs. I 
have therefore put down forty-two thousand five hundred to 
your credit. See!’ 

She showed him the figures on the sheet of paper. 
‘Tt is unfortunately not so easy to value the shop, plant, 

stock-in-trade, and goodwill. I have only been able to put 
down approximate amounts, but I don’t think I have under- 
estimated anything. Well, the total valuation which I have 
made comes to fifteen thousand three hundred and ten francs; 
your half of which is seven thousand six hundred and fifty- 
five francs, so that your share amounts, in all, to fifty thou- 
sand one hundred and fifty-five francs. Please verify it for 
yourself, will you?’ 

She had called out the figures in a clear, distinct voice, 
and she now handed the paper to Florent, who was obliged 
to take it. 

‘But the old man’s business was certainly never worth 
fifteen thousand francs!’ cried Quenu. ‘Why, I wouldn’t 
have given ten thousand for it!’ 

He had ended by getting quite angry with his wife. 
Really, it was absurd to carry honesty to such a point as that! 
Had Florent said one word about the business? No, indeed, 
he had declared that he didn’t wish for anything. 

‘The business was worth fifteen thousand three hundred 
and ten francs,’ Lisa re-asserted, calmly. ‘You will agree 
with me, my dear Florent, that it is quite unnecessary to 
bring a lawyer into our affairs. It is for us to arrange the 
division between ourselves, since you have now turned up 
again. I naturally thought of this as soon as you arrived; 
and, while you were in bed with the fever, I did my best to 
draw up this little inventory. It contains, as you see, a fairly 
complete statement of everything. I have been through our 
old books, and have called up my memory to help me. Read 
it aloud, and I will give you any additional information you 
may want.’ 

Florent ended by smiling. He was touched by this easy 
and, as it were, natural display of probity. Placing the sheet of 
figures on the young woman’s knee, he took hold of her hand 
and said, ‘I am very glad, my dear Lisa, to hear that you are 
prosperous, but I will not take your money. The heritage 
belongs to you and my brother, who took care of my uncle up 
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to the last. I don’t require anything, and I don’t intend to 
hamper you in carrying on your business.’ 

Lisa insisted, and even showed some vexation, while 
Quenu gnawed his thumbs in silence, striving to restrain 
himself, 

‘Ah!’ resumed Florent with a laugh, ‘if Uncle Gradelle 
could hear you, I think he’d come back and take the money 
away again. I was never a favourite of his, you know.’ 

‘Well, no,’ muttered Quenu, no longer able to keep still, 
‘he certainly wasn’t over fond of you.’ 

Lisa, however, still pressed the matter. She did not like 
to have money in her secrétaire that did not belong to her; 
it would worry her, said she ; the thought of it would disturb 
her peace. Thereupon Florent, still in a joking way, proposed 
to invest his share in the business. Moreover, said he, he 
did not intend to refuse their help; he would, no doubt, be 
unable to find employment all at once; and then, too, he 
would need a complete outfit, for he was scarcely present- 
able. 

‘Of course,’ cried Quenu, ‘ you will board and lodge with 
us, and we will buy you all that you want. That’s under- 
stood. You know very well that we are not likely to leave 
you in the streets, I hope!’ 

He was quite moved now, and even felt a trifle ashamed of 
the alarm he had experienced at the thought of having to 
hand over a large amount of money all at once. He began to 
joke, and told his brother that he would undertake to fatten 
him. Florent gently shook his head; while Lisa folded up 
the sheet of figures and put it away in a drawer of the 
secrétaire. 

‘You are wrong,’ she said by way of conclusion. ‘I have 
done what I was bound to do. Nowit shall be as you wish. 
But, for my part, I should never have had a moment’s peace 
if I had not put things before you. Bad thoughts would quite 
upset me.’ 

They then began to speak of another matter. It would be 
necessary to give some reason for Florent’s presence, and at 
the same time avoid exciting the suspicion of the police. He 
told them that in order to return to France he had availed 
himself of the papers of a poor fellow who had died in hig 
arms at Surinam from yellow fever. By a singular coinci- 
dence this young fellow’s Christian name was Florent. 

Florent Laquerriére, to give him his name in full, had left but 
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one relation in Paris, a female cousin, and had been informed 
of her death whilst in America. Nothing would therefore be 
easier than for Quenu’s stepbrother to pass himself off as the 
man who had died at Surinam. Lisa offered to take upon 
herself the part of the female cousin. They then agreed 
to relate that their cousin Florent had returned from abroad, 
where he had failed in his attempts to make a fortune, and 
that they, the Quenu-Gradelles, as they were called in the 
neighbourhood, had received him into their house until he 
could find suitable employment. When this was all settled, 
Quenu insisted upon his brother making a thorough inspec- 
tion of the rooms, and would not spare him the examination 
of a single stool. Whilst they were in the bare-looking 
chamber containing nothing but chairs, Lisa pushed open a 
door, and showing Florent a small dressing-room, told him 
that the shop-girl should sleep in it, so that he could retain 
the bedroom on the fifth floor. 

In the evening Florent was arrayed in new clothes from 
head to foot. He had insisted upon again having a black 
coat and black trousers, much against the advice of Quenu, 
upon whom black had a depressing effect. No further 
attempts were made to conceal his presence in the house, and 
Lisa told the story which had been planned to everyone who 
cared to hear it. Henceforth Florent spent almost all his 
time on the premises, lingering on a chair in the kitchen or 
leaning against the marble-work in the shop. At meal-times 
Quenu plied him with food, and evinced considerable vexation 
when he proved such a small eater and left half the contents of 
his liberally filled plate untouched. Lisa had resumed her old 
life, evincing a kindly tolerance of her brother-in-law’s presence, 
even in the morning, when he somewhat interfered with the 
work. Then she would momentarily forget him, and on sud- 
denly perceiving his black form in front of her give a slight 
start of surprise, followed, however, by one of her sweet smiles, 
lest he might feel at all hurt. This skinny man’s disinte- 
restedness had impressed her, and she regarded him with a feel- 
ing akin to respect, mingled with vague fear. Florent for hig 
part only felt that there was great affection around him. 

When bed-time came he went upstairs, a little wearied by 
his lazy day, with the two young men whom Quenu employed 
as assistants, and who slept in attics adjoining his own. 
Léon, the apprentice, was barely fifteen years of age. He was 
a slight, gentle-looking lad, addicted to stealing stray slices of 
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hem and bits of sausages. These he would conceal under his 
pillow, eating them during the night without any bread. 
Several times at about one o’clock in the morning Florent 
almost fancied that Léon was giving a supper-party ; for he 
heard low whispering followed by a sound of munching jaws 
and rustling paper. And then a rippling girlish laugh would 
break faintly on the deep silence of the sleeping house like the 
soft trilling of a flageolet. 

The other assistant, Auguste Landois, came from Troyes. 
Bloated with unhealthy fat, he had too large a head, and was 
already bald, although only twenty-eight years of age. As he 
went upstairs with Florent on the first evening, he told him 
his story in a confused, garrulous way. He had at first come 
to Paris merely for the purpose of perfecting himself in the 
business, intending to return to Troyes, where his cousin, 
Augustine Landois, was waiting for him, and there setting up 
for himself as a pork-butcher. He and she had had the 
same godfather and bore virtually the same Christian name. 
However, he had grown ambitious; and now hoped to 
establish himself in business in Paris by the aid of the money 
left him by his mother, which he had deposited with a notary 
before leaving Champagne. 

Auguste had got so far in his narrative when the fifth floor 
was reached ; however, he still detained Florent, in order to 
sound the praises of Madame Quenu, who had consented to 
send for Augustine Landois to replace an assistant who had 
turned out badly. He himself was now thoroughly acquainted 
with his part of the business, and his cousin was perfecting 
herself in shop-management. Ina year or eighteen months 
they would be married, and then they would set up on their 
own account in some populous corner of Paris, at Plaisance 
most likely. They were in no great hurry, he added, for the 
bacon trade was very bad that year. Then he proceeded to 
tell Florent that he and his cousin had been photographed 
together at the fair of St. Ouen, and he entered the attic to 
have another look at the photograph, which Augustine had 
left on the mantelpiece, in her desire that Madame Quenu’s 
cousin should have a pretty room. Auguste lingered there 
for a moment, looking quite livid in the dim yellow light of his 
candle, and casting his eyes around the little chamber which 
was still full of memorials of the young girl. Next, stepping 
up to the bed, he asked Florent if it was comfortable. His 
cousin slept below now, said he, and would be better there in 
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the winter, for the attics were very cold. Then at last he 
went off, leaving Florent alone with the bed, and standing in 
front of the photograph. As shown on the latter Auguste 
looked like a sort of pale Quenu, and Augustine like an imma- 
ture Lisa. 

Florent, although on friendly terms with the assistants, 
petted by his brother, and cordially treated by Lisa, pre- 
sently began to feel very bored. He had tried, but without 
success, to obtain some pupils; moreover, he purposely 
avoided the students’ quarter for fear of being recognised. 
Lisa gently suggested to him that he had better try to obtain 
a situation in some commercial house, where he could take 
charge of the correspondence and keep the books. She re- 
turned to this subject again and again, and at last offered to 
find a berth for him herself. She was gradually becom- 
ing impatient at finding him so often in her way, idle, and 
not knowing what to do with himself. At first this impatience 
was merely due to the dislike she felt of people who do nothing 
but cross their arms and eat, and she had no thought of 
reproaching him for consuming her substance. 

‘For my own part,’ she would say to him, ‘I could 
never spend the whole day in dreamy lounging. You can’t 
have any appetite for your meals. You ought to tire your- 
self.’ 

Gavard, also, was seeking a situation for Florent, but 
in a very extraordinary and most mysterious fashion. He 
would have liked to find some employment of a dramatic 
character, or in which there should be a touch of bitter irony, 
as was suitable for an outlaw. Gavard was a man who was 
always in opposition. He had just completed his fiftieth 
year, and he boasted that he had already passed judgment on 
four Governments. He still contemptuously shrugged his 
shoulders at the thought of Charles X., the priests and nobles 
and other attendant rabble, whom he had helped to sweep 
away. Louis Philippe, with his bourgeois following, had 
been an imbecile, and he would tell how the citizen-king 
had hoarded his coppers in a woollen stocking. As for the 
Republic of ’48, that had been a mere farce, the working 
classes had deceived him; however, he no longer acknow- 
ledged that he had applauded the Coup d’Etat, for he now 
looked upon Napoleon III. as his personal enemy, a scoundrel 
who shut himself up with Morny and others to indulge in 
gluttonous orgies. He was never weary of holding forth 
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upon this subject. Lowering his voice a little, he would 
declare that women were brought to the Tuileries in closed 
carriages every evening, and that he, who was speaking, had 
one night heard the echoes of the orgies while crossing. the 
Place du Carrousel. It was Gavard’s religion to make him- 
self as disagreeable as possible to any existing Government. 
He would seek to spite it in all sorts of ways, and laugh in 
secret for several months at the pranks he played. To begin 
with, he voted for candidates who would worry the Ministers 
at the Corps Législatif. Then, if he could rob the revenue, 
or baffle the police, and bring about a row of some kind or 
other, he strove to give the affair as much of an insurrec- 
tionary character as possible. He told a.great many lies, 
too; set himself up as being a very dangerous man ; talked as 
though ‘the satellites of the Tuileries’ were well acquainted 
with him and trembled at the sight of him ; and asserted that 
one half of them must be guillotined, and the other half 
transported, the next time there was ‘a flare-up.’ His 
violent political creed found food in boastful, bragging talk 
of this sort; he displayed all that partiality for a lark and a 
rumpus which prompts a Parisian shopkeeper to take down 
his shutters on a day of barricade-fighting to get a good view 
of the corpses of the slain. When Florent returned from 
Cayenne, Gavard opined that he had got hold of a splendid 
chance for some abominable trick, and bestowed much 
thought upon the question of how he might best vent his 
spleen on the Emperor and Ministers and everyone in office, 
down to the very lowest police-constable. 

.Gavard's manners with Florent were altogether those of a 
man tasting some forbidden pleasure. He contemplated him 
with blinking eyes, lowered his voice even when making the 
most trifling remark, and grasped his hand with all sorts of 
masonic flummery. He had at last lighted upon something 
in the way of an adventure; he had a friend who was really 
compromised, and could, without falsehood, speak of the 
dangers he incurred. He undoubtedly experienced a secret 
alarm at the sight of this man who had returned from transpor- 
tation, and whose fleshlessness testified to the long sufferings 
he had endured ; however, this touch of alarm was delightful, 
for it increased his notion of his own importance, and con- 
vinced him that he was really doing something wonderful in 
treating a dangerous character as a friend. Florent became 
a sort of sacred being in his eyes : he swore by him alone, and 
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had recourse to his name whenever arguments failed him, 
and he wanted to crush the Government once and for all. 

Gavard had lost his wife in the Rue Saint Jacques some 
months after the Coup d'Etat ; however, he had kept on his 
roasting-shop till 1856. At that time it was reported that he 
had made large sums of money by going into partnership 
with a neighbouring grocer who had obtained a contract for 
supplying dried vegetables to the Crimean expeditionary 
corps. The truth was, however, that, having sold his shop, 
he lived on his income for a year without doing anything. He 
himself did not care to talk about the real origin of his 
fortune, for to have revealed it would have prevented him 
from plainly expressing his opinion of the Crimean War, 
which he referred to as a mere adventurous expedition, 
‘undertaken simply to consolidate the throne and to fill 
certain persons’ pockets.’ At the end of a year he had grown 
utterly weary of life in his bachelor quarters. As he was in 
the habit of visiting the Quenu-Gradelles almost daily, he 
determined to take up his residence nearer to them, and came 
to live in the Rue de la Cossonnerie. The neighbouring 
markets, with their noisy uproar and endless chatter, quite 
fascinated him ; and he decided to hire a stall in the poultry 
pavilion, just for the purpose of amusing himself and occu- 
pying his idle hours with all the gossip. Thenceforth he 
lived amidst ceaseless tittle-tattle, acquainted with every 
little scandal in the neighbourhood, his head buzzing with 
the incessant yelping around him. He blissfully tasted a 
thousand titillating delights, having at last found his true 
element, and bathing in it, with the voluptuous pleasure of a 
carp swimming in the sunshine. Florent would sometimes 
go to see him at his stall. The afternoons were still very 
warm. All along the narrow alleys sat women plucking 
poultry. Raysof light streamed in between the awnings, and 
in the warm atmosphere, in the golden dust of the sunbeams, 
feathers fluttered hither and thither like dancing snowflakes. 
A trail of coaxing calls and offers followed Florent as he 
passed along. ‘Can I sell you a fine duck, monsieur?’ 
‘T’ve some very fine fat chickens here, monsieur; come and 
see!’ ‘Monsieur! monsieur, do just buy this pair of 
pigeons!’ Deafened and embarrassed he freed himself from 
the women, who still went on plucking as they fought for 
possession of him; and the fine down flew about and well- 
nigh choked him, like hot smoke reeking with the strong cone 
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of the poultry. At last, in the middle of the alley, near the 
water-taps, he found Gavard ranting away in shirt-sleeves, in 
front of his stall, with his arms crossed over the bib of his 
blue apron. He reigned there, in a gracious, condescending 
way, over a group of ten or twelve women. He was the 
only male dealer in that part of the market. He was so fond 
of wagging his tongue that he had quarrelled with five or six 
girls whom he had successively engaged to attend to his stall, 
and had now made up his mind to sell his goods himself, 
naively explaining that the silly women spent the whole 
blessed day in gossiping, and that it was beyond his power to 
manage them. As someone, however, was still necessary to 
supply his place whenever he absented himself he took in 
Marjolin, who was prowling about, after attempting in turn 
all the petty market callings. 

Florent sometimes remained for an hour with Gavard, 
amazed by his ceaseless flow of chatter, and his calm serenity 
and assurance amid the crowd of petticoats. He would 
interrupt one woman, pick a quarrel with another ten stalls 
away, snatch a customer from a third, and make as much 
noise himself as his hundred and odd garrulous neighbours, 
whose incessant clamour kept the iron plates of the pavilion 
vibrating sonorously like so many gongs. 

The poultry-dealer’s only relations were a sister-in-law 
and a niece. When his wife died, her eldest sister, Madame 
Lecœur, who had become a widow about a year previously, 
had mourned for her in an exaggerated fashion, and gone 
almost every evening to tender consolation to the bereaved 
husband. She had doubtless cherished the hope that she 
might win his affection and fill the yet warm place of the 
deceased. Gavard, however, abominated lean women; and 
would, indeed, only stroke such cats and dogs as were very 
fat ; so that Madame Lecœur, who was long and withered, 
failed in her designs. 

With her feelings greatly hurt, furious at the ex-roaster’s 
five-franc pieces eluding her grasp, she nurtured great spite 
against him. He became the enemy to whom she devoted 
allher time. When she saw him set up in the markets only a 
few yards away from the pavilion where she herself sold butter 
and eggs and cheese, she accused him of doing so simply for 
the sake of annoying her and bringing her bad luck. From 
that moment she began to lament, and turned so yellow and 
melancholy that she indeed ended by losing her customers 
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and getting into difficulties. She had for a long time kept 
with her the daughter of one of her sisters, a peasant-woman 
who had sent her the child and then taken no further trouble 
about it. 

This child grew up in the markets. Her surname was 
Sarriet, and so she soon became generally known as La Sarriette. 
At sixteen years of age she had developed into such a charm- 
ing sly-looking puss that gentlemen came to buy cheeses at 
her aunt’s stall simply for the purpose of ogling her. She did 
not care for the gentlemen, however; with her dark hair, 
pale face, and eyes glistening like live embers, her sympathies 
were with the lower ranks of the people. At last she chose 
as her lover a young man from Ménilmontant who was em- 
ployed by her aunt as a porter. At twenty she set up in 
business as a fruit-dealer with the help of some funds procured 
no one knew how; and thenceforth Monsieur Jules, as her 
lover was called, displayed spotless hands, a clean blouse, and 
a velvet cap; and only came down to the market in the after- 
noon, in his slippers. They lived together on the third storey 
of a large house in the Rue Vauvilliers, on the ground floor of 
which was a disreputable café. 

Madame Lecœur’s acerbity of temper was brought to a 
pitch by what she called La Sarriette’s ingratitude, and she 
spoke of the girl in the most violent and abusive language. 
They broke off all intercourse, the aunt fairly exasperated, and 
the niece and Monsieur Jules concocting stories about the 
aunt, which the young man would repeat to the other dealers 
in the butter pavilion. Gavard found La Sarriette very 
entertaining, and treated her with great indulgence. When- 
ever they met he would good-naturedly pat her cheeks. 

One afternoon, whilst Florent was sitting in his brother’s 
shop, tired out with the fruitless pilgrimages he had made 
during the morning in search of work, Marjolin made his 
appearance there. This big lad, who had the massiveness 
and gentleness of a Fleming, was a protégé of Lisa’s. She 
would say that there was no evil in him; that he was indeed 
a little bit stupid, but as strong as a horse, and particularly 
interesting from the fact that nobody knew anything of 
his parentage. It was she who had got Gavard to employ 
him. 

Lisa was sitting behind the counter, feeling annoyed by 
the sight of Florent’s muddy boots which were soiling the 
pink and white tiles of the flooring. Twice already had she 



70 THE FAT AND THE THIN 

risen to scatter sawdust about the shop. However, she 
smiled at Marjolin as he entered. 

‘Monsieur Gavard,’ began the young man, ‘ has sent me to 
ask——’ 

But all at once he stopped and glanced round; then in a 
lower voice he resumed: ‘ He told me to wait till there was no 
one with you, and then to repeat these words, which he made 
me learn by heart: ‘“ Ask them if there is no danger, and 
if I can come and talk to them of the matter they know 
about.” ’ 

‘Tell Monsieur Gavard that we are expecting him,’ re- 
plied Lisa, who was quite accustomed to the poultry-dealer’s 
mysterious ways. 

Marjolin, however, did not go away; but remained in 
ecstasy before the handsome mistress of the shop, contem- 
plating her with an expression of fawning humility. 

Touched, as it were, by this mute adoration, Lisa spoke to 
him again. 

‘Are you comfortable with Monsieur Gavard ?’ she asked. 
‘He's not an unkind man, and you ought to try to please 
hin.’ 

‘Yes, Madame Lisa.’ 
‘But you don’t behave as you should do, you know. Only 

yesterday I saw you clambering about the roofs of the market 
again; and, besides, you are constantly with a lot of dis- 
reputable lads and lasses. You ought to remember that you 
are a man now, and begin to think of the future.’ 

‘Yes, Madame Lisa.’ 
However, Lisa had to get up to wait upon a lady who 

came in and wanted a pound of pork chops. She left the 
counter and went to the block at the far end of the shop. 
Here, with a long, slender knife, she cut three chops in a 
loin of pork; and then, raising a small cleaver with her strong 
hand, dealt three sharp blows which separated the chops from 
the loin. At each blow she dealt, her black merino dress rose 
slightly behind her, and the ribs of her stays showed beneath 
her tightly stretched bodice. She slowly took up the chops 
and weighed them with an air of gravity, her eyes gleaming 
and her lips tightly closed. 

When the lady had gone, and Lisa perceived Marjolin still 
full of delight at having seen her deal those three clean, 
forcible blows with the cleaver, she at once called out to him, 
‘What! haven’t you gone yet?’ 
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He thereupon turned to go, but she detained him for a 
moment longer. 

‘Now, don’t let me see you again with that hussy Cadine,’ 
she said, ‘Oh, it’s no use to denyit! I saw you together 
this morning in the tripe-market, watching men breaking the 
sheep’s heads. I can’t understand what attraction a good- 
looking young fellow like you can find in such a slipshod 
slattern as Cadine. Now then, go and tell Monsieur Gavard 
that he had better come at once, while there’s no one 
about.’ 

Marjolin thereupon went off in confusion, without saying 
a word. 

Handsome Lisa remained standing behind her counter, 
with her head turned slightly in the direction of her markets, 
and Florent gazed at her in silence, surprised to see her look- 
ing so beautiful. He had never looked at her properly before ; 
indeed, he did not know the right way to look at a woman. 
He now saw her rising above the viands on the counter. In 
front of her was an array of white china dishes, containing long 
Arles and Lyons sausages, slices of which had already been 
cut off, with tongues and pieces of boiled pork; then a pig’s 
head in a mass of jelly; an open pot of preserved sausage- 
meat, and a large box of sardines disclosing a pool of oil. On 
the right and left, upon wooden platters, were mounds of 
French and Italian brawn, a common French ham, of a pinky 
hue, and a Yorkshire ham, whose deep red lean showed 
beneath a broad band of fat. There were other dishes too, 
round ones and oval ones, containing spiced tongue, truffled 
galantine, and a boar’s head stuffed with pistachio nuts; 
while close to her, in reach of her hand, stood some yellow 
earthen pans containing larded veal, pété de foie gras, and 
hare-pie. 

As there were no signs of Gavard's coming, she arranged 
some fore-end bacon upon a little marble shelf at the end of 
the counter, put the jars of lard and dripping back into their 
places, wiped the plates of each pair of scales, and saw to the 
fire of the heater, which was getting low. Then she turned 
her head again, and gazed in silence towards the markets. 
The smell of all the viands ascended around her, she was 
enveloped, as it were, by the aroma of truffles. She looked 
beautifully fresh that afternoon. The whiteness of all the 
dishes was supplemented by that of her sleevelets and apron, 
above which appeared her plump neck and rosy cheeks, which 



72 THE FAT AND THE THIN 

recalled the soft tones of the hams and the pallor of all the 
transparent fat. 

As Florent continued to gaze at her he began to feel 
intimidated, disquieted by her prim, sedate demeanour; and 
in lieu of openly looking at her he ended by glancing surrep- 
titiously in the mirrors around the shop, in which her back 
and face and profile could be seen. ‘The mirror on the 
ceiling, too, reflected the top of her head, with its tightly 
rolled chignon and the little bands lowered over her temples. 
There seemed, indeed, to be a perfect crowd of Lisas, with 
broad shoulders, powerful arms, and round, full bosoms. At 
last Florent checked his roving eyes, and let them rest on a 
particularly pleasing side view of the young woman as 
mirrored between two pieces of pork. From the hooks 
running along the whole line of mirrors and marbles hung 
sides of pork and bands of larding fat; and Lisa, with her 
massive neck, rounded hips, and swelling bosom seen in 
profile, looked like some waxwork queen in the midst of the 
dangling fat and meat. However, she bent forward and 
smiled in a friendly way at the two gold-fish which were ever 
and ever swimming round the aquarium in the window. 

Gavard entered the shop. With an air of great im- 
portance he went to fetch Quenu from the kitchen. Then 
he seated himself upon a small marble-topped table, while 
Florent remained on his chair and Lisa behind the counter ; 
Quenu meantime leaning his back against a side of pork. 
And thereupon Gavard announced that he had at last found 
a situation for Florent. They would be vastly amused when 
they heard what it was, and the Government would be nicely 
caught. 

But all at once he stopped short, for a passing neighbour, 
Mademoiselle Saget, having seen such a large party gossiping 
together at the Quenu-Gradelles’, had opened the door and 
entered the shop. Carrying her everlasting black bag on her 
arm, dressed in a faded gown and a black ribbonless straw hat, 
which appropriately cast a shadow over her prying white face, 
a a the men with a slight bow and Lisa with a sharp 
smile. 

She was an acquaintance of the family, and still lived in 
the house in the Rue Pirouette where she had resided for 
the last forty years, probably on à small private income ; but 
of that she never spoke. She had, however, one day talked 
of Cherbourg, mentioning that she had been born there. 
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Nothing further was ever known cf her antecedents. All 
her conversation was about other people; she could tell the 
whole story of their daily lives, even to the number of things 
they sent to be washed each month; and she carried her 
prying curiosity concerning her neighbours’ affairs so far as 
to listen behind their doors and open their letters. Her 
tongue was feared from the Rue Saint Denis to the Rue Jean- 
Jacques Rousseau, and from the Rue Saint Honoré to the 
Rue Mauconseil. All day long she went ferreting about with 
her empty bag, pretending that she was marketing, but in 
reality buying nothing, as her sole purpose was to retail 
scandal and gossip, and keep herself fully informed of every 
trifling incident that happened. Indeed, she had turned her 
brain into an encyclopædia brimful of every possible parti- 
cular concerning the people of the neighbourhood and their 
homes. 

Quenu had always accused her of having spread the story 
of his Uncle Gradelle’s death on the chopping-block, and had 
borne her a grudge ever since. She was extremely well 
posted in the history of Uncle Gradelle and the Quenus, and 
knew them, she would say, by heart. For the last fortnight, 
however, Florent’s arrival had greatly perplexed her, filled 
her, indeed, with a perfect fever of curiosity. She be- 
came quite ill when she discovered any unforeseen gap 
in her information. And yet she could have sworn that 
she had seen that tall lanky fellow somewhere or other 
before. 

She remained standing in front of the counter, examining 
the dishes one after another, and saying in a shrill voice : 

‘I hardly know what to have. When the afternoon 
comes I feel quite famished for my dinner, and then, later on, 
I don’t seem able to fancy anything at all. Have you gota 
cutlet rolled in bread-crumbs left, Madame Quenu ?’ 

Without waiting for a reply, she removed one of the 
covers of the heater. It was that of the compartment re- 
served for the chitterlings, sausages, and black-puddings. 
However, the chafing-dish was quite cold, and there was 
nothing left but one stray forgotten sausage. 

‘Look under the other cover, Mademoiselle Saget,’ said 
Lisa. ‘I believe there’s a cutlet there.’ 

‘No, it doesn’t tempt me,’ muttered the little old woman, 
poking her nose under the other cover, however, all the 
same, ‘I felt rather a fancy for one, but I’m afraid a cutlet 
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would be rather too heavy in the evening. I’d rather have 
something, too, that I need not warm.’ 

While speaking she had turned towards Florent and 
looked at him ; then she looked at Gavard, who was beating 
a tattoo with his finger-tips on the marble table. She smiled 
at them, as though inviting them to continue their conversa- 
tion. - 
2 ‘“Wouldn’t a little piece of salt pork suit you?’ asked 
Lisa, 

‘A piece of salt pork? Yes, that might do.’ 
Thereupon she took up the fork with plated handle, which 

was lying at the edge of the dish, and began to turn all the 
pieces of pork about, prodding them, lightly tapping the bones 
to judge of their thickness, and minutely scrutinising the 
shreds of pinky meat. And as she turned them over she 
repeated, ‘ No, no; it doesn’t tempt me.’ 

‘Well, then, have a sheep’s tongue, or a bit of brawn, 
or a slice of larded veal,’ suggested Lisa patiently. 

Mademoiselle Saget, however, shook her head. She re- 
mained there for a few minutes longer, pulling dissatisfied 
faces over the different dishes; then, seeing that the others 
were determined to remain silent, and that she would not be 
able to learn anything, she took herself off. 

‘No; I felt rather a fancy for a cutlet rolled in bread- 
crumbs,’ she said as she left the shop, ‘ but the one you have 
left is too fat. I must come another time.’ 

Lisa bent forward to watch her through the sausage-skins 
hanging in the shop-front, and saw her cross the road and 
enter the fruit-market. 

‘The old she-goat !’ growled Gavard. 
. Then, as they were now alone again, he began to tell them 

of the situation he had found for Florent. A friend of his, 
he said, Monsieur Verlaque, one of the fish-market inspectors, 
was so ill that he was obliged to take a rest; and that very 
morning the poor man had told him that he should be very 
glad to find a substitute who would keep the berth open for 
him in case he should recover. 

‘Verlaque, you know, won’t last another six months,’ 
added Gavard, ‘and Florent will keep the place. It’s a 
splendid idea, isn’t it? And it will be such a take-in for 
the police! The berth is under the Préfecture, you know. 
Lies glorious fun to see Florent getting paid by the police, 
ch ?? 
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He burst into a hearty laugh; the idea struck him as so 
extremely comical. 

‘I won’t take the place,’ Florent bluntly replied. ‘I’ve 
sworn I'll never accept anything from the Empire, and 
I would rather die of starvation than serve under the 
Préfecture. It is quite out of the question, Gavard, quite 
so!’ | 

Gavard seemed somewhat put out on hearing this. 
Quenu had lowered his head, while Lisa, turning round, 
looked keenly at Florent, her neck swollen, her bosom 
straining her bodice almost to bursting-point. She was just 
going to open her mouth when La Sarriette entered the shop, 
and there was another pause in the conversation. 

‘Dear me!’ exclaimed La Sarriette with her soft laugh, 
‘I'd almost forgotten to get any bacon fat. Please, Madame 
Quenu, cut me a dozen thin strips—very thin ones, you 
know; I want them for larding larks. Jules has taken it 
into his head to eat some larks. Ah! how do you do, 
uncle ?’ 

She filled the whole shop with her dancing skirts and 
smiled brightly at everyone. Her face looked fresh and 
creamy, and on one side her hair was coming down, loosened 
by the wind which blew through the markets. Gavard 
grasped her hands, while she with merry impudence re- 
sumed: ‘I'll bet that you were talking about me just as I 
came in. Tell me what you were saying, uncle.’ 

However, Lisa now called to her, ‘Just look and tell 
me if this is thin enough.’ 

She was cutting the strips of bacon fat with great care on 
a piece of board in front of her. Then as she wrapped them 
up she inquired, ‘Can I give you anything else?’ 

‘Well, yes,’ replied La Sarriette; ‘since I’m about it, I 
think I'll have a pound of lard. I’m awfully fond of fried 
potatoes ; I can make a breakfast off a penn’orth of potatoes 
and a bunch of radishes. Yes, I'll have a pound of lard, 
please, Madame Quenu.’ 

Lisa placed a sheet of stout paper in the pan of the 
scales. Then she took the lard out of a jar under the shelves 
with a boxwood spatula, gently adding small quantities to 
the fatty heap, which began to melt and run slightly. When 
the plate of the scale fell, she took up the paper, folded it, 
and rapidly twisted the ends with her finger-tips. 

‘That makes twenty-four sous,’ she said; ‘the bacon is 
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six sous—thirty sous altogether. There's nothing else you 
want, is there? ’ 

‘No,’ said La Sarriette, ‘nothing.’ She paid her money, 
still laughing and showing her teeth, and staring the men 
in the face. Her grey skirt was all awry, and her loosely- 
fastened red neckerchief allowed a little of her white bosom 
to appear. Before she went away she stepped up to Gavard 
again, and pretending to threaten him exclaimed: ‘So you 
won't tell me what you were talking about as I came in? I 
could see you laughing from the street. Oh, you sly fellow! 
Ah! I sha’n’t love you any longer!’ 

Then she left the shop and ran across the road. 
“It was Mademoiselle Saget who sent her here,’ remarked 

handsome Lisa drily. 
Then silence fell again for some moments. Gavard was 

dismayed at Florent’s reception of his proposal. Lisa was 
the first to speak. ‘It is wrong of you to refuse the post, 
Florent,’ she said in the most friendly tones. ‘ You know how 
difficult it is to find any employment, and you are not ina 
position to be over-exacting.’ 

‘I have my reasons,’ Florent replied. 
Lisa shrugged her shoulders. ‘Come, now,’ said she, 

‘you really can’t be serious, I’m sure. I can understand 
that you are not in love with the Government, but it would be 
too absurd to let your opinions prevent you from earning 
your living. And, besides, my dear fellow, the Emperor isn’t 
at alla bad sort of man. You don’t suppose, do you, that he 
knew you were eating mouldy bread and tainted meat? He 
can’t be everywhere, you know, and you can see for yourself 
that he hasn’t prevented us here from doing pretty well. 
You are not at all just ; indeed you are not.’ 

Gavard, however, was getting very fidgety. He could 
not bear to hear people speak well of the Emperor. 

‘No, no, Madame Quenu,’ he interrupted ; ‘ you are going 
too far. It is a scoundrelly system altogether.’ 

‘Oh, as for you,’ exclaimed Lisa vivaciously, ‘ you'll never 
rest until you’ve got yourself plundered and knocked on the 
head as the result of all your wild talk. Don’t let us discuss 
politics; you would only make me angry. The question is 
Florent, isn’t it? Well, for my part, I say that he ought to 
accept this inspectorship. Don’t you think so too, Quenu ?’ 

Quenu, who had not yet said a word, was very much put 
out by his wife’s sudden appeal, 
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‘It’s a good berth,’ he replied, without compromising 
himself. 

Then, amidst another interval of awkward silence, Florent 
resumed: ‘I beg you, let us drop the subject. My mind is 
quite made up. I shall wait.’ 

‘You will wait!’ cried Lisa, losing patience. 
Two rosy fires had risen to her cheeks. As she stood 

there, erect, in her white apron, with rounded, swelling hips, 
it was with difficulty that she restrained herself from break- 
ing out into bitter words. However, the entrance of another 
person into the shop arrested her anger. The new arrival 
was Madame Lecœur. 

‘Can you let me have half a pound of mixed meats at fifty 
sous the pound ?’ she asked. 

She at first pretended not to notice her brother-in-law ; 
but presently she just nodded her head to him, without speak- 
ing. Then she scrutinised the three men from head to foot, 
doubtless hoping to divine their secret by the manner in 
which they waited for her to go. She could see that she was 
putting them out, and the knowledge of this rendered her yet 
more sour and angular, as she stood there in her limp skirts, 
with her long, spider-like arms bent and her knotted fingers 
clasped beneath her apron. Then, as she coughed slightly, 
os whom the silence embarrassed, inquired if she had a 
cold. 

She curtly answered in the negative. Her tightly-stretched 
skin was of a red-brick colour on those parts of her face 
where her bones protruded, and the dull fire burning in her 
eyes and scorching their lids testified to some liver complaint 
nurtured by the querulous jealousy of her disposition. She 
turned round again towards the counter, and watched each 
movement made by Lisa as she served her with the dis- 
trustful glance of one who is convinced that an attempt will 
be made to defraud her. 

‘Don't give me any saveloy,’ she exclaimed; ‘I don’t liks 
it.’ 

Lisa had taken up a slender knife, and was cutting some 
thin slices of sausage. She next passed on to the smoked 
ham and the common ham, cutting delicate slices from each, 
and bending forward slightly as she did so, with her eyes ever 
fixed on the knife. Her plump rosy hands, flitting about the 
viands with light and gentle touches, seemed to have derived 
suppleness from contact with all the fat, 
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‘You would like some larded veal, wouldn’t you?’ she 
asked, bringing a yellow pan towards her. 

Madame Lecceur seemed to be thinking the matter over 
at considerable length ; however, she at last said that she 
would have some. Lisa had now begun to cut into the contents 
of the pans, from which she removed slices of larded veal and 
hare pâté on the tip of a broad-bladed knife. And she de- 
posited each successive slice on the middle of a sheet of paper 
placed on the scales. 

‘ Aren’t you going to give me some of the boar’s head with 
pistachio nuts?’ asked Madame Lecœur in her querulous 
voice. 

Lisa was obliged to add some of the boar’s head. But 
the butter-dealer was getting exacting, and asked for two 
slices of galantine. She was very fond of it. Lisa, who was 
already irritated, played impatiently with the handles of the 
knives, and told her that the galantine was truffled, and that 
she could only include it in an ‘assortment’ at three francs 
the pound. Madame Lecceur, however, still continued to pry 
into the dishes, trying to find something else to ask for. 
When the ‘assortment’ was weighed she made Lisa add 
some jelly and gherkins toit. The block of jelly, shaped like 
a Savoy cake, shook on its white china dish beneath the 
angry violence of Lisa’s hand; and as with her finger-tips 
she took a couple of gherkins from a jar behind the heater, 
she made the vinegar spurt over the sides. 

‘ Twenty-five sous, isn’t it?’ Madame Lecceur leisurely 
inquired. 

She fully perceived Lisa’s covert irritation, and greatly 
enjoyed the sight of it, producing her money as slowly as 
possible, as though, indeed, her silver had got lost amongst 
the coppers in her pocket. And she glanced askance at 
Gavard, relishing the embarrassed silence which her presence 
was prolonging, and vowing that she would not go off, since 
they were hiding some trickery or other from her. However, 
Lisa at last put the parcel in her hands, and she was then 
obliged to take her departure. She went away without saying 
a word, but darting a searching glance all round the shop. 

‘It was that Saget who sent her too!’ burst out Lisa, as 
soon as the old woman was gone. ‘Is the old wretch going 
to send the whole market here to try to find out what we 
talk about? What a prying, malicious set they are! Did 
anyone ever hear before of crumbed cutlets and ‘assortments’ 



THE FAT AND THE THIN 79 

being bought at five o’clock in the afternoon? But then 
they'd rack themselves with indigestion rather than not find 
out! Upon my word, though, if La Saget sends anyone else 
here, you'll see the reception she'll get. I would bundle her 
out of the shop, even if she were my own sister!’ de 

The three men remained silent in presence of this ex- 
plosion of anger. Gavard had gone to lean over the brass 
rail of the window-front, where, seemingly lost in thought, 
he began-playing with-one of the cut-glass balusters detached 
from its wire fastening. Presently, however, he raised. his 
head. .“ Well, for my part,’ he said, ‘I looked upon it all as 
an excellent joke.’ 
-. ‘Looked upon what as a joke?’ asked Lisa, still quivering 
with indignation. 

‘The inspectorship.’ 
She raised her hands, gave a last glance at Florent, and 

then sat down upon the cushioned bench behind the counter 
and said nothing further. Gavard, however, began to explain 
his views at length; the drift of his argument being that it 
was the Government which would look foolish in the matter, 
since Florent would be taking its money. 

‘My dear fellow,’ he said complacently, ‘those scoundrels 
all but starved you to death, didn’t they? Well, you must 
make them feed you now. It’s a splendid idea; it caught my 
fancy at once!’ 

Florent smiled, but still persisted in his refusal. Quenu, 
in the hope of pleasing his wife, did his best to find some 
good arguments. Lisa, however, appeared to pay no further 
attention to them. For the last moment or two-she had been 
looking attentively in the direction of the markets. And all 
at once she sprang to her feet again, exclaiming, ‘Ah! it is La 
Normande that they are sending to play the spy on us now! 
Well, so much the worse for La Normande; she shall pay for 
the others !’ 

A tall female pushed the shop-door open. It was the 
handsome fish-girl, Louise Méhudin, generally known as La 
Normande. She was a bold-looking beauty, with a delicate 
white skin,and was almost as plump as Lisa, but there was more 
effrontery in her glance, and her bosom heaved with warmer 
life. She came into the shop with a light swinging step, her 
gold chain jingling on her apron, her bare hair arranged in 
the latest style, and a bow at her throat, a lace bow, which 
made her one of the most coquettish-looking queens of the 
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markets. She brought a vague odour of fish with her, and a 
herring-scale showed like a tiny patch of mother-of-pearl near 
the little finger of one of her hands. She and Lisa having 
lived in the same house in the Rue Pirouette, were in- 
timate friends, linked by a touch of rivalry which kept 
each of them busy with thoughts of the other. In the 
neighbourhood people spoke of ‘the beautiful Norman,’ 
just as they spoke of ‘beautiful Lisa.’ This brought them 
into opposition and comparison, and compelled each of them 
to do her utmost to sustain her reputation for beauty. Lisa 
from her counter could, by stooping a little, perceive the fish- 
girl amidst her salmon and turbot in the pavilion opposite ; 
and each kept a watch upon the other. Beautiful Lisa laced 
herself more tightly in her stays; and the beautiful Norman 
replied by placing additional rings on her fingers and addi- 
tional bows on her shoulders. When they met they were 
very bland and unctuous and profuse in compliments ; but all 
the while their eyes were furtively glancing from under their 
lowered lids, in the hope of discovering some flaw. They 
made a point of always dealing with each other, and pro- 
fessed great mutual affection. 

‘I say,’ said La Normande, with her smiling air, ‘it’s to- 
morrow evening that you make your black-puddings, isn’t 
it?’ 

Lisa maintained a cold demeanour. She seldom showed 
any anger; but when she did it was tenacious, and slow to 
beappeased. ‘ Yes,’ she replied drily, with the tips of her lips. 

‘I’m so fond of black-puddings, you know, when they 
come straight out of the pot,’ resumed La Normande. ‘I'll 
come and get some of you to-morrow.’ 

She was conscious of her rival’s unfriendly greeting. How- 
ever, she glanced at Florent, who seemed to interest her; and 
then, unwilling to go off without having the last word, she 
was imprudent enough to add : ‘I bought some black-pudding 
of you the day before yesterday, you know, and it wasn’t 
quite sweet.’ 

_‘ Not quite sweet!’ repeated Lisa, very pale, and her lips 
quivering. 

She might, perhaps, have once more restrained herself, 
for fear of La Normande imagining that she was overcome 
by envious spite at the sight of tha lace bow; but the girl, 
not content with playing the spy, proceeded to insult her, 
and that was beyond endurance. So, leaning forward, with 
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her hands clenched on the counter, she exclaimed, in a some- 
what hoarse voice: ‘I say! when you sold me that pair of 
soles last week, did I come and tell you, before everybody, 
that they were stinking ?’ 

‘Stinking! my soles stinking!’ cried the fish-dealer, 
flushing scarlet. : 

For a moment they remained silent, choking with anger, 
but glaring fiercely at each other over the array of dishes. 
All their honeyed friendship had vanished; a word had 
sufficed to reveal what sharp teeth there were behind their 
smiling lips. 

‘You're a vulgar, low creature!’ cried the beautiful Nor- 
man. ‘You'll never catch me setting foot in here again, I 
can tell you!’ 

‘Get along with you, get along with you,’ exclaimed 
ae Lisa. ‘I know quite well whom I’ve got to deal 
with |’ : 

The fish-girl went off, hurling behind her a coarse expres- 
sion which left Lisa quivering. The whole scene had passed 
so quickly that the three men, overcome with amazement, 
had not had time to interfere. Lisa soon recovered herself, 
and was resuming the conversation, without making any 
allusion to what had just occurred, when the shop-girl, 
Augustine, returned from an errand on which she had 
been sent. Lisa thereupon took Gavard aside, and after 
telling him to say nothing for the present to Monsieur 
Verlaque, promised that she would undertake to convince her 
brother-in-law in a couple of days’ time at the utmost. Quenu 
then returned to his kitchen, while Gavard took Florent off 
with him. And as they were just going into Monsieur 
Lebigre’s to drink a drop of vermouth together he called his 
attention to three women standing in the covered way between 
the fish and poultry pavilions. 

‘ They're cackling together !’ he said with an envious air. 
The markets were growing empty, and Mademoiselle 

Saget, Madame Lecœur, and La Sarriette alone lingered 
on the edge of the footway. The old maid was holding 
forth. | 

“As I told you before, Madame Lecceur,’ said she, ‘they’ve 
always got your brother-in-law in their shop. You saw him 
there yourself just now, didn’t you?’ 

‘Oh yes, indeed! He was sitting on a table, and seemed 
quite at home.’ 

G 
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‘Well, for my part,’ interrupted La Sarriette, ‘I heard 
nothing wrong ; and I can’t understand why you’re making 
such a fuss.’ 

Mademoiselle Saget shrugged her shoulders. ‘Ah, you're 
very innocent yet, my dear,’ she said. ‘Can’t you see why the 
Quenus are always attracting Monsieur Gavard to their place ? 
Well, I'll wager that he’ll leave all he has to their little 
Pauline.’ 

‘You believe that, do you?’ cried Madame Liecœur, white 
with rage. Then, in a mournful voice, as though she had 
just received some heavy blow, she continued: ‘I am alone 
in the world, and have no one to take my part; he is quite 
at liberty to do as he pleases. His niece sides with him too— 
you heard her just now. She has quite forgotten all that she 
cost me, and wouldn’t stir a hand to help me.’ 

‘Indeed, aunt,’ exclaimed La Sarriette, ‘you are quite 
wrong there! It’s you who’ve never had anything but unkind 
words for me.’ 

They became reconciled on the spot, and kissed one 
another. The niece promised that she would play no more 
pranks, and the aunt swore by all she held most sacred that 
she looked upon La Sarriette as her own daughter. Then 
Mademoiselle Saget advised them as to the steps they ought 
to take to prevent Gavard from squandering his money. And 
they all agreed that the Quenu-Gradelles were very disrepu- 
table folks, and required closely watching. 

‘I don’t know what they’re up to just now,’ said the old 
maid, ‘ but there’s something suspicious going on, I’m sure. 
What’s your opinion, now, of that fellow Florent, that cousin 
of Madame Quenu’s ?’ 

The three women drew more closely together, and lowered 
their voices. 

‘You remember,’ said Madame Lecœur, ‘that we saw 
him one morning with his boots all split, and his clothes 
covered with dust, looking just like a thief who’s been up to 
some roguery. That fellow quite frightens me.’ 

‘ Well, he’s certainly very thin,’ said La Sarriette, ‘ but he 
isn’t ugly.’ 

Mademoiselle Saget was reflecting, and she expressed her 
thoughts aloud. ‘I’ve becn trying to find out something 
about him for the last fortnight, but I can make nothing 
of it. Monsieur Gavard certainly knows him, I must have 
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as lira myself somewhere before, but I can’t remember 
where.’ 

She was still ransacking her memory when La Normande 
up up to them like a whirlwind. She had just left the 
pork-shop. 

‘ That big booby Lisa has got nice manners, I must say! ’ 
she cried, delighted to be able to relieve herself. ‘Fancy her 
telling me that I sold nothing but stinking fish! ButI gave her 
as good as she deserved, I can tell you! À nice den they 
keep, with their tainted pig-meat which poisons all their 
customers ! ’ 

‘But what had you been saying to her?’ asked the old 
maid, quite frisky with excitement, and delighted to hear that 
the two women had quarrelled. 

‘I! Id said just nothing at all—no, not that! I just went 
into the shop and told her very civilly that I’d buy some 
black-puddings to-morrow evening, and then she overwhelmed 
me with abuse. A dirty hypocrite she is, with her saint-like 
airs! But she'll pay more dearly for this than she fancies!’ 

The three women felt that La Normande was not telling 
them the truth, but this did not prevent them from taking her 
part with a rush of bad language. They turned towards the 
Rue Rambuteau with insulting mien, inventing all sorts of 
stories about the uncleanliness of the cookery at the Quenu’s 
shop, and making the most extraordinary accusations. If the 
Quenus had been detected selling human flesh the women 
could not have displayed more violent and threatening anger. 
The fish-girl was obliged to tell her story three times over. 

‘ And what did the cousin say ?’ asked Mademoiselle Saget, 
with wicked intent. 

‘The cousin!’ repeated La Normande, in a shrill voice. 
‘Do you really believe that he’s a cousin? He's some lover 
or other, I'll wager, the great booby!’ 

The three others protested against this. Lisa’s honoura- 
bility was an article of faith in the neighbourhood. 

‘ Stuff and nonsense!’ retorted La Normande. ‘ You can 
never be sure about those smug, sleek hypocrites.’ 

Mademoiselle Saget nodded her head as if to say that she 
was notvery far from sharing La Normande’s opinion. And she 
softly added : ‘ Especially as this cousin has sprung from no 
one knows where; for it’s a very doubtful sort of account that 
the Quenus give of him.’ | 

‘Oh, he’s the fat woman’s sweetheart, I tell yout’ re- 
6 2 
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affirmed the fish-girl; ‘some scamp or vagabond picked up 
in the streets. It’s easy enough to see it.’ ‘ 

‘She has given him a complete outfit,’ remarked Madam 
Lecœur. ‘He must be costing her a pretty penny.’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ muttered the old maid; ‘perhaps you are 
right. I must really get to know something about him.” 

Then they all promised to keep one another thoroughly 
informed of whatever might take place in the Quenu-Gradelle 
establishment. The butter-dealer pretended that she wished 
to open her brother-in-law’s eyes as to the sort of places he 
frequented. However, La Normande’s anger had by this 
time toned down, and, a good sort of girl at heart, she went 
off, weary of having talked so much on the matter. 

‘I’m sure that La Normande said something or other 
insolent,’ remarked Madame Lecœur knowingly, when the 
fish-girl had left them. ‘It is just her way; and it scarcely 
becomes a creature like her to talk as she did of Lisa.’ 

The three women looked at each other and smiled. Then, 
when Madame Lecœur also had gone off, La Sarriette re- 
marked to Mademoiselle Saget: ‘It is foolish of my aunt to 
worry herself so much about all these affairs. It’s that 
which makes her so thin. Ah! she’d have willingly taken 
Gavard for a husband if she could only have got him. Yet 
she used to beat me if ever a young man looked my way.’ 

Mademoiselle Saget smiled once more. And when she 
found herself alone, and went back towards the Rue 
Pirouette, she reflected that those three cackling hussies were 
not worth a rope tohangthem. She was, indeed, alittle afraid 
that she might have been seen with them, and the idea some- 
what troubled her, for she realised that it would be bad policy 
to fall out with the Quenu-Gradelles, who, after all, were 
well-to-do folks and much esteemed. So she went a little 
out of her way on purpose to call at Taboureau the baker’s, 
in the Rue Turbigo-—the finest baker’s shop in the whole 
neighbourhood. Madame Taboureau was not only an inti- 
mate friend of Lisa’s, but an accepted authority on every 
subject. When it was remarked that ‘ Madame Taboureau 
had said this,’ or ‘Madame Taboureau had said that,’ there 
was no more to be urged. So the old maid, calling ‘at the 
baker’s under pretence of inquiring at what time the oven 
would be hot, as she wished to bring a dish of pears to be 
baked, took the opportunity to eulogise Lisa, and lavish praise 
upon the sweetness and excellence of her black-puddings. 
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Then, well pleased at having prepared this moral alibi and 
delighted at having done what she could to fan the flames of 
a quarrel without involving herself in it, she briskly returned 
home, feeling much easier in her mind, but still striving to 
recall where she had previously seen Madame Quenu’s 
so-called cousin. 

That same evening, after dinner, Florent went out and 
strolled for some time in one of the covered ways of the 
markets. A fine mist was rising, and a grey sadness, which 
the gas-lights studded as with yellow tears, hung over the 
deserted pavilions. or the first time Florent began to feel 
that he was in the way, and to recognise the unmannerly 
fashion in which he, thin and artless, had tumbled into this 
world of fat people ; and he frankly admitted to himself that 
his presence was disturbing the whole neighbourhood, and 
that he was a source of discomfort to the Quenus—a spurious 
cousin of far too compromising appearance. These reflections 
made him very sad; not, indeed, that he had noticed the 
slightest harshness on the part of his brother or Lisa: it was 
their very kindness, rather, that was troubling him, and he 
accused himself of a lack of delicacy in quartering himself 
upon them. He was beginning to doubt the propriety of his 
conduct. The recollection of the conversation in the shop 
during the afternoon caused him a vague disquietude. The 
odour of the viands on Lisa’s counter seemed to penetrate 
him; he felt himself gliding into nerveless, satiated cowardice. 
Perhaps he had acted wrongly in refusing the inspector- 
ship offered him. This reflection gave birth to a stormy 
struggle in his mind, and he was obliged to brace and shake 
himself before he could recover his wonted rigidity of prin- 
ciples. However, a moist breeze had risen, and was blowing 
along the covered way, and he regained some degree of calm- 
ness and resolution on being obliged to button up his coat. 
The wind seemingly swept from his clothes all the greasy 
odour of the pork-shop, which had made him feel go languid. 

. He was returning home when he met Claude Lantier. 
The artist, hidden in the folds of his greenish overcoat, spoke 
in a hollow voice full of suppressed anger. He was in a 
passion with painting, declared that it was a dog’s trade, and 
swore that he would not take up a brush again as long as he 
lived. That very afternoon he had thrust his foot through a 
study which he had been making of the head of that hussy 
Cadine. 
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Claude was subject to these outbursts, the fruit of his 
inability to execute the lasting, living works which he 
dreamed of. And at such times life became an utter blank 
to him, and he wandered about the streets, wrapped in the 
gloomiest thoughts, and waiting for the morning as for a sort 
of resurrection. He used to say that he felt bright and 
cheerful in the morning, and horribly miserable in the 
evening.! Each of his days was a long effort ending in 
disappointment. Florent scarcely recognised in him the 
careless night-wanderer of the markets, They had already 
met again at the pork-shop, and Claude, who knew the 
fugitive’s story, had grasped his hand and told him that he 
was a sterling fellow. It was very seldom, however, that 
the artist went to the Quenus’. 

‘Are you still at my aunt’s?’ he asked. ‘I can’timagine 
how you manage to exist amidst all that cookery. The 
place reeks with the smell of meat. When I’ve been there 
for an hour I feel as though I shouldn’t want anything to 
eat for another three days. I ought not to have gone there 
this morning ; it was that which made me make a mess of- 
my work.’ : 

Then, after he and Florent had taken a few steps in 
silence, he resumed : 

‘Ah! the good people! They quite grieve me with their 
fine health. I had thought of painting their portraits, but 
I’ve never been able to succeed with such round faces, in 
which there is never a bone. Ah! You wouldn't find my 
aunt Lisa kicking her foot through her pans! I was an 
idiot to have destroyed Cadine’s head! Now that I come to 
think of it, it wasn’t so very bad, perhaps, after all.’ 

Then they began to talk about Aunt Lisa. Claude said 
that his mother? had not seen anything of her for a long 
time, and he hinted that the pork-butcher’s wife was some- 
what ashamed of her sister having married a common working 
man; moreover, she wasn’t at all fond of unfortunate folks. 
Speaking of himself, he told Florent that a benevolent gentle- 
man had sent him to college, being very pleased with the 
donkeys and old women that he had managed to draw when 
only eight years old; but the good soul had died, leaving 

! Claude Lantier’s struggle for fame is fully described in M. Zola’s 
novel, L’Ciuvre (‘His Masterpiece ’).— Trans. : 

2 Gervaise, the heroine of the Assommoir. 
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him an income of a thousand francs, which just saved him 
from perishing of hunger. 

‘All the same, I would rather have been a working man,’ 
continued Claude. ‘Look at the carpenters, for instance. 
They are very happy folks, the carpenters. They havea table 
to make, say; well, they make it, and then go off to bed, 
happy at having finished the table, and perfectly satisfied with 
themselves. Now I, onthe other hand, scarcely get any sleep 
at nights. All those confounded pictures which I can’t finish 
go flying about my brain. I never get anything finished and 
done with—never, never!’ 

His voice almost broke into a sob. Then he attempted to 
laugh ; and afterwards began to swear and pour forth coarse 
expressions, with the cold rage of one who, endowed with a 
delicate, sensitive mind, doubts his own powers, and dreams 
of wallowing in the mire. He ended by squatting down before 
one of the gratings which admit air into the cellars beneath 
the markets—cellars where the gas is continually kept burning. 
And in the depths below he pointed out Marjolin and Cadine 
tranquilly eating their supper, whilst seated on one of the 
stone blocks used for killing the poultry. The two young 
vagabonds had discovered a means of hiding themselves and 
making themselves at home in the cellars after the doors 
had been closed. 

‘What a magnificent animal he is, eh!’ exclaimed Claude, 
with envious admiration, speaking of Marjolin. ‘He and 
Cadine are happy, at all events! All they care for is eating 
and kissing. They haven’t a care in the world. Ah, you do 
quite right, after all, to remain at the pork-shop; perhaps 
you'll grow sleek and plump there.’ 

Then he suddenly went off. Florent climbed up to 
his garret, disturbed by Claude’s nervous restlessness, which 
revived his own uncertainty. On the morrow, he avoided 
the pork-shop all the morning, and went for a long walk on 
the quays. When he returned to lunch, however, he was 
struck by Lisa’s kindliness. Without any undue insistence 
she again spoke to him about the inspectorship, as of something 
which was well worth his consideration. As he listened to 
her, with a full plate in front of him, he was affected, in spite 
of himself, by the prim comfort of his surroundings. The 
matting beneath his feet seemed very soft ; the gleams of the 
brass hanging lamp, the soft, yellow tint of the wall-paper, 
and the bright oak of the furniture filled him with appreciation 
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of a life spent in comfort, which disturbed his notions of 
right and wrong. He still, however, had sufficient strength 
to persist in his refusal, and repeated his reasons; albeit 
conscious of the bad taste he was showing in thus ostentatiously 
parading his animosity and obstinacy in such a place. Lisa 
showed no signs of vexation; on the contrary, she smiled, 
and the sweetness of her smile embarrassed Florent far more 
than her suppressed irritation of the previous evening. At 
dinner the subject was not renewed; they talked solely of the 
great winter saltings, which would keep the whole staff of 
the establishment busily employed. 

The evenings were growing cold, and as soon as they had 
dined they retired into the kitchen, where it was very warm. 
The room was so large, too, that several people could sit com- 
fortably at the square central table, without in any way 
impeding the work that was going on. Lighted by gas, the 
walls were coated with white and blue tiles to a height of 
some five or six feet from the floor. On the left was a great 
iron stove, in the three apertures of which were set three large 
round pots, their bottoms black with soot. At the end was a 
small range, which, fitted with an oven and a smoking-place, 
served for the broiling; and up above, over the skimming- 
spoons, ladles, and long-handled forks, were several numbered 
drawers, containing rasped bread, both fine and coarse, toasted 
crumbs, spices, cloves, nutmegs, and pepper. On the right, 
leaning heavily against the wall, was the chopping-block, a 
huge mass of oak, slashed and scored all over. Attached 
to it were several appliances, an injecting-pump, a forcing- 
machine, and a mechanical mincer, which, with their wheels 
and cranks, imparted to the place an uncanny and mysterious 
aspect, suggesting some kitchen of the infernal regions. 

Then, all round the walls upon shelves, and even under the 
tables, were iron pots, earthenware pans, dishes, pails, various 
kinds of tin utensils, a perfect battery of deep copper sauce- 
pans, and swelling funnels, racks of knives and choppers, rows 
of larding-pins and needles—a perfect world of greasy things. 
In spite of the extreme cleanliness, grease was paramount; it 
oozed forth from between the blue and white tiles on the wall, 
glistened on the red tiles of the flooring, gave a greyish glitter 
to the stove, and polished the edges of the chopping-block with 
the transparent sheen of varnished oak. And, indeed, amidst 
the ever-rising steam, the continuous evaporation from the 
three big pots, in which pork was boiling and melting, there 
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was not a single nail from ceiling to floor from which grease 
did not exude. 

The Quenu-Gradelles prepared nearly all their stock them- 
selves. All that they procured from outside were the potted 
meats of celebrated firms, with jars of pickles and preserves, 
sardines, cheeses, and edible snails. They consequently 
became very busy after September in filling the cellars 
which had been emptied during the summer. They continued 
working even after the shop had been closed for the night. 
Assisted by Auguste and Léon, Quenu would stuff sausage- 
skins, prepare hams, melt down lard, and salt the different 
sorts of bacon, There was a tremendous noise of caldrons 
and cleavers, and the odour of cooking spread through the 
whole house. And all this was quite independent of the daily 
business in fresh pork, pété de foie gras, hare patty, galantine, 
saveloys, and black-puddings. 

That evening, at about eleven o’clock, Quenu, after placing 
a couple of pots on the fire in order to melt down some lard, 
began to prepare the black-puddings. Auguste assisted him. At 
one corner of the square table Lisa and Augustine sat mending 
linen, whilst opposite to them, on the other side, with his face 
turned towards the fireplace, was Florent, smiling at little 
Pauline, who had installed herself on his feet, and wished him 
to make her spring into the air. Behind Florent, Léon was 
mincing some sausage-meat on the oak block in a slow, 
rhythmical fashion. 

Auguste first of all went out into the yard to fetch a couple 
of jug-like cans full of pigs’ blood. It was he who stuck the 
animals in the slaughter-house. He himself would carry 
away the blood and interior portions of the pigs, leaving the 
men who scalded the carcasses to bring them home completely 
dressed in their carts. Quenu asserted that no assistant in all 
Paris was Auguste’s equal as a pig-sticker. The truth was 
that Auguste was a wonderfully keen judge of the quality of 
the blood; and the black-pudding proved good every time 
that he said such would be the case. 

‘Well, will the black-pudding be good this time?’ asked 
Lisa. 

Auguste put down the two cans and slowly answered: 
“I believe so, Madame Quenu; yes, I believe so. I tell it 
at first by the way the blood flows. If it spurts out very 
gently when I pull out the knife, that’s a bad sign, and shows 
that the blood is poor.’ 
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‘But doesn’t that depend on how far the knife has been 
stuck in ?’ asked Quenu. . 

A smile came over Auguste’s pale face. ‘No,’ he replied ; 
*I always let four digits of the blade go in; that’s the right 
measure. But the best sign of all is when the blood runs 
out and I beat it with my hand when it pours into the pail; 
it ought to be of a good warmth, and creamy, without being 
too thick.’ 

Augustine had put down her needle, and with her eyes 
raised was now gazing at Auguste. On her ruddy face, 
crowned by wiry chestnut hair, there was an expression of 
profound attention. Lisa and even little Pauline were also 
listening with deep interest. 

‘Well, I beat it, and beat it, and beat it,’ continued the 
young man, whisking his hand about as though he were 
whipping cream. ‘And then, when I take my hand out 
and look at it, it ought to be greased, as it were, by the blood 
and equally coated all over. And if that’s the case, anyone 
can say without fear of mistake that the black-puddings will 
be good.’ 

He remained for a moment in an easy attitude, com- 
placently holding his hand in the air. This hand, which 
spent so much of its time in pails of blood, had brightly 
gleaming nails, and looked very rosy above his white sleeve. 
Quenu had nodded his head in approbation, and an interval 
of silence followed. Léon was still mincing. Pauline, how- 
ever, after remaining thoughtful for a little while, mounted 
upon Florent’s feet again, and in her clear voice exclaimed : 
‘I say, cousin, tell me the story of the gentleman who was 
eaten by the wild beasts !’ 

It was probably the mention of the pig’s blood which had 
aroused in the child’s mind the recollection of ‘ the gentle- 
man who had been eaten by the wild beasts.’ Florent did 
not at first understand what she referred to, and asked her 
what gentleman she meant. Lisa began to smile. 

‘She wants you to tell her,’ she said, ‘the story of that 
unfortunate man—you know whom I mean—which you told to 
Gavard one evening. She must have heard you.’ 

At this Florent grew very grave. The little girl got 
up, and taking the big cat in her arms, placed it on his 
knees, saying that Mouton also would like to hear the 
story. Mouton, however, leapt on to the table, where, with 
rounded back, he remained contemplating the tall, scraggy 
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individual who for the last fortnight had apparently afforded 
him matter for deep reflection. Pauline meantime began 
e grow impatient, stamping her feet and insisting on hearing 
the story. 

‘Oh, tell her what she wants,’ said Lisa, as the child 
persisted and became quite unbearable; ‘she'll leave us in 
peace then.’ 

Florent remained silent for a moment longer, with his 
eyes turned towards the floor. Then slowly raising his head 
he let his gaze rest first on the two women who were plying 
their needles, and next on Quenu and Auguste, who were 
preparing the pot for the black-puddings. The gas was 
burning quietly, the stove diffused a gentle warmth, and 
all the grease of the kitchen glistened in an atmosphere of 
comfort such as attends good digestion. 

Then taking little Pauline upon his knee, and smiling 
a sad smile, Florent addressed himself to the child as 
follows ! : — 

‘Once upon a time there was a poor man who was sent 
away, à long, long way off, right across the sea. On the 
ship which carried him were four hundred convicts, and he 
was thrown among them. He was forced to live for five 
weeks amidst all those scoundrels, dressed like them in 
coarse canvas, and feeding at their mess. Foul insects 
preyed on him, and terrible sweats robbed him of all his 
strength. The kitchen, the bakehouse, and the engine-room 
made the orlop deck so terribly hot that ten of the convicts 
died from it. In the daytime they were sent up in batches 
of fifty to get a little fresh air from the sea; and as the 
crew of the ship feared them, a couple of cannons were 
pointed at the little bit of deck where they took exercise. The 
poor fellow was very glad indeed when his turn to go up 
came. His terrible perspiration then abated somewhat; still, 
he could not eat, and felt very ill. During the night, when 
he was manacled again, and the rolling of the ship in the 
rough sea kept knocking him against his companions, he 
quite broke down, and began to cry, glad to be able to do 
so without being seen.’ 

1 Florent’s narrative is not romance, but is based on the state- 
ments of several of the innocent victims whom the third Napoleon 
transported to Cayenne when wading through blood to the power which 
he so misused.—Trans. | + “he 
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Pauline was listening with dilated eyes, and her little 
hands crossed primly in front of her. 

‘But this isn’t the story of the gentleman who was 
eaten by the wild beasts,’ she interrupted. ‘ This is quite 
a different story ; isn’t it now, cousin?’ 

‘Wait a bit, and you'll see,’ replied Florent gently. ‘I 
shall come to the gentleman presently. I’m telling you the 
whole story from the beginning.’ 

‘Oh, thank you,’ murmured the child, with a delighted 
expression. However, she remained thoughtful, evidently 
struggling with some great difficulty to which she could find 
no explanation. At last she spoke. 

‘But what had the poor man done,’ she asked, ‘that 
he was sent away and put in the ship ?’ 

Lisa and Augustine smiled. They were quite charmed 
with the child’s intelligence; and Lisa, without giving the 
little one a direct reply, took advantage of the opportunity 
to teach her a lesson by telling her that naughty children 
were also sent away in boats like that. 

‘Oh, then,’ remarked Pauline judiciously, ‘perhaps it 
served my cousin’s poor man quite right if he eried all night 
long.’ 

Lisa resumed her sewing, bending over her work. Quenu 
had not listened. He had been cutting some little rounds of 
onion over a pot placed on the fire; and almost at once 
the onions began to crackle, raising a clear shrill chirrup like 
that of grasshoppers basking in the heat. They gave out a 
pleasant odour too, and when Quenu plunged his great wooden 
spoon into the pot the chirruping became yet louder, and the 
whole kitchen was filled with the penetrating perfume of the 
onions. Auguste meantime was preparing some bacon fat in 
a dish, and Léon’s chopper fell faster and faster, and every 
now and then scraped the block so as to gather together the 
sausage-meat, now almost a paste. 

‘When they got across the sea,’ Florent continued, ‘ they 
took the man to an island called the Devil’s Island,! where 
he found himself amongst others who had been carried away 
from their own country. They were all very unhappy. At 
first they were kept to hard labour, just like convicts. The 
gendarme who had charge of them counted them three times 

1 The Ile du Diable. This spot was selected as the place of deten- 
tion of Captain Dreyfus, the French officer convicted in 1894 of having 
divulged important military documents to foreign powers.—Trans. 
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every day, so as to be sure that none was missing. Later 
on, they were left free to do as they liked, being merely 
locked up at night in a big wooden hut, where they slept 
in hammocks stretched between two bars. At the end of 
the year they went about barefooted, as their boots were 
quite worn out, and their clothes had become so ragged 
that their flesh showed through them. They had built 
themselves some huts with trunks of trees as a shelter 
against the sun, which is terribly hot in those parts; but 
these huts did not shield them against the mosquitoes, 
which covered them with pimples and swellings during the 
night. Many of them died, and the others turned quite 
yellow, so shrunken and wretched, with their long, unkempt 
beards, that one could not behold them without pity.’ 

‘Auguste, give me the fat,’ cried Quenu; and when the 
apprentice had handed him the dish he let the pieces of 
bacon-fat slide gently into the pot, and then stirred them 
with his spoon. A yet denser steam now rose from the fire- 
place. 

‘What did they give them to eat?’ asked little Pauline, 
who seemed deeply interested. 

‘They gave them maggoty rice and foul meat,’ answered 
Florent, whose voice grew lower as he spoke. ‘The rice 
could scarcely be eaten. When the meat was roasted and 
very well done it was just possible to swallow it; but if it 
was boiled, it smelt so dreadfully that the men had nausea 
and stomach-ache.’ 

‘I'd rather have lived upon dry bread,’ said the child, afler 
thinking the matter carefully over. 

Léon, having finished the mincing, now placed the 
sausage-meat upon the square table in a dish. Mouton, who 
had remained seated with his eyes fixed upon Florent, as 
though filled with amazement by his story, was obliged to 
retreat a few steps, which he did with a very bad grace. 
Then he rolled himself up, with his nose close to the sausage- 
meat, and began to purr. - 

Lisa was unable to conceal her disgust and amazement. 
That foul rice, that evil-smelling meat, seemed to her to be 
searcely credible abominations, which disgraced those who 
had eaten them as much as it did those who had provided 
them ; and her calm, handsome face and round neck quivered 
ie) vague fear of the man who had lived upon such horrid 
ood, 
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‘No, indeed, it was not a land of delights,’ Florent re- 
sumed, forgetting all about little Pauline, and fixing his 
‘dreamy eyes upon the steaming pot. ‘Every day brought 
fresh annoyances—perpetual grinding tyranny, the violation 
of every principle of justice, contempt for all human charity, 
which exasperated the prisoners, and slowly consumed them 
with a fever of sickly rancour. They lived like wild beasts, 
with the lash ceaselessly raised over their backs. Those tor- 
turers would have liked to kill the poor man——- Oh, no; it 
can never be forgotten; it is impossible! Such sufferings 
will some day claim vengeance.’ 

His voice had fallen, and the pieces of fat hissing merrily 
in the pot drowned it with the sound of their boiling. Lisa, 
however, heard him, and was frightened by the implacable 
expression which had suddenly come over his face; and, re- 
collecting the gentle look which he habitually wore, she 
judged him to be a hypocrite. 

‘Florent’s hollow voice had brought Pauline’s interest and 
delight to the highest pitch, and she fidgeted with pleasure 
on his knee. 

‘ But the man?’ she exclaimed. ‘Go on about the man!’ 
Florent looked at her, and then appeared to remember, 

and smiled his sad smile again. 
‘The man,’ he continued, ‘was weary of remaining on 

the island, and had but one thought—that of making his 
escape by crossing the sea and reaching the mainland, whose 
white coast-line could be seen on the horizon in clear weather. 
But it was no easy matter to escape. It was necessary that 
a raft should be built, and as several of the prisoners had 
already made their escape, all the trees on the island had 
been felled to prevent the others from obtaining timber. 
The island was, indeed, so bare and naked, so scorched by 
the blazing sun, that life in it had become yet more perilous 
and terrible. However, it occurred to the man and two of 
his companions to employ the timbers of which their huts 
were built; and one evening they put out to sea on some 
rottes beams, which they had fastened together with dry 
branches. The wind éarriéd them towards the coast. Just 
as daylight was about to appear, the raft struck on a sand- 
bank with such violence that the beams were severed from 
their lashings and carried out to sea. The three poor fellows 
were almost engulfed in the sand. Two of them sank in it 
to their waists, while the third disappeared up to his chin, 
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and his companions were obliged to pull him out. At last 
they reached a rock, so small that there was scarcely room 
for them to sit down upon it. When the sun rose they could 
see the coast in front of them, a bar of grey cliffs stretching 
all along the horizon. Two, who knew how to swim, deter- 
mined to reach those cliffs, They preferred to run the risk 
of being drowned at once to that of slowly starving on the 
rock. But they promised their companion that they would 
return for him when they had reached land and had been 
able to procure a boat.’ 

‘ Ah, I know now! ’ cried little Pauline, clapping her hands 
with glee. ‘It’s the story of the gentleman who was eaten 
by the crabs!’ 

‘ They succeeded in reaching the coast,’ continued Florent, 
‘but it was quite deserted; and it was only at the end of four 
days that they were able to get a boat. When they returned 
to the rock, they found their companion lying on his back, 
dead, and half eaten by crabs, which were still swarming over 
what remained of his body.’ ! 

A murmur of disgust escaped Lisa and Augustine, and a 
horrified grimace passed over the face of Léon, who was pre- 
paring the skins for the black-puddings. Quenu stopped in 
the midst of his work and looked at Auguste, who seemed to 
have turned faint. Only little Pauline was smiling. In 
imagination the others could picture those swarming, ravenous 
crabs crawling all over the kitchen, and mingling gruesome 
odours with the aroma of the bacon-fat and onions. 

‘Give me the blood,’ cried Quenu, who had not been fol- 
lowing the story. 

Auguste came up to him with the two cans, from which 
he slowly poured the blood, while Quenu, as it fell, vigorously 
stirred the now thickening contents of the pot. When the 
cans were emptied, Quenu reached up to one of the drawers 
above the range, and took out some pinches of spice. Then 
he added a plentiful seasoning of pepper. 

‘They left him there, didn’t they,’ Lisa now asked of 
Florent, ‘and returned themselves in safety ?’ 

‘As they were going back,’ continued Florent, ‘ the wind 
changéd, and they were driven out into the open sea. A wave 
carried away one of their oars, and the water swept so 

' In deference to the easily shocked feelings of the average English 
reader I have somewhat modified this passage. In the original M. Zola 
fully describes the awful appearance of the body.—Trans, 
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furiously into the boat that their whole time was taken up in 
baling it out with their hands. They tossed about in this 
way in sight of the coast, carried away by squalls and then 
brought back again by the tide, without a mouthful of bread 
to eat, for their scanty stock of provisions had been consumed. 
This went on for three days.’ 

‘Three days!’ cried Lisa in stupefaction; ‘three days 
without food!’ 

‘Yes, three days without food. When the east wind at 
last brought them to shore, one of them was so weak that he 
lay on the beach the whole day. In the evening he died. 
His companion had vainly attempted to get him to chew some 
leaves which he gathered from the trees.’ 

At this point Augustine broke into a slight laugh. Then, 
ashamed at having done so and not wishing to be considered 
heartless, she stammered out in confusion: ‘Oh! I wasn’t 
laughing at that. It was Mouton. Do just look at Mouton, 
madame.’ 

Then Lisa in her turn began to smile. Mouton, who had 
been lying all this time with his nose close to the dish of 
sausage-meat, had probably begun to feel distressed and dis- 
gusted by the presence of all this food, for he had risen 
and was rapidly scratching the table with his paws as though 
he wanted to bury the dish and its contents. At last, how- 
ever, turning his back to it and lying down on his side, he 
stretched himself out, half-closing his eyes and rubbing his 
head against the table with languid pleasure. Then they all 
began to compliment Mouton. He never stole anything, they 
said, and could be safely left with the meat. Pauline related 
that he licked her fingers and washed her face after dinner 
without trying to bite her, 

However, Lisa now came back to the question as to 
whether it were possible to live for three days without food. 
In her opinion it was not. ‘No,’ she said, ‘I can’t believe it. 
No one ever goes three days without food. When people 
talk of a person dying of hunger, it is a mere expression. 
They always get something to eat, more or less. It is only 
a most abandoned wretches, people who are utterly 
ost-——’ 

She was doubtless going to add, ‘ vagrant rogues,’ but she 
stopped short and looked at Florent. The scornful pout of 
her lips and the expression of her bright eyes plainly signified 
that in her belief only villains made such prolonged fasts. 
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It seemed to her that a man able to remain without food for 
three days must necessarily be a very dangerous character. 
For, indeed, honest folks never placed themselves in such a 
position. 

Florent was now almost stifling. In front of him the 
stove, into which Léon had just thrown several shovelfuls of 
coal, was snoring like a lay clerk asleep in the sun; and the 
heat was very great. Auguste, who had taken charge of the 
lard melting in the pots, was watching over it in a state of 
perspiration, and Quenu wiped his brow with his sleeve 
whilst waiting for the blood to mix. A drowsiness such as 
follows gross feeding, an atmosphere heavy with indigestion, 
pervaded the kitchen. 

‘When the man had buried his-comrade in the sand,’ 
‘Florent continued slowly, ‘he walked off alone straight in 
front of him. Dutch Guiana, in which country he now was, 
is a land of forests intermingled with rivers and swamps. 
The man walked on for more than a week without coming 
across a single human dwelling-place. All around, death 
seemed to be lurking and lying in wait for him. Though his 
stomach was racked by hunger, he often did not dare to eat 
the bright-coloured fruits which hung from the trees ; he was 
afraid to touch the glittering berries, fearing lest they should 
be poisonous. . For whole days he did not see a patch of sky, 
but tramped on beneath a canopy of branches, amidst a 
greenish gloom that swarmed with horrible living creatures. 
Great birds flew over his head with a terrible flapping of 
wings and sudden strange calls resembling death-groans ; 
apes sprang, wild animals rushed through the thickets 
around him, bending the saplings and bringing down a rain 
of leaves, as though a gale were passing. But it was particu- 
larly the serpents that turned his blood cold when, stepping 
upon a matting of moving, withered leaves, he caught sight 
of their slim heads gliding amidst a horrid maze of roots. 
In certain nooks, nooks of dank shadow, swarming colonies 
of reptiles—some black, some yellow, some purple, some 
striped, some spotted, and some resembling withered reeds— 
suddenly awakened into life and wriggled away. At such 
times the man would stop and look about for a stone on 
which he might take refuge from the soft yielding ground 
into which his feet sank; and there he would remain for 
hours, tervor-stricken on espying in some open space near 

H 
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by a boa, who, with tail coiled and head erect, swayed like 
the trunk of a big tree splotched with gold. 

‘At night he used to sleep in the trees, alarmed by the 
slightest rustling of the branches, and fancying that he could 
hear endless swarms of serpents gliding through the gloom. 
He almost stifled beneath the interminable expanse of foliage. 
The gloomy shade reeked with close, oppressive heat, a 
clammy dankness and pestilential sweat, impregnated with 
the coarse aroma of scented wood and malodorous flowers. 

‘And when at last, after a long weary tramp, the man 
made his way out of the forest and beheld the sky again, he 
found himself confronted by wide rivers which barred his way. 
He skirted their banks, keeping a watchful eye on the grey 
backs of the alligators and the masses of drifting vegetation, 
and then, when he came to a less suspicious-looking spot, he 
swam across. And beyond the rivers the forests began again. 
At other times there were vast prairie-lands, leagues of thick 
vegetation, in which, at distant intervals, small lakes gleamed 
bluely. The man then made a wide détour, and sounded the 
ground beneath him before advancing, having but narrowly 
escaped from being swallowed up and buried beneath one of 
those smiling plains which he could hear cracking at each 
step he took. The giant grass, nourished by all the collected 
humus, concealed pestiferous marshes, depths of liquid mud; 
and amongst the expanses of verdure spread over the glau- 
cous immensity to the very horizon there were only narrow 
stretches of firm ground with which the traveller must be ac- 
quainted if he would avoid disappearing for ever. One night the 
man sank down as far as his waist. At each effort he made to 
extricate himself the mud threatened to rise to his mouth. 
Then he remained quite still for nearly a couple of hours; 
and when the moon rose he was fortunately able to catch hold 
of a branch of a tree above his head. By the time he reached 
a human dwelling his hands and feet were bruised and 
bleeding, swollen with poisonous stings. He presented such 
a pitiable, famished appearance that those who saw him were 
afraid of him. They tossed him some food fifty yards away 
from the house, and the master of it kept guard over his door 
with a loaded gun.’ 

Florent stopped, his voice choked by emotion, and his eyes 
gazing blankly before him. For some minütes he had séemed to 
be speaking to himself alone. Little Pauline, who had grown 
drowsy, was lying in his arms with her head thrown back, 
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though striving to keep her wondering eyes open. And 
Quenu, for his part, appeared to be getting impatient. 

‘Why, you stupid!’ he shouted to Léon, ‘don’t you know 
how to hold a skin yet? What do you stand staring at me 
for? It’s the skin you should look at, not me! There, hold 
it like that, and don’t move again !’ 

With his right hand Léon was raising a long string of 
sausage-skin, at one end of which a very wide funnel was 
inserted ; while with his left hand he coiled the black-pudding 
round a metal bowl as fast as Quenu filled the funnel with 
big spoonfuls of the meat. The latter, black and steaming, 
flowed through the funnel, gradually inflating the skin, which 
fell down again, gorged to repletion and curving languidly. 
As Quenu had removed the pot from the range both he and 
Léon stood out prominently, he broad visaged, and the lad 
slender of profile, in the burning glow which cast over their 
pale faces and white garments a flood of rosy light. 

Lisa and Augustine watched the filling of the skin with 
great interest, Lisa especially; and she in her turn found 
fault with Léon because he nipped the skin too tightly with his 
fingers, which caused knots to form, she said. When the 
skin was quite full, Quenu let it slip gently into a pot of 
boiling water ; and seemed quite easy in his mind again, for 
now nothing remained but to leave it to boil. 

‘ And the man—go on about the man !’ murmured Pauline, 
opening her eyes, and surprised at no longer hearing the 
narrative. 

Florent rocked her on his knee, and resumed his story in 
a slow, murmuring voice, suggestive of that of-a nurse singing 
an infaut to sleep. mA, 

‘The man,’ he said, ‘arrived at a large town. There he 
was at first taken for an escaped convict, and was kept in 
prison for several months. Then he was released, and turned 
his hand to all sorts of work. He kept accounts and taught 
children to read, and at one time he was even employed as a 
navvy in making an embankment. He was continually 
hoping to return to his own country. He had saved the 
necessary amount of money when he was attacked by yellow 
fever. Then, believing bim to be dead, those about him 
divided his clothes amongst themselves ; so that when he at 
last recovered he had not even a shirt left. He had to begin 
all over again, The man was very weak, and was afraid he 
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might have to remain where he was. But at last he was able 
to get away, and he returned.’ 

His voice had sunk lower and lower, and now died away 
-altogether in a final quivering of his lips. The close of the 
story had lulled little Pauline to sleep, and she was now 
slumbering with her head on Florent’s shoulder. He held 
her with one arm, and still gently rocked her on his knee. 
No one seemed to pay any further attention to him, so he 
remained still and quiet where he was, holding the sleeping 
child. 
_ Now came the tug of war, as Quenu said. He had to 
remove the black-puddings from the pot. In order to avoid 
breaking them or getting them entangled, he coiled them 
round a thick wooden pin as he drew them out, and then 
carried them into the yard and hung them on screens, where 
they quickly dried. Léon helped him, holding up the droop- 
ing ends. And as these reeking festoons of black-pudding 
crossed the kitchen they left behind them a trail of odorous 
steam, which still further thickened the dense atmosphere. 

Auguste, on his side, after giving a hasty glance at the 
lard moulds, now took the covers off the two pots in which 
the fat was simmering, and each bursting bubble discharged 
an acrid vapour into the kitchen. The greasy haze had been 
gradually rising ever since the beginning of the evening, and 
now it shrouded the gas and pervaded the whole room, 
streaming everywhere, and veiling the ruddy whiteness of 
Quenu and his two assistants. Lisa and Augustine had risen 
from their seats; and all were panting as though they had 
eaten too much. 

Augustine carried the sleeping Pauline upstairs; and 
Quenu, who liked to fasten up the kitchen himself, gave 
Auguste and Léon leave to go to bed, saying that he would 
fetch the black-pudding himself. The younger apprentice 
stole off with a very red face, having managed to secrete 
under his shirt nearly a yard of the pudding, which must 
have almost scalded him. Then the Quenus and Florent 
remained alone, in silence. Lisa stood nibbling a little piece 
of the hot pudding, keeping her pretty lips well apart all the 
while, for fear of burning them, and gradually the black com- 
pound vanished in her rosy mouth. 

‘Well,’ said she, ‘La Normande was foolish in behaving 
so rudely ; the black-pudding’s excellent to-day.’ 

However, there was a knock at the passage-door, and 
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Gavard, who stayed at Monsieur Lebigre’s every evening until 
midnight, came in. He had called for a definite answer about 
the fish inspectorship. 

‘You must understand,’ he said, ‘that Monsieur Verlaque 
cannot wait any longer; heis too ill. So Florent must make 
up his mind. I have promised to give a positive answer 
early to-morrow.’ 

‘Well, Florent accepts,’ Lisa quietly remarked, taking 
another nibble at some black-pudding. 

Florent, who had remained in his chair, overcome by a 
strange feeling of prostration, vainly endeavoured to rise and 
protest, 

‘No, no, say nothing,’ continued Lisa; ‘the matter is 
quite settled. You have suffered quite enough already, my 
dear Florent. What you have just been telling us is enough 
to make one shudder. It is time now for you to settle down. 
You belong to a respectable family, you received a good 
education, and it is really not fitting that you should go 
wandering about the highways like a vagrant. At your age 
childishness is no longer excusable. You have been foolish ; 
well, all that will be forgotten and forgiven. You will take 
your place again among those of your own class—the class of 
respectable folks—and live in future like other people.’ 

Florent listened in astonishment, quite unable to say a 
word. Lisa was, doubtless, right. She looked so healthy, so 
serene, that it was impossible to imagine that she desired 
anything but what was proper. It was he, with his fleshless 
body and dark, equivocal-looking countenance, who must be 
in the wrong, and indulge in unrighteous dreams. He could, 
indeed, no longer understand why he had hitherto resisted. 

Lisa, however, continued to talk to him with an abundant 
flow of words, as though he were a little boy found in fault 
and threatened with the police. She assumed, indeed, a 
most maternal manner, and plied him with the most con- 
vincing reasons. And at last, as a final argument, she said: 

‘Do it for us, Florent. We occupy a fair position in 
the neighbourhood which obliges us to use a certain amount 
of circumspection; and, to tell you the truth, between our- 
selves, I’m afraid that people will begin to talk. This in- 
spectorship will set everything right; you will be somebody ; 
you will even be an honour to us.’ 

Her manner had become caressingly persuasive, and 
Florent was penetrated by all the surrounding plenteousness, 
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all the aroma filling the kitchen, where he fed, as it were, on 
the nourishment floating in the atmosphere. He sank into 
blissful meanness, born of all the copious feeding that went 
on in the sphere of plenty in which he had been living during 
the last fortnight. He felt, as it were, the titillation of form- 
ing fat which spread slowly all over his body. He experi- 
enced the languid beatitude of shopkeepers, whose chief 
concern is to fill their bellies. At this late hour of night, in 
the warm atmosphere of the kitchen, all his acerbity and 
determination melted away. That peaceable evening, with 
the odour of the black-pudding and the lard, and the sight of 
plump little Pauline slumbering on his knee, had so enervated 
him that he found himself wishing for a succession cf such 
evenings—endless ones which would make him fat. 

However, it was the sight cf Mouton that chiefly decided 
him. Mouton was sound asleep, with his stomach turned 
upwards, one of his paws resting on his nose, and his tail 
twisted over his side, as though to keep him warm; and he 
was slumbering with such an expression of feline happiness 
that Florent, as he gazed at him, murmured: ‘No, it would 
be too foolish! I accept the berth. Say that I accept it, 
Gavard.’ 

Then Lisa finished eating her black-pudding, and wiped 
her fingers on the edge of her apron. And next she got her 
brother-in-law’s candle ready for him, while Gavard and 
Quenu congratulated him on his decision. It was always 
necessary for a man to settle down, said they; the breakneck 
freaks of politics did not provide one with food. And, mean- 
time, Lisa, standing there with the lighted candle in her 
hand, looked at him with an expression of satisfaction resting 
on her handsome face, placid like that of some sacred cow. 

CHAPTER III 

Turux days later the necessary formalities were gone through, 
and without demur the police authorities at the Préfecture 
accepted Florent on Monsieur Verlaque’s recommendation as 
his substitute. Gavard, by the way, had made it a point to 
accompany them. When he again found himself alone with 
Florent he kept nudging his ribs with his elbow as they 
walked along together, and laughed, without saying any- 
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thing, while winking his eyes in a jeering way. He seemed 
to find something very ridiculous in the appearance ‘of the 
police officers whom he met on the Quai de l'Horloge, for, as 
he passed them, he slightly shrugged his shoulders and made 
the grimace of a man seeking to restrain himself from laugh- 
ing in people’s faces. 

On the following morning Monsieur Verlaque began to 
initiate the new inspector into the duties of his office. It 
had been arranged that during the next few days he should 
make him acquainted with the turbulent sphere which he 
would have to supervise. Poor Verlaque, as Gavard called 
him, was a pale little man, swathed in flannels, handker- 
chiefs, and mufflers. Constantly coughing, he made his way 
through the cool, moist atmosphere and running waters of the 
i a ona pair of scraggy legs lika those of a sickly 
child. 

When Florent made his appearanze on the first morning, 
at seven o’clock, he felt quite distracted; his eyes were dazed, 
his head ached with all the noise and riot. Retail dealers 
were already prowling about the auction pavilion; clerks were 
arriving with their ledgers, and conzigners’ agents, with leather 
bags slung over their shoulders, sat on overturned chairs by 
the salesmen’s desks, waiting to receive their cash. Fish 
was being unloaded and unpacked not only in the enclosure, 
but even on the footways. All along the latter were piles of 
small baskets, an endless arrival of cases and hampers, and 
sacks of mussels, from which streamlets of water trickled. 
The auctioneers’ assistants, all looking very busy, sprang over 
the heaps, tore away tha straw at the tops of the baskets, 
emptied the latter, and tossed them aside. They then speedily 
transferred their contents in lots to huge wickerwork trays, 
arranging them with a turn of the hand so that they might 
show to the best advantage. And when the large tray-like 
baskets were all set out, Florent could almost fancy that a 
whole shoal of fish had got stranded there, still quivering with 
life, and gleaming with rosy nacre, scarlet coral, and milky 
pearl, all the soft, pale, sheeny hues of the ocean. 

The deep-lying forests of seaweed, in which the mysterious 
life of the ocean slumbers, seemed at one haul of the nets to 
have yielded up all they contained. There were cod, keeling, 
whiting, flounders, plaice, dabs, and other sorts of common 
fish of a dingy grey with whitish splotches; there were conger- 
eels, huge serpent-like creatures, with small black eyes and 
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muddy, bluish skins, so slimy that they still seemed to be 
gliding along, yet alive. There were broad flat skate with 
pale under-sides edged with a soft red, and superb backs 
bumpy with vertebræ, and marbled down to the tautly- 
stretched ribs of their fins with splotches of cinnabar, inter- 
sected by streaks of the tint of Florentine bronze—a dark 
medley of colour suggestive of the hues of a toad or some 
poisonous flower. ‘Then, too, there were hideous dog-fish, 
with round heads, widely-gaping mouths like those of Chinese 
idols, and short fins like bats’ wings; fit monsters to keep 
yelping guard over the treasures of the ocean grottoes. And 
next came the finer fish, displayed singly on the osier trays; 
salmon that gleamed like chased silver, every scale seemingly 
outlined by a graving-tool on a polished metal surface; mullet 
with larger scales and coarser markings; huge turbot and 
huge brill with firm flesh white like curdled milk; tunny-fish, 
smooth and glossy, like bags of blackish leather; and rounded 
bass, with widely-gaping mouths which a soul too large for 
the body seemed to have rent asunder as it forced its way out 
amidst the stupefaction of death. And on all sides there 
were soles, brown and grey, in pairs; sand-eels, slim and stiff, 
like shavings of pewter; herrings, slightly twisted, with 
bleeding gills showing on their silver-worked skins; fat dories 
tinged with just a suspicion of carmine; burnished mackerel 
with green-streaked backs, and sides gleaming with ever- 
changing iridescence; and rosy gurnets with white bellies, 
their heads towards the centre of the baskets and their tails 
radiating all around, so that they simulated some strange 
florescence splotched with pearly white and brilliant vermilion. 
There were rock mullet, too, with delicious flesh, flushed 
with the pinky tinge peculiar to the Cyprinus family; boxes 
of whiting with opaline reflections ; and baskets of smelts— 
neat little baskets, pretty as those used for strawberries, and 
exhaling a strong scent of violets. And meantime the tiny 
black eyes of the shrimps dotted as with beads of jet their 
soft-toned mass of pink and grey; and spiny crawfish and 
lobsters striped with black, all still alive, raised a grating 
sound as they tried to crawl along with their broken claws. 

Florent gave but indifferent attention to Monsieur Ver- 
laque’s explanations. A flood of sunshine suddenly streamed 
through the lofty glass roof of the covered way, lighting up 
all these precious colours, toned and softened by the waves— 
the iridescent flesh-tints of the shell-fish, the opal of tho. 
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whiting, the pearly nacre of the mackerel, the ruddy gold of 
the mullets, the plated skins of the herrings, and massive 
silver of the salmon. It was as though the jewel-cases of 
some sea-nymph had been emptied there—a mass of fantas- 
tical, undreamt-of ornaments, a streaming and heaping of 
necklaces, monstrous bracelets, gigantic brooches, barbaric 
gems and jewels, the use of which could not be divined. On 
the backs of the skate and the dog-fish you saw, as it were, 
big dull green and purple stones set in dark metal, while the 
slender forms of the sand-eels and the tails and fins of the 
smelts displayed all the delicacy of finely wrought silver-work. 

And meantime Florent’s face was fanned by a fresh breeze, 
a sharp, salt breeze redolent of the sea. It reminded him of 
the coasts of Guiana and his voyages. He half fancied that 
he was gazing at some bay left dry by the receding tide, with 
the seaweed steaming in the sun, the bare rocks drying, and 
the beach smelling strongly of the brine. All around him 
the fish in their perfect freshness exhaled a pleasant perfume, 
that slightly sharp, irritating perfume which depraves the 
appetite. 

Monsieur Verlaque coughed. The dampness was affect- 
ees and he wrapped his muffler more closely about his 
neck. 

‘Now,’ said he, ‘ we will pass on to the fresh-water fish.’ 
This was in a pavilion beside the fruit-market, the last one, 

indeed, in the direction of the Rue Rambuteau. On either 
side of the space reserved for the auctions were large circular 
stone basins, divided into separate compartments by iron 
gratings. Slender streams of water flowed from brass jets 
shaped like swans’ necks; and the compartments were 
filled with swarming colonies of crawfish, black-backed carp 
ever on the move, and mazy tangles of eels, incessantly 
knotting and unknotting themselves. Again was Monsieur 
Verlaque attacked by an obstinate fit of coughing. The 
moisture of the atmosphere was more insipid here than 
amongst the sea-water fish : there was a river-side scent, as 
of sun-warmed water slumbering on a bed of sand. 

A great number of crawfishes had arrived from Germany that 
morning in cases and hampers, and the market was also crowded 
with river fish from Holland and England. Several men were 
unpacking shiny carp from the Rhine, lustrous with ruddy 
metallic hues, their scales resembling bronzed cloisonné enamel; 
and others were busy with huge pike, the cruel iron-grey brigands 
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of the waters, who ravenously protruded their savage jaws ; 
or with magnificent dark-hued tench, that looked like so 
much dull-red copper spotted with verdigris. And amidst 
these suggestions of copper, iron, and bronze, the gudgeon 
and perch, the trout, the bleak, and the flat-fish taken in 
sweep-nets showed brightly white, the steel-blue tints of 
their backs gradually toning down to the soft transparency of 
their bellies. However, it was the fat snowy-white barbel that 
supplied the liveliest brightness in this gigantic collection of 
still life. 

Bags of young carp were being gently emptied into the 
basins. The fish spun round, then remained motionless for 
a moment, and at last shot away and disappeared. Little 
eels were turned out of their hampers in a mass, and fell to 
the bottom of the compartments like tangled knots of snakes ; 
while the larger ones—those whose bodies were about as 
thick as a child’s arm—raised their heads and slipped of their 
own accord into the water with the supple motion of ser- 
pents gliding into the concealment of a thicket. And mean- 
time the other fish, whose death agony had been lasting 
all the morning as they lay on the soiled osiers of the 
basket-trays, slowly expired amidst all the uproar of the 
auctions, opening their mouths as though to inhale the mois- 
ture of the air, with great silent gasps, renewed every few 
seconds. 

However, Monsieur Verlaque brought Florent back to the 
salt-water fish. He took him all over the place and gave him 
the minutest particulars about everything. Round the nine 
salesmen’s desks ranged along three sides of the pavilion 
there was now a dense crowd of surging, swaying heads, 
above which appeared the clerks, perched upon high chairs 
and making entries in their ledgers. 

‘ Are all these clerks employed by the salesmen?’ asked 
Florent. 

By way of reply Monsieur Verlaque made a détour along 
the outside footway, led him into the enclosure of one of 
the auctions, and then explained the working of the various 
departments of the big yellow office, which smelt strongly of 
fish and was stained all over by drippings and splashings 
from the hampers. In a little glazed compartment up 
above, the collector of the municipal dues took note of the 
prices realised by the different lots of fish. Lower down, 
seated upon high chairs and with their wrists resting upon 
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little desks, were two female clerks, who kept account of the 
business on behalf of the salesmen, At each end of the stone 
table in front of the office was a crier who brought the basket- 
trays forward in turn, and in a bawling voice announced what 
each lot consisted of; while above him the female clerk, pen in 
hand, waited to register the price at which the lots were 
knocked down. And outside the enclosure, shut up in an- 
other little office of yellow wood, Monsieur Verlaque showed 
Florent the cashier, a fat old woman, who was ranging 
coppers and five-franc pieces in piles. 

‘There is a double control, you see,’ said Monsieur 
Verlaque ; ‘the control of the Préfecture of the Seine and 
that of the Préfecture of Police. The latter, which licenses 
the salesmen, claims to have the right of supervision over 
them ; and the municipality asserts its right to be represented 
at the transactions as they are subject to taxation.’ 

He went on expatiating at length in his faint cold voice 
respecting the rival claims of the two Préfectures. Florent, 
however, was paying but little heed, his attention being 
concentrated on a female clerk sitting on one of the high 
chairs just in front of him. She was a tall, dark woman of 
thirty, with big black eyes and an easy calmness of manner, 
and she wrote with outstretched fingers like a girl who had 
been taught the regulation method of the art. 

However, Florent’s attention “as diverted by the yelping 
of the crier, who was just offering a magnificent turbot for 
sale. 

‘I’ve a bid of thirty francs! Thirty francs, now; thirty 
francs!’ 

He repeated these words in all sorts of keys, running up 
and down a strange scale of notes full of sudden changes. 
Hump-backed and with his face twisted askew, and his hair 
rough and discrderly, he wore a great blue apron with a bib; 
and with flaming eyes and outstretched arms he cried 
vociferously : ‘ Thirty-one! thirty-two! thirty-three! Thirty- 
three francs fifty centimes! thirty-three fifty!’ 

Then he paused to take breath, turning the basket-tray 
and pushing it farther upon the table. The fish-wives bent 
forward and gently touched the turbot with their finger-tips. 
Then the crier began again with renewed energy, hurling. his 
figures towards the buyers with a wave of the hand and 
catching the slightest indication of a fresh bid—the raising of 
a finger, a twist of the eyebrows, a pouting of the lips, a 
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wink, and all with such rapidity and such a ceaseless 
jumble of words that Florent, utterly unable to follow him, 
felt quite disconcerted when, in a sing-song voice like that 
of a priest intoning the final words of a versicle, he 
chanted: ‘Forty-two! forty-two! The turbot goes for forty- 
two francs | ? 

It was the beautiful Norman who had made the last bid. 
Florent recognised her as she stood in the line of fish-wives 
crowding against the iron rails which surrounded the en- 
closure. The morning was fresh and sharp, and there was a 
row of tippets above the display of big white aprons, covering 
the prominent bosoms and stomachs and sturdy shoulders, 
With high-set chignon set off with curls, and white and dainty 
skin, the beautiful Norman flaunted her lace bow amidst 
tangled shocks of hair covered with dirty kerchiefs, red noses 
eloquent of drink, sneering mouths, and battered faces sug- 
gestive of old pots. And she also recognised Madame Quenu’s 
cousin, and was so surprised to see him there that she began 
gossiping to her neighbours about him. 

The uproar of voices had become so great that Monsieur 
Verlaque renounced all further attempt to explain matters to 
Florent. On the footway close by, men were calling out the 
larger fish with prolonged shouts, which sounded as though 
they came from gigantic speaking-trumpets; and there was 
one individual who roared ‘Mussels! mussels!’ in such a 
hoarse, cracked, clamorous voice that the very roofs of the 
market shook. Some sacks of mussels were turned upside 
down, and their contents poured into hampers, while others 
were emptied with shovels. And there was a ceaseless 
procession of basket-trays containing skate, soles, mackerel, 
conger-eels, and salmon, carried backwards and forwards 
amidst the ever-increasing cackle and pushing of the fish- 
women as they crowded against the iron rails which creaked 
with their pressure. The hump-backed crier, now fairly on 
the job, waved his skinny arms in the air and protruded his 
jaws. Presently, seemingly lashed into a state of frenzy by 
the flood of figures that spurted from his lips, he sprang upon 
a stool, where, with his mouth twisted spasmodically and his 
hair streaming behind him, he could force nothing more than 
unintelligible hisses from his parched throat. And in the 
meantime, up above, the collector of the municipal dues, a 
little old man, muffled in a collar of imitation astrachan, 
remained with nothing but his nose showing under his black 
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velvet skull-cap. And the tall, dark-complexioned female 
clerk, with eyes shining calmly in her face, which had been 
slightly reddened by the cold, sat on her high wooden chair, 
quietly writing, apparently unruffled by the continuous rattle 
which came from the hunchback below her. 

‘That fellow Logre is wonderful,’ muttered Monsieur 
Verlaque with a smile. ‘He is the best crier in the markets. 
I believe he could make people buy boot soles in the belief 
they were fish!’ 

Then he and Florent went back into the pavilion. As 
they again passed the spot where the fresh-water fish was 
being sold by auction, and where the bidding seemed much 
quieter, Monsieur Verlaque explained that French river fish- 
ing was in a bad way.! The crier here, a fair, sorry-looking 
fellow, who scarcely moved his arms, was disposing of some 
lots of eels and crawfish in a monotonous voice, while the 
assistants fished fresh supplies out of the stone basins with 
their short-handled nets. 

However, the crowd round the salesmen's desks was still 
increasing. Monsieur Verlaque played his part as Florent’s 
instructor in the most conscientious manner, clearing the 
way by means of his elbows, and guiding his successor 
through the busiest parts. The upper-class retail dealers 
were there, quietly waiting for some of the finer fish, or load- 
ing the porters with their purchases of turbot, tunny, and 
salmon. The street-hawkers who had clubbed together to 
buy lots of herrings and small flat-fish were dividing them 
on the pavement. There were also some people of the smaller 
middle class, from distant parts of the city, who had come 
down at four o’clock in the morning to buy a really fresh fish, 
and had ended by allowing some enormous lot, costing from 
forty to fifty francs, to be knocked down to them, with the 
result that they would be obliged to spend the whole day 
in getting their friends and acquaintances to take the surplus 
off their hands. Every now and then some violent pushing 
would force a gap through part of the crowd. A fish-wife, 
who had got tightly jammed, freed herself, shaking her fists 
and pouring out a torrent of abuse. Then a compact mass of 
people again collected, and Florent, almost suffocated, declared 

1 M. Zola refers, of course, to the earlier years of the Second Empire. 
Under the present republican Government, which has largely fostered 
fish culture, matters have considerably improved.—T vans, 
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that he had seen quite enough, and understood all that was 
necessary. : : 

As Monsieur Verlaque was helping him to extricate him- 
self from the crowd, they found themselves face to face with 
the handsome Norman. She remained stock-still in front of 
them, and with her queenly air inquired : 

‘Well, is it quite settled? You are going to desert us, 
Monsieur Verlaque ?’ 

‘ Yes, yes,’ replied the little man ; ‘Iam going to take a 
rest in the country, at Clamart. The smell of the fish is bad 
for me, it seems. Here, this is the gentleman who is going 
to take my place.’ 

So speaking he turned round to introduce Florent to her. 
The handsome Norman almost choked ; however, as Florent 
went off, he fancied he could hear her whisper to her neigh- 
bours, with a laugh: ‘ Well, we shall have some fine fun now, 
see if we don’t!’ 

The fish-wives had begun to set out their stalls. From 
all the taps at the corners of the marble slabs water was 
gushing freely; and there was a rustling sound all round, 
like the plashing of rain, a streaming of stiff jets of water 
hissing and spurting. And then, from the lower side of the 
sloping slabs, great drops fell with a softened murmur, 
splashing on the flagstones where a maze of tiny streams 
flowed along here and there, turning holes and depressions 
into miniature lakes, and afterwards gliding in a thousand 
rills down the slope towards the Rue Rambuteau. A moist 
haze ascended, a sort of rainy dust, bringing fresh whifis of 
air to Florent’s face, whiffs of that salt, pungent sea-breeze 
which he remembered so well; while in such fish as was 
already laid out he once more beheld the rosy nacres, gleam- 
ing corals, and milky pearls, all the rippling colour and 
glaucous pallidity of the ocean world. 

That first morning left him much in doubt; indeed, he 
regretted that he had yielded to Lisa’s insistence. Ever since 
his escape from the greasy drowsiness of the kitchen he had 
been accusing himself of base weakness with such violence 
that tears had almost risen in his eyes. But he did not dare 
to go back on his word. He was a little afraid of Lisa, and 
could see the cürl of her lips and the look of mute reproach 
upon her handsome face. He felt that she was too serious a 
woman to be trifled with. However, Gavard happily inspired 
him with a consoling thought. On the evening of the day on 
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which Monsieur Verlaque had conducted him through the 
auction sales, Gavard took him aside and told him, with a 
good deal of hesitation, that ‘the poor devil’ was not at all 
well off. And after various remarks about the scoundrelly 
Government which ground the life out of its servants without 
allowing them even the means to die in comfort, he ended by 
hinting that it would be charitableon Florent’s part tosurrender 
a part of his salary to the old inspector. Florent welcomed 
the suggestion with delight. It was only right, he considered, 
for he looked upon himself simply as Monsieur Verlaque’s 
temporary substitute ; and besides, he himself really required 
nothing, as he boarded and lodged with his brother. Gavard 
added that he thought if Florent gave up fifty francs out of 
the hundred and fifty which he would receive monthly, the 
arrangement would be everything that could be desired; and, 
lowering his voice, he added that it would not be for long, for 
the poor fellow was consumptive to his very bones. Finally 
it was settled that Florent should see Monsieur Verlaque’s 
wife, and arrange matters with her, to avoid any possibility 
of hurting the old man’s feelings. 

The thought of this kindly action afforded Florent great 
relief, and he now accepted his duties with the object of 
doing good, thus continuing to play the part which he had 
been fulfilling all his life. However, he made the poultry- 
dealer promise that he would not speak of the matter to any- 
one; and as Gavard also felt a vague fear of Lisa, he kept 
the secret, which was really very meritorious in him. 

And now the whole pork-shop seemed happy. Handsome 
Lisa manifested the greatest friendliness towards her brother- 
in-law. She took care that he went to bed early, so as to be 
able to rise in good time; she kept his breakfast hot for him; 
and she no longer felt ashamed at being seen talking to him 
on the footway, now that he wore a laced cap. Quenu, quite 
delighted by all these good signs, sat down to table in the 
evening between his wife and brother with a lighter heart 
than ever. They often lingered over dinner till nine o’clock, 
leaving the shop in Augustine’s charge, and indulging in a 
leisurely digestion interspersed with gossip about the neigh- 
bourhocd, and the dogmatic opinions of Lisa on political 
topics; Florent also had to relate how matters had gone in 
the fish-market that day. He gradually grew less frigid, and 
began to taste the happiness of a well-regulated existence. 
There was a well-to-do comfort and trimness about the light 
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yellowish dining room which had a softening influence upon 

him as soon as he crossed its threshold. Handsome Lisa’s 

kindly attentions wrapped him, as it were, in cotton-wool ; 
and mutual esteem and concord reigned paramount. 

Gavard, however, considered the Quenu-Gradelles’ home 

to be too drowsy. He forgave Lisa her weakness for the 
Emperor, because, he said, one ought never to discuss politics 
with women, and beautiful Madame Quenu was, after all, 
a very worthy person, who managed her business admi- 
rably. Nevertheless, he much preferred to spend his evenings 
at Monsieur Lebigre’s, where he met a group of friends who 
shared his own opmions. Thus when Florent was appointed 
to the inspectorship of the fish-market, Gavard began to 
lead him astray, taking him off for hours, and prompting 
pa to lead a bachelor’s life now that he had obtained a 
erth. 

Monsieur Lebigre was the proprietor of a very fine 
establishment, fitted up in the modern luxurious style. 
Occupying the right-hand corner of the Rue Pirouette, and 
looking on to the Rue Rambuteau, it formed, with its four 
small Norwegian pines in green-painted tubs flanking the 
doorway, a worthy pendant to the big pork-shop of the 
Quenu-Gradelles. Through the clear glass windows you 
could see the interior, which was decorated with festoons of 
foliage, vine branches, and grapes, painted on a soft green 
ground. The floor was tiled with large black and white 
squares. At the far end was the yawning cellar entrance, 
above which rose a spiral staircase hung with red drapery, 
and leading to the billiard-room on the first floor. The 
counter or ‘bar’ on the right locked especially rich, and 
glittered like polished silver. Its zinc-work, hanging with a 
broad bulging border over the sub-structure of white and red 
marble, edged it with a rippling sheet of metal as if it were 
some high altar laden with embroidery. At one end, over a 
gas-stove, stood porcelain pots, decorated with circles of brass, 
and containing punch and hot wine. At the other extremity 
was a tall and richly sculptured marble fountain, from which 
a fine stream of water, so steady and continuous that it looked 
as though it were motionless, flowed into a basin. In the 
centre, edged on three sides by the sloping zinc surface of the 
counter, was a second basin for rinsing and cooling purposes, 
where quart bottles of draught wine, partially empty, reared 
their greenish necks. Then on the counter, to the right and 



THE FAT AND THE THIN 113 

left of this central basin, were batches of glasses symmetrically 
arranged: little glasses for brandy, thick tumblers for draught 
wine, cup glasses for brandied fruits, glasses for absinthe, glass 
mugs for beer, and tall goblets, all turned upside down and 
reflecting the glitter of the counter. On the left, moreover, 
was a metal urn, serving as a receptacle for gratuities; 
whilst a similar one on the right bristled with a fan-like 
arrangement of coffee spoons. 

Monsieur Lebigre was generally to be found enthroned 
behind his counter upon a seat covered with buttoned 
crimson leather. Within easy reach of his hand were the 
liqueurs in cut-glass decanters protruding from the com- 
partments of astand. His round back rested against a huge 
mirror which completely filled the panel behind him ; across 
it ran two glass shelves supporting an array of jars and 
bottles. Upon one of them the glass jars of preserved fruits, 
cherries, plums, and peaches, stood out darkly; while on the 
other, between symmetrically arranged packets of finger 
biscuits, were bright flasks of soft green and red and yellow 
glass, suggesting strange mysterious liqueurs, or floral 
extracts of exquisite limpidity. Standing on the glass shelf 
in the white glow of the mirror, these flasks, flashing as if on 
fire, seemed to be suspended in the air. 

To give his premises the appearance of a café, Monsieur 
Lebigre had placed two small tables of bronzed iron and four 
chairs against the wall, in front of the counter. A chandelier 
with five lights and frosted globes hung down from the ceil- 
ing. On the left was a round gilt timepiece, above a tourni- 
quet! fixed to the wall. Then at the far end came the private 
‘cabinet,’ a corner of the shop shut off by a partition glazed 
with frosted glass of a small square pattern. In the day-time 
this little room received a dim light from a window that looked 
on to the Rue Pirouette ; and in the evening a gas-jet burnt 
over the two tables painted to resemble marble. It was there 

1 This is a kind of dial turning on a pivot, and usually enclosed in 
a brass frame, from which radiate a few small handles or spokes. 
Round the face of the dial—usually of paper—are various numerals, 
and between the face and its glass covering is a small marble or wooden: 
ball. The appliance is used in lieu of dice or coins when two or more 
customers are ‘tossing’ for drinks. Each in turn sends the dial spin- 
ning round, and wins or loses according to the numeral against which 
the ball rests when the dial stops. As I can find no English name for 
the appliance, I have thought it best to describe it.—Trans. 

I 
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that Gavard and his political friends met each evening after 
dinner. They looked upon themselves as being quite at home 

there, and had prevailed on the landlord to reserve the place 

for them. When Monsieur Lebigre had closed the door of the 
glazed partition, they knew themselves to be so safely screened 
from intrusion that they spoke quite unreservedly of the great 
“sweep out’ which they were fond of discussing. No un- 
privileged customer would have dared to enter. 

On the first day that Gavard took Florent off he gave him 
some particulars of Monsieur Lebigre. He was a good fellow, 
he said, who sometimes came to drink his coffee with them ; 
and, as he had said one day that he had fought in ’48, no 
one felt the least constraint in his presence. He spoke but 
little, and seemed rather thick-headed. As the gentlemen 
assed him on their way to the private room they grasped his 

bawd in silence across the glasses and bottles. By his side 
on the crimson leather seat behind the counter there was 
generally a fair little woman, whom he had engaged as 
counter assistant in addition to the white-aproned waiter who 
attended to the tables and the billiard-room. The young 
woman’s name was Rose, and she seemed a very gentle and 
submissive being. Gavard, with a wink of his eye, told 
Florent that he fancied Lebigre had a weakness for her. It 
was she, by the way, who waited upon the friends in the 
private room, coming and going, with her happy, humble air,. 
amidst the stormiest political discussions. 

Upon the day on which the poultry-dealer took Florent to 
Lebigre’s to present him to his friends, the only person whom 
the pair found in the little room when they entered it was 
a man of some fifty years of age, of a mild and thoughtful 
appearance. He wore a rather shabby-looking hat and a 
long chestnut-coloured overcoat, and sat, with his chin rest- 
ing on the ivory knob of a thick cane, in front of a glass mug 
full of beer. His mouth was so completely concealed by a 
vigorous growth of beard that his face had a dumb, lipless 
appearance. 

‘How are you, Robine?’ exclaimed Gavard. 
Robine silently thrust out his hand, without making any 

reply, though his eyes softened into a slight smile of welcome. 
Then he let his chin drop on to the knob of his cane again, 
and looked at Florent over his beer. Florent had made 
Gavard swear to keep his story a secret for fear of some 
dangerous indiscretion ; and he was not displeased to observe 
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a touch of distrust in the discreet demeanour of the gentle- 
man with the heavy beard. However, he was really mistaken 
in this, for Robine never talked more than he did now. He 
was always the first to arrive, just as the clock struck eight ; 
and he always sat in the same corner, never letting go his 
hold of his cane, and never taking off either his hat or his 
overcoat. No one had ever seen him without his hat upon 
his head. He remained there listening to the talk of the 
others till midnight, taking four hours to empty his mug of 
beer, and gazing successively at the different speakers as 
though he heard them with his eyes. When Florent after- 
wards questioned Gavard about Robine, the poultry-dealer 
spoke of the latter as though he held him in high esteem. 
Robine, he asserted, was an extremely clever and able man, 
and, though he was unable to say exactly where he had given 
proof of his hostility to the established order of things, he 
declared that he was one of the most dreaded of the Govern- 
ment’s opponents. He lived in the Rue Saint Denis, in 
rooms to which no one as a rule could gain admission. The 
poultry-dealer, however, asserted that he himself had onco 
beenin them. The wax floors, he said, were protected by 
strips of green linen; and there were covers over the furni- 
ture, and an alabaster timepiece with columns. He had 
caught a glimpse of the back of a lady, who was just dis- 
appearing through one doorway as he was entering by another, 
and had taken her to be Madame Robine. She appeared to 
be an old lady of very genteel appearance, with her hair 
arranged in corkscrew curls; but of this he could not be quite 
certain. No one knew why they had taken up their abode 
amidst all the uproar of a business neighbourhood; for the 
husband did nothing at all, spending his days no one knew 
how and living on no one knew what, though he made his 
appearance every evening as though he were tired but 
delighted with some excursion into the highest regions of 
politics. 

‘Well, have you read the speech from the throne ?’ asked 
Gavard, taking up a newspaper that was lying on the table. 

Robine shrugged his shoulders. Just at that moment, 
however, the door of the glazed partition clattered noisily, 
and a hunchback made his appearance. Florent at cnce 
recognised the deformed crier of the fish-market, though his 
hands were now washed and he was neatly dressed, ve his 

I 
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neck encircled by a great red muffler, one end of which hung 
down over his hump like the skirt of a Venetian cloak. 

‘ Ah, here’s Logre !’ exclaimed the poultry-dealer. ‘Now 
we shall hear what he thinks about the speech from the 
throne.’ pe Nas 

Logre, however, was apparently furious. To begin with 
he almost broke the pegs off in hanging up his hat and 
muffler. Then he threw himself violently into a chair, and 
brought his fist down on the table, while tossing away the 
newspaper. 

‘Do you think I read their fearful lies?’ he cried. 
Then he gave vent to the anger raging within him. ‘ Did 

ever anyone hear,’ he cried, ‘of masters making such fools of 
their people? For two whole hours I’ve been waiting for my 
pay! - There were ten of us in the office kicking our heels 
there. Then at last Monsieur Manoury arrived in a cab. 
Where he had come from I don’t know, and don’t care, but 
I’m quite sure it wasn’t any respectable place. Those sales- 
men are all a parcel of thieves and libertines! And then, 
too, the hog actually gave me all my money in small change!’ 

Robine expressed his sympathy with Logre by a slight 
movement of his eyelids. But suddenly the hunchback be- 
thought him of a victim upon whom to pour out his wrath. 
‘Rose! Rose!’ he cried, stretching his head out of the little 
room. 

The young woman quickly responded to the call, trembling 
all over. 

‘Well,’ shouted Logre, ‘ what do you stand staring at me 
like that for? Much good that'll do! You saw me come in, 
didn’t you? Why haven’t you brought me my glass of black 
coffee, then?’ 

Gavard ordered two similar glasses, and Rose made all 
haste to bring what was required, while Logre glared sternly 
at the glasses and little sugar trays as if studying them. 
When he had taken a drink he seemed to grow somewhat 
calmer. ‘ 

‘But it’s Charvet who must be getting bored,’ he said 
presently. ‘He is waiting outside on the pavement for 
Clémence.’ 

Charvet, however, now made his appearance, followed by 
Clémence. He was a tall, scraggy young man, carefully 
shaved, with a skinny nose and thin lips. He lived in the 
Rue Vavin, behind the Luxembourg, and called himself a 
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professor. In politics he was a disciple of Hébert.! He wore 
his hair very long, and the collar and lapels of his threadbare 
frock-coat were broadly turned back. Affecting the manner 
and speech of a member of the National Convention, he would 
pour out such a flood of bitter words and make such a haughty 
display of pedantic learning that he generally crushed his 
adversaries. Gavard was afraid of him, though he would 
not confess it; still, in Charvet’s absence he would say that 
he really went too far. Robine, for his part, expressed approval 
of everything with his eyes. Logre sometimes opposed Charvet 
on the question of salaries; but the other was really the 
autocrat of the coterie, having the greatest fund of informa- 
tion and the most overbearing manner. For more than ten 
years he and Clémence had lived together as man and wife, 
in accordance with a previously arranged contract, the terms 
of which were strictly observed by both parties to it. Florent 
looked at the young woman with some little surprise, but at 
last he recollected where he had previously seen her. This 
was at the fish auction. She was, indeed, none other than the 
tall dark female clerk whom he had observed writing with out- 
stretched fingers, after the manner of one who had been care- 
fully instructed in the art of holding a pen. 

Rose made her appearance at the heels of the two new- 
comers. Without saying a word she placed a mug of beer 
before Charvet and a tray before Clémence, who in a leisurely 
way began to compound a glass of ‘grog,’ pouring some hot 
water over a slice of lemon, which she crushed with her 
spoon, and glancing carefully at the decanter as she poured 
out some rum, so as not to add more of it than a small liqueur 
glass could contain. 

Gavard now presented Florent to the company, but more 
especially to Charvet. He introduced them to one another as 
professors, and very able men, who would be sure to get on. 
well together. But it was probable that he had already been 
guilty of some indiscretion, for all the men at once shook 
hands with a tight and somewhat masonic squeeze of each 
other’s fingers. Charvet, for his part, showed himself almost 
amiable; and whether he and the others knew anything of 

1 Hébert, as the reader will remember, was the furious demagogue 
with the foul tongue and poisoned pen who edited the Pére Duchesne at 
the time of the first French Revolution. We had a revival of his politics 
and his journal in Paris during the Commune of 1871.—Trans, 
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Florent’s antecedents, they at all events indulged in no 
embarrassing allusions. 

‘Did Manoury pay you in small change?’ Logre asked 
Clémence. 

She answered affirmatively, and produced a roll of franes, 
and another of two-franc pieces, and unwrapped them. 
Charvet watched her, and his eyes followed the rolls as she 
replaced them in her pocket, after counting their contents 
and satisfying herself that they were correct. 

‘We have our accounts to settle,’ he said in a low voice. 
‘Yes, we'll settle up to-night,’ the young woman replied. 

‘But we are about even, I should think. I’ve breakfasted 
with you four times, haven’t 1? But I lent you a hundred 
sous last week, you know.’ 

Florent, surprised at hearing this, discreetly turned his 
head away. Then Clémence slipped the last roll of silver 
into her pocket, drank a little of her grog, and, leaning 
against the glazed partition, quietly settled herself down to 
listen to the men talking politics. Gavard had taken up the 
newspaper again, and, in tones which he strove to render 
comic, was reading out some passages of the speech from the 
throne which had been delivered that morning at the opening 
of the Chambers. Charvet made fine sport of the official 
phraseology; there was not a single line of it which he did 
not tear to pieces. One sentence afforded especial amuse- 
ment to them all. It was this: ‘We are confident, gentle- 
men, that, leaning on your lights! and the conservative 
sentiments of the country, we shall succeed in increasing the 
national prosperity day by day.’ 

Logre rose up and repeated this sentence, and by speak- 
ing through his nose succeeded fairly well in mimicking the 
Emperor's drawling voice. 

‘It’s lovely, that prosperity of his; why, everyone's dying 
of hunger!’ said Charvet. 

‘Trade is shocking,’ asserted Gavard. 
‘And what in the name of goodness is the meaning of 

anybody “leaning on lights’ ?’ continued Clémence, who 
prided herself upon literary culture. 

Robine himself even allowed a faint laugh to escape from 

_ ‘In the sense of illumination of mind. It has been necessary to 
give a literal translation of this phrase to enable the reader to realise 
the point of subsequent witticisms in which Clémence and Gavard 
indulge.— Trans. 



THE FAT AND THE THIN 119 

the depths of his beard. The discussion began to grow warm. 
The party fell foul of the Corps Législatif, and spoke of it 
with great severity. Logre did not cease ranting, and Florent 
found him the same as when he cried the fish at the auctions 
—protruding his jaws and hurling his words forward with a 
wave of the arm, whilst retaining the crouching attitude of 
a snarling dog. Indeed, he talked politics in just the same 
furious manner as he offered a tray full of soles for sale, 

Charvet, on the other hand, became quieter and colder 
amidst the smoke of the pipes and the fumes of the gas which 
were now filling the little den; and his voice assumed a dry 
incisive tone, sharp like a guillotine blade, while Robine 
gently wagged his head without once removing his chin from 
the ivory knob of his cane. However, some remark of 
Gavard’s led the conversation to the subject of women. 
‘Woman, ‘declared Charvet -drily, ‘is the equal of man; 
and, that being so, she ought not to inconvenience him in the 
management of his life. Marriage is a partnership, in which 
everything should be halved. Isn’t that so, Clémence ?’ 

‘Clearly so,’ replied the young woman, leaning back with 
her head against the wall and gazing into the air. 

However, Florent now saw Lacaille, the costermonger, 
and Alexandre, the porter, Claude Lantier’s friend, come into 
the little room. In the past these two had long remained at 
the other table in the sanctum; they did not belong to the 
same class as the others. By the help of politics, however, 
their chairs had drawn nearer, and they had ended by forming 
part of the circle. Charvet, in whose eyes they represented 
‘the people,’ did his best to indoctrinate them with his 
advanced political theories, while Gavard played the part of 
the shopkeeper free from all social prejudices by clinking 
glasses with them. Alexandre was a cheerful, good-humoured 
giant, with the manner of a big merry lad. Lacaille, on the 
other hand, was embittered; his hair was already grizzling ; 
and, bent and wearied by his ceaseless perambulations through 
the streets of Paris, he would at times glance loweringly at 
the placid figure of Robine, and his sound boots and heavy 
coat. 

That evening both Lacaille and Alexandre called fora 
liqueur glass of brandy, and then the conversation was 
renewed with increased warmth and excitement, the party 
being now quite complete. A little later, while the door of 
the cabinet was left ajar, Florent caught sight of Made- 
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moiselle Saget standing in front of the counter. She had 
taken a bottle from under her apron, and was watching Rose 
as the latter poured into it a large measureful of black-currant 
syrup and a smaller one of brandy. Then the bottle dis- 
appeared under the apron again, and Mademoiselle Saget, 
with her hands out of sight, remained talking in the bright 
glow of the counter, face to face with the big mirror, in which 
the flasks and bottles of liqueurs were reflected like rows of 
Venetian lanterns. In the evening all the metal and glass of 
the establishment helped to illuminate it with wonderful 
brilliancy. The old maid, standing there in her black skirts, 
looked almost like some big strange insect amidst all the 
crude brightness. Florent noticed that she was trying to 
inveigle Rose into a conversation, and shrewdly suspected that 
she had caught sight of him through the half-open doorway. 
Since he had been on duty at the markets he had met her at 
almost every step, loitering in one or another of the covered 
ways, and generally in the company of Madame Lecceur and 
La Sarriette. He had noticed also that the three women 
stealthily examined him, and seemed lost in amazement at 
seeing him installed in the position of inspector. That even- 
ing, however, Rose was no doubt loth to enter into conversa- 
tion with the old maid, for the latter at last turned round, 
apparently with the intention of approaching Monsieur 
Lebigre, who was playing piquet with a customer at one of 
the bronzed tables. Creeping quietly along, Mademoiselle 
Saget had at last managed to instal herself beside the partition 
of the cabinet, when she was observed by Gavard, who 
detested her, 

‘Shut the door, Florent!’ he cried unceremoniously. 
‘We can’t even be by ourselves, it seems!’ 

When midnight came and Lacaille went away he ex- 
changed a few whispered words with Monsieur Lebigre, and as 
the latter shook hands with him he slipped four five-franc 
pieces into his palm, without anyone noticing it. ‘That'll 
make twenty-two francs that you’ll have to pay to-morrow, 
remember,’ he whispered in his ear. ‘The person who lends 
the money won't do it for less in future. Don’t forget, too, 
that you owe three days’ truck hire. You must pay every- 
thing off.’ 

Then Monsieur Lebigre wished the friends good night. 
He was very sleepy and should sleep well, he said, with a 
yawn which revealed his big teeth, while Rose gazed at him 
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with an air of submissive humility. However, he gave her a 
push, and told her to go and turn out the gas in the little 
room. 

On reaching the pavement, Gavard stumbled and nearly 
fell. And being in a humorous vein, he thereupon ex- 
claimed: ‘Confound it all! At any rate, I don’t seem to be 
leaning on anybody’s lights.’ 

This remark seemed to amuse the others, and the party 
broke up. A little later Florent returned to Lebigre’s, and 
indeed he became quite attached to the ‘cabinet,’ finding a 
seductive charm in Robine’s contemplative silence, Logre’s 
fiery outbursts, and Charvet’s cool venom. When he went 
home, he did not at once retire to bed. He had grown very 
fond of his attic, that girlish bedroom, where Augustine had 
left scraps of ribbon, souvenirs, and other feminine trifles lying 
about, There still remained some hair-pins on the mantel- 
piece, with gilt cardboard boxes of buttons and lozenges, cut- 
out pictures, and empty pomade pots that retained an odour 
of jasmine. Then there were some reels of thread, needles, 
and a missal lying by the side of a soiled Dream-book 
in the drawer of the rickety deal table. A white summer- 
dress with yellow spots hung forgotten from a nail; while 
upon the board which served as a toilet-table a big stain 
behind the water-jug showed where a bottle of bandoline had 
been overturned. ‘I'he little chamber, with its narrow iron 
bed, its two rush-bottomed chairs, and its faded grey wall- 
paper, was instinct with innocent simplicity. The plain white 
curtains, the childishness suggested by the cardboard boxes 
and the Dream-book, and the clumsy coquetry which had 
stained the walls, all charmed Florent and brought him back 
to dreams of youth. He would have preferred not to have 
known that plain, wiry-haired Augustine, but to have been 
able to imagine that he was occupying the room of a sister, 
some bright sweet girl of whose budding womanhood every 
trifle around him spoke. 

Yet another pleasure which he took was to lean out 
of the garret window at night-time. In front of it was a 
narrow ledge of roof, enclosed by an iron railing, and forming 
a sort of balcony, on which Augustine had grown a pome- 
granate in a box. Since the nights had turned cold, Florent 
had brought the pomegranate indoors and kept it by the foot 
of his bed till morning. He would linger for a few minutes 
by the open window, inhaling deep draughts of the sharp 
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fresh air which was wafted up from the Seine, over the house- 
tops of the Rue de Rivoli. Below him the roofs of the 
markets spread confusedly in a grey expanse, like slumbering 
lakes on whose surface the furtive reflection of a pane of 
glass gleamed every now and then like a silvery ripple. 
Farther away the roofs of the meat and poultry pavilions lay 
in deeper gloom, and became mere masses of shadow barring 
the horizon. Florent delighted in the great stretch of open 
sky in front of him, in that spreading expanse of the markets 
which amidst all the narrow city streets brought him a dim 
vision of some strip of sea-coast, of the still grey waters of 
a bay scarce quivering from the roll of the distant billows. 
He used to lose himself in dreams as he stood there; each 
night he conjured up the vision of some fresh coast-line. To 
return in mind to the eight years of despair which he had 
spent away frora France rendered him both very sad and 
very happy. Then at last, shivering all over, he would close 
the window. Often, as he stood in front of the fireplace 
taking off his collar, the photograph of Auguste and Augus- 
tine would fill him with a vague disquietude. They seemed 
to be watching him as they stood there, hand in hand, smiling 
faintly. 

Florent’s first few weeks at the fish-market were very 
painful to him. The Méhudins treated him with open 
hostility, which infected the whole market with a spirit of 
opposition. The beautiful Norman intended to revenge her- 
self on the handsome Lisa, and the latter’s cousin seemed a 
victim ready to hand. 

The Méhudins came from Rouen. Louise’s mother still 
related how she had first arrived in Paris with a basket of eels. 
She had ever afterwards remained in the fish trade. She had 
married a man employed in the Octroi service, who had died 
leaving her with two little girls. It was she who by her full 
figure and glowing freshness had won for herself in earlier 
days the nickname of ‘ the beautiful Norman,’ which her eldest 
daughter had inherited. Now five-and-sixty years of age, 
Madame Méhudin had become flabby and shapeless, and the 
damp air of the fish-market had rendered her voice rough 
and hoarse, and given a bluish tinge to her skin, Sedentary 
life had made her extremely bulky, and her head was thrown 
backwards by the exuberance of her bosom. She had never 
been willing to renounce the fashions of her younger days, 
but still wore the flowered gown, the yellow kerchief, and 
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turban-like head-gear of the classic fish-wife, besides retaining 
the latter’s loud voice and rapidity of gesture as she stood 
with her hands on her hips, shouting out the whole abusive 
vocabulary of her calling. 

She looked back regretfully to the old Marché des Inno- 
cents, which the new central markets had supplanted. She 
would talk of the ancient rights of the market ‘ladies,’ and 
mingle stories of fisticufls exchanged with the police with 
reminiscences of the visits she had paid to Court in the time 
of Charles X. and Louis Philippe, dressed in silk, and carry- 
ing a bouquet of flowers in her hand. Old Mother Méhudin, 
as she was now generally called, had for a long time been the 
banner-bearer of the Sisterhood of the Virgin at St. Leu. 
She would relate that in the processions in the church there 
she had worn a dress and cap of tulle trimmed with satin 
ribbons, whilst holding aloft in her puffy fingers the gilded 
staff of the richly-fringed silk standard on which the figure of 
the Holy Mother was embroidered. 

‘According to the gossip of the neighbourhood, the old 
woman had made a fairly substantial fortune, though the 
only signs of it were the massive gold ornaments with which 
she loaded her neck and arms and bosom on important 
occasions. Her two daughters got on badly together as they 
grew up. The younger one, Claire, an idle, fair-complexioned 
girl, complained of the ill-treatment which she received from 
her sister Louise, protesting, in her languid voice, that she 
could never submit to be the other’s servant. As they would 
certainly have ended by coming to blows, their mother 
separated them. She gave her stall in the fish-market to 
Louise, while Claire, whom the smell of the skate and the 
herrings affected in the lungs, installed herself among the 
fresh-water fish. And from that time the old mother, 
although she pretended to have retired from business 
altogether, would flit from one stall to the other, still inter- 
fering in the selling of the fish, and causing her daughters 
continual annoyance by the foul insolence with which she 
would at times speak to customers.! 

Claire was a fantastical creature, very gentle in her 
manner, and yet continually at loggerheads with others. 
People said that she invariably followed her own whimsical 

1 The Paris fish-wives, even to-day, are notorious for the filth of their 
language,— Trans, 
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inclinations. In spite of her dreamy, girlish face she was 
imbued with a nature of silent firmness, a spirit of inde- 

pendence which prompted her to live apart; she never took 

things as other people did, but would one day evince perfect 
fairness, and the next day arrant injustice. She would some- 
times throw the market into confusion by suddenly increasing 
or lowering the prices at her stall, without anyone being able 
to guess her reason for doing so. She herself would refuse 
to explain her motive. By the time she reached her thirtieth 
year, her delicate physique and fine skin, which the water of 
the tanks seemed to keep continually fresh and soft, her small, 
faintly-marked face and lissom limbs would probably become 
heavy, coarse, and flabby, till she would look like some faded 
saint that had stepped from a stained-glass window into the 
degrading sphere of the markets. At twenty-two, however, 
Claire, in the midst of her carp and eels, was, to use Claude 
Lantier’s expression, a Murillo. A Murillo, that is, whose 
hair was often in disorder, who wore heavy shoes and clumsily 
cut dresses, which left her without any figure. But she was 
free from all coquetry, and she assumed an air of scornful 
contempt when Louise, displaying her bows and ribbons, 
chaffed her about her clumsily knotted neckerchiefs. More- 
over, she was virtuous; it was said that the son of a rich 
shopkeeper in the neighbourhood had gone abroad in despair 
at having failed to induce her to listen to his suit. 

Louise, the beautiful Norman, was of a different nature. 
She had been engaged to be married to a clerk in the corn- 
market; but a sack of flour falling upon the young man had 
broken his back and killed him. Not very long afterwards 
Louise had given birth toa boy. In the Méhudins’ circle of 
acquaintance she was looked upon as a widow; and the old 
fish-wife in conversation would occasionally refer to the time 
when her son-in-law was alive. 

The Méhudins were a power in the markets. When 
Monsieur Verlaque had finished instructing Florent in his 
new duties, he advised him to conciliate certain of the stall- 
holders, if he wished his life to be endurable ; and he even 
carried his sympathy so far as to put him in possession of the 
little secrets of the office, such as the various little breaches 
of rule that it was necessary to wink at, and those at which 
he would have to feign stern displeasure ; and also the cir- 
cumstances under which he might accept a small present. A 
market inspector is at once a constable and a magistrate; he 
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has to maintain proper order and cleanliness, and settle in a 
conciliatory spirit all disputes between buyers and sellers. 
Florent, who was of a weak disposition, put on an artificial 
sternness when he was obliged to exercise his authority, and 
generally over-acted his part. Moreover, his gloomy, pariah- 
like face and bitterness of spirit, the result of long suffering, 
were against him. 

The beautiful Norman’s idea was to involve him in some 
quarrel or other. She had sworn that he would not keep his 
berth a fortnight. ‘That fat Lisa’s much mistaken,’ said she 
one morning on meeting Madame Lecœur, ‘if she thinks that 
she’s going to put people over us. We don’t want such ugly 
wretches here. That sweetheart of hers is a perfect fright !’ 

After the auctions, when Florent commenced his round of 
inspection, strolling slowly through the dripping alleys, he 
could plainly see the beautiful Norman watching him with an 
impudent smile on her face. Her stall, which was in the 
second row on the left, near the fresh-water fish department, 
faced the Rue Rambuteau. She would turn round, however, 
and never take her eyes off her victim whilst making fun of 
him with her neighbours. And when he passed in front of 
her, slowly examining the slabs, she feigned hilarious merri- 
ment, slapped her fish with her hand, and turned her, jets of 
water on at full stream, flooding the pathway. Nevertheless 
Florent remained perfectly calm. 

At last, one morning as was bound to happen, war broke 
out. As Florent reached La Normande’s stall that day an 
unbearable stench assailed his nostrils. On the marble slab, 
in addition to part of a magnificent salmon, showing its soft 
roseate flesh, there lay some turbots of creamy whiteness, a 
few conger eels pierced with black pins to mark their divisions, 
several pairs of soles, and some bass and red mullet—in fact, 
quite a display of fresh fish. But in the midst of it, amongst 
all these fish whose eyes still gleamed and whose gills were 
of a bright crimson, there lay a huge skate of a ruddy tinge, 
splotched with dark stains—superb, indeed, with all its strange 
colourings. Unfortunately, it was rotten; its tail was falling 
off and the ribs of its fins were breaking through the skin. 

‘You must throw that skate away,’ said Florent as he 
came up. 

The beautiful Norman broke into a slight laugh. Florent 
raised his eyes and saw her standing before him, with her 
back against the bronze lamp-post which lighted the stalls in 
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her division. She had mounted upon a box to keep her feet 
out of the damp, and appeared very tall as he glanced at her. 

She looked also handsomer than usual, with her hair arranged 

in little curls, her sly face slightly bent, her lips compressed, 

and her hands showing somewhat too rosily against her big 

white apron. Florent had never before seen her decked with 
so much jewellery. She had long pendants in her ears, a 
chain round her neck, a brooch in her dress body, and quite 
a collection of rings on two fingers of her left hand and one 
of her right. 

As she still continued to look slyly at Florent, without 
making any reply, the latter continued: ‘Do you hear? You 
must remove that skate.’ 

He had not yet noticed the presence of old Madame 
Méhudin, who sat all of a heap on a chair in a corner. She 
now got up, however, and, with her fists resting on the marble 
slab, insolently exclaimed: ‘Dear me! And why is she to 
throw her skate away ? You won’t pay her for it, I'll bet!’ 

Florent immediately understood the position. The women 
at the other stalls began to titter, and he felt that he was 
surrounded by covert rebellion, which a word might cause to 
blaze forth. He therefore restrained himself, and in person 
drew the refuse-pail from under the stall and dropped the 
skate into it. Old Madame Méhudin had already stuck her 
hands on her hips, while the beautiful Norman, who had not 
spoken a word, burst into another malicious laugh as Florent 
strode sternly away amidst a chorus of jeers, which he pre- 
tended not to hear. ; 

Each day now some new trick was played upon him, and 
he was obliged to walk through the market alleys as warily 
as though he were in a hostile country. He was splashed 
with water from the sponges employed to cleanse the slabs ; 
he stumbled and almost fell over slippery refuse intentionally 
spread in his way; and even the porters contrived to run 
their baskets against the nape of his neck. One day, more- 
over, when two of the fish-wives were quarrelling, and he 
hastened up to prevent them from coming to blows, he was 
obliged to duck in order to escape being slapped on either cheek 
by a shower of little dabs which passed over his head. There 
was a general outburst of laughter on this occasion, and 
Florent always believed that the two fish-wives were in league 
with the Méhudins. However, his old-time experiences as a 
teacher had endowed him with angelic patience, and he was 
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able to maintain a magisterial coolness of manner even when 
anger was hotly rising within him, and his whole being 
quivered with a sense of humiliation. Still, the young scamps 
of the Rue de l’Estrapade had never manifested the savagery 
of these fish-wives, the cruel tenacity of these huge females, 
whose massive figures heaved and shook with a giant-like joy 
whenever he fell into any trap. They stared him out of 
countenance with their red faces ; and in the coarse tones of 
their voices and the impudent gestures of their hands he 
could read volumes of filthy abuse levelled at himself. 
Gavard would have been quite in his element amidst all these 
petticoats, and would have freely cuffed them all round; but 
Florent, who had always been afraid of women, gradually 
felt overwhelmed as by a sort of nightmare in which 
giant women, buxom beyond all imagination, danced threa- 
teningly around him, shouting at him in hoarse voices and 
brandishing bare arms, as massive as any prize-fighter’s. 

Amongst this horde of females, however, Florent had one 
friend. Claire unhesitatingly declared that the new inspector 
was a very good fellow. When he passed in front of her, 
pursued by the coarse abuse of the others, she gave him a 
pleasant smile, sitting nonchalantly behind her stall, with 
unruly errant locks of pale hair straying over her neck and. 
her brow, and the bodice of her dress pinned all askew. He 
also often saw her dipping her hands into her tanks, transfer- 
ring the fish from one compartment to another, and amusing 
herself by turning on the brass taps, shaped like little dol- 
phins with open mouths, from which the water poured in 
streamlets. Amidst the rustling sound of the water she had 
some of the quivering grace of a girl who has just been 
bathing and has hurriedly slipped on her clothes. 

One morning she was particularly amiable. She called 
the inspector to her to show him a huge cel which had been 
the wonder of the market when exhibited at the auction. 
She opened the grating, which she had previously closed over 
the basin in whose depths the eel seemed to be lying sound 
asleep. 

‘Wait a moment,’ she said, ‘ and I’ll show it to you.’ 
Then she gently slipped her bare arm into the water; it 

was not a very plump arm, and its veins showed softly blue 
beneath its satiny skin. As soon as the eel felt her touch, 
it rapidly twisted round, and seemed to fill the narrow trough 
with its glistening greenish coils. And directly it had settled 
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down to rest again Claire once more stirred it with her finger- 
tips. 
ee It ig an enormous creature,’ Florent felt bound to say. 

‘I have rarely seen such a fine one.’ 
Claire thereupon confessed to him that she had at first 

been frightened of eels; but now she had learned how to 
tighten her grip so that they could not slip away. From 
another compartment she took a smaller one, which began 
to wriggle both with head and tail, as she held it about the 
middle in her closed fist. This made her laugh. She let it 
go, then seized another and another, scouring the basin and 
stirring up the whole heap of snaky-looking creatures with 
her slim fingers. 

Afterwards she began to speak of the slackness of trade. 
The hawkers on the foot-pavement of the covered way did 
the regular saleswomen a great deal of injury, she said. 
Meantime her bare arm, which she had not wiped, was 
glistening and dripping with water. Big drops trickled from 
each finger. 

‘Oh,’ she exclaimed suddenly, ‘I must show you my carp, 
too !’ 

She now removed another grating, and, using both hands, 
lifted out a large carp, which began to flap its tail and gasp. 
It was too big to be held conveniently, so she sought another 
one. This was smaller, and she could hold it with one hand, 
but the latter was forced slightly open by the panting of the 
sides each time that the fish gasped. To amuse herself it 
occurred to Claire to pop the tip of her thumb into the carp’s 
mouth whilst it was dilated. ‘It won’t bite,’ said she with 
her gentle laugh ; ‘it’s not spiteful. No more are the craw- 
fishes; I’m not the least afraid of them.’ 

She plunged her arm into the water again, and from a 
compartment full of a confused crawling mass brought up a 
crawfish that had caught her little finger in its claws. She 
gave the creature a shake, but it no doubt gripped her too 
tightly, for she turned very red, and snapped off its claw with 
a quick, angry gesture, though still continuing to smile. 

‘By the way,’ she continued quickly, to conceal her 
emotion, ‘I wouldn’t trust myself with a pike; he’d cut off 
my fingers like a knife.’ 

She thereupon showed him some big pike arranged in 
order of size upon clean scoured shelves, beside some bronze- 
hued tench and little heaps of gudgeon. Her hands were 
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now quite slimy with handling the carp, and as she stood 
there in the dampness rising from the tanks, she held them 
outstretched over the dripping fish on the stall. She seemed 
enveloped by an odour of spawn, that heavy scent which 
rises from among the reeds and water-lilies when the fish, 
languid in the sunlight, discharge their eggs. Then she 
wiped her hands on her apron, still smiling the placid smile 
of a girl who knew nothing of passion in that quivering 
atmosphere of the frigid loves of the river. , 

The kindliness which Claire showed to Florent was but 
a slight consolation to him. By stopping to talk to the girl 
he only drew upon himself still coarser jeers from the other 
stall-keepers. Claire shrugged her shoulders, and said that 
her mother was an old jade, and her sister a worthless crea- 
ture. The injustice of the market-folk towards the new 
inspector filled her with indignation. The war between them, 
however, grew more bitter every day. Florent had serious 
thoughts of resigning his post; indeed, he would not have 
retained it for another twenty-four hours if he had not been 
afraid that Lisa might imagine him to be a coward. He was 
frightened of what she might say and what she might think. 
She was naturally well aware of the great contest which was 
going on between the fish-wives and their inspector; for the 
whole echoing market resounded with it, and the entire 
neighbourhood discussed each fresh incident with endless 
comments. 

‘Ah, well,’ Lisa would often say in the evening, after 
dinner, ‘I’d soon bring them to reason if I had anything to 
do with them! Why, they are a lot of dirty jades that I 
wouldn’t touch with the tip of my finger! That Normande 
is the lowest of the low! Id soon crush her, that I 
would! You should really use your authority, Florent. You 
are wrong to behave as you do. Put your foot down, and 
they'll all come to their senses very quickly, you’ll see.’ 

A terrible climax was presently reached. One morning 
the servant of Madame Taboureau, the baker, came to the 
market to buy a brill; and the beautiful Norman, having 
noticed her lingering near her stall for several minutes, began 
to make overtures to her in a coaxing way: ‘Come and see 
me; I'll suit you,’ she said. ‘ Would you like a pair of soles, 
or a fine turbot?’ 

Then as the servant at last came up, and sniffed at a brill 
with that dissatisfied pout which buyers assume in the hope 

& 
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of getting what they want at a lower price, La Normande 
continued : : ' 

‘ Just feel the weight of that, now,’ and so saying she laid 

the brill, wrapped in & sheet of thick yellow paper, on the 
woman’s open palm. 

The servant, a mournful little woman from Auvergne, felt 
the weight of the brill, and examined its gills, still pouting, 
and saying not a word. 

‘And how much do you want for it?’ she asked presently, 
in a reluctant tone. 

‘ Fifteen franes,’ replied La Normande. 
At this the servant hastily laid the brill on the stall again, 

‘and seemed anxious to hurry away, but the other detained 
her. ‘Wait a moment, said she. ‘What do you offer?’ 

‘No, no, I can’t take it. It is much too deav.’ 
5 Come, now, make me an offer.’ 
* Well, will you take eight francs ?’ 
Old Madame Méhudin, who was there, suddenly seemed 

to wake up, and broke out into a contemptuous laugh. Did 
people think that she and her daughter stole the fish they 
sold? ‘Eight francs for a brill of that size!’ she exclaimed. 
‘You'll be wanting one for nothing next, to use as a cooling 
plaster !’ 

Meantime La Normande turned her head away, as though 
greatly offended. However, the servant came back twice 
and offered nine francs; and finally she increased her bid to 
ten. 

‘ All right, come on, give me your money!’ cried the fish- 
girl, seeing that the woman was now really going away. 

The servant took her stand in front of the stall and 
entered into a friendly gossip with old Madame Méhudin. 
Madame Taboureau, she said, was so exacting! She had gct 
some people coming to dinner that evening, some cousins 
from Blois, a notary and his wife. Madame Taboureau’s 
family, she added, was a very respectablo one, and she herself, 
although only a baker, had received an excellent education. 

‘You'll clean it nicely for me, won't you?’ added the 
woman, pausing in her chatter. 

With a jerk of her finger La Normande had removed the 
fish’s entrails and tossed them into a pail. Then she slipped 
a corner of her apron under its gills to wipe away a few grains 
of sand, ‘There, my dear,’ she said, putting the fish into the 
servant's basket, ‘ you'll come back to thank me,’ 
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Cortainly the servant did come back a quarter of an hour 
afterwards, but it was with a flushed, red face. She had been 
crying, and her little body was trembling all over with anger. 
Tossing the brill on to the marble slab, she pointed to a broad 
gash in its belly that reached the bone. Then a flood of 
broken words burst from her throat, which was still contracted 
by sobbing: ‘Madame Taboureau won’t have it. She says 
she couldn't put it on her table. She told me, too, that I was 
an idiot, and let myself be cheated by anyone. You can sce 
for yourself that the fish is spoilt. I never thought of turning 
it round; I quite trusted you. Give me my ten francs back.’ 

‘You should look at what you buy,’ the handsome Norman 
calmly observed. 

And then, as the servant was just raising her voice again, 
old Madame Méhudin got up. ‘Just you shut up!’ she 
cried. ‘ We're not going to take back a fish that’s been knock- 
ing about in other people’s houses. How do we know that 
you didn’t let it fall and damage it yourself?’ 

‘I! I damage it!’ The little servant was choking with 
indignation. ‘Ah! you’re a couple of thieves!’ she cried, sob- 
bing bitterly. ‘ Yes, a couple of thieves! Madame Taboureau 
herself told me so!’ 

Matters then became uproarious. Boiling over with rage 
and brandishing their fists, both mother and daughter fairly 
exploded; while the poor little servant, quite bewildered by 
their voices, the one hoarse and the other shrill, which bela- 
boured her with insults as though they were battledores and 
she a shuttlecock, sobbed on more bitterly than ever. 

‘Be off with you! Your Madame Taboureau would like 
to be half as fresh as that fish is! She’d like us to sew it 
up for her, no doubt!’ 

‘A whole fish for ten francs! What’ll she want next!’ 
Then came coarse words and foul accusations. Had the 

servant been the most worthless of her sex she could not have 
been more bitterly upbraided. 

Florent, whom the market-keeper had gone to fetch, made 
his appearance when the quarrel was atits hottest. The whole 
pavilion seemed to be in a state of insurrection. The fish- 
wives, who manifest the keenest jealousy of each other when 
the sale of a penny herring is in question, display a united 
front when a quarrel arises with a buyer. They sang the 
popular old ditty, ‘The baker’s wife has heaps of crowns, 
which cost her precious little’; they stamped their = and 

Ex 
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goaded the Méhudins as though the latter were dogs which 
they were urging on to bite and devour. And there were 

even some, having stalls at the other end of the alley, who 

rushed up wildly, as though they meant to spring at the 
chignon of the poor little woman, she meantime being quite 
submerged by the flood of insulting abuse poured upon her. 

‘Return mademoiselle her ten francs,’ said Florent sternly, 
when he had learned what had taken place. 

But old Madame Méhudin had her blood up. ‘As for 
you, my little man,’ quoth she, ‘go to blazes! Here, that’s 
how I'll return the ten francs!’ 

As she spoke, she flung the brill with all her force at the 
head of Madame Taboureau’s servant, who received it full in 
the face. The blood spurted from her nose, and the brill, 
after adhering for a moment to her cheeks, fell to the ground 
and burst with a flop like that of a wet clout. This brutal 
act threw Florent into a fury. The beautiful Norman felt 
frightened and recoiled, as he cricd out: ‘I suspend you for a 
week, and I will have your licence withdrawn. You hear me?’ 

Then, as the other fish-wives were still jeering behind him, 
he turned round with such a threatening air that they quailed 
like wild beasts mastered by the tamer, and tried to assume 
an expression of innocence. When the Méhudins had returned 
the ten francs, Florent peremptorily ordered them to cease 
selling at once. The old woman was choking with rage, 
while the daughter kept silent, but turned very white. She, the 
beautiful Norman, to be driven out of her stall! 

Claire said in her quiet voice that it served her mother 
and sister right, a remark which nearly resulted in the two 
girls tearing each other’s hair out that evening when they 
returned home to the Rue Pirouette. However, when the 
Méhudins came back to the market at the week’s end, 
they remained very quiet, reserved, and curt of speech, 
though full of a cold-blooded wrath. Moreover, they found 
the pavilion quite calm and restored to order again. From 
that day forward the beautiful Norman must have har- 
boured the thought of some terrible vengeance. She felt 
that she really had Lisa to thank for what had happened. 
She had met her, the day after the battle, carrying her head 
50 high, that she had sworn she would make her pay dearly 
for her glance of triumph. She held interminable con- 
fabulations with Mademoiselle Saget, Madame Lecœur, and 
La Sarriette, in quiet corners of the market; however, all their 
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chatter about the shameless conduct which they slanderously 
ascribed to Lisa and her cousin, and about the hairs which 
they declared were found in Quenu’s chitterlings, brought 
La Normande little consolation. She was trying to think 
of some very malicious plan of vengeance, which would strike 
her rival to the heart. 

Her child was growing up in the fish-market in all frec- 
dom and neglect. When but three years old the youngster 
had been brought there, and day by day remained squatting 
on some rag amidst the fish. He would fall asleep beside the 
big tunnies as though he were one of them, and awake among 
the mackerel and whiting. The little rascal smelt of fish as 
strongly as though he were some big fish’s offspring. For a 
long time his favourite pastime, whenever his mother’s back 
was turned, was to build walls and houses of herrings; 
and he would also play at soldiers on the marble slab, 
arranging the red gurnets in confronting lines, pushing them 
against each other, and battering their heads, while imitating 
the sound of drum and trumpet with his lips; after which he 
would throw them all into a heap again, and exclaim that 
they were dead. When he grew older he would prowl about 
his aunt Claire’s stall to get hold of the bladders of the carp 
and pike which she gutted. He placed them on the ground 
and made them burst, an amusement which afforded him vast 
delight. When he was seven he rushed about the alleys, 
crawled under the stalls, ferreted amongst the zine bound 
fish-boxes, and became the spoiled pet of all the women. 
Whenever they showed him something fresh which pleased 
him, he would clasp his hands and exclaim in ecstasy, ‘ Oh, 
isn’t it stunning!’ Muche was the exact word which he 
used; muche being the equivalent of ‘stunning’ in the lingo 
of the markets; and he used the expression so often that it 
clung to him as a nickname. He became known all over the 
place as ‘Muche.’ It was Muche here, there, and everywhere ; 
no one called him anything else. He was to be met with in 
every nook; in out-of-the-way corners of the offices in the 
auction pavilion; among the piles of oyster baskets, and be- 
twixt the buckets where the refuse was thrown. With a 
pinky fairness of skin, he was like a young barbel “risking 
and gliding about in deep water. He was as fond of running, 
streaming water as any young fry. He was ever dabbling 
in the pools in the alleys. He wetted bimself with the 
drippings from the tables, end when no one was looking often 
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slyly turned on the taps, rejoicing in the bursting gush of 
water, But it was especially beside the fountains near the 
cellar steps that his mother went to seek him in the evening, 
and she would bring him thence with his hands quite blue, 
and his shoes, and even his pockets, full of water. 

At seven years old Muche was as pretty as an angel, and 
as coarse in his manners as any carter. He had curly chest- 
nut hair, beautiful soft eyes, and an innocent-looking mouth 
which gave vent to language that even a gendarme would 
have hesitated to use. Brought up amidst all the ribaldry 
and profanity of the markets, he had the whole vocabulary of. 
the place on the tip of his tongue. With his hands on his hips 
he often mimicked Grandmother Méhudin in her anger, and 
at these times the coarsest and vilest expressions would 
stream from his lips in a voice of crystalline purity that might 
have belonged to some little chorister chanting the Ave Maria. 
He would even try to assume a hoarse roughness of tone, 
seek to degrade and taint that exquisite freshness of childhood 
which made him resemble a bambino on the Madonna’s knees. 
The fish-wives laughed at him till they cried; and he, 
encouraged, could scarcely say à couple of words without 
rapping out an oath. But in spite of all this he still remained 
charming, understanding nothing of the dirt amidst which he 
lived, kept in vigorous health by the fresh breezes and sharp 
odours of the fish-market, and reciting his vocabulary of 
coarse indecencies with as pure a face as though he were 
saying his prayers. 

The winter was approaching, and Muche seemed very 
sensitive to the cold. As soon as tho chilly weather set in he 
manifested a strong predilection for the inspector’s office. 
This was situated in the left-hand corner of the pavilion, on the 
side of the Rue Rambuteau. Tho furniture consisted of a 
table, a stack of drawers, an easy-chair, two other chairs, and 
a stove. It was this stove which attracted Muche. Florent 
quite worshipped children, and when he saw the little fellow, 
with his dripping legs, gazing wistfully through the window, 
he made him come inside. His first conversation with the lad 
caused him profound amazement. Muche sat down in front 
of the stove, and in his quiet voice exclaimed: ‘I'll just toast 
my toes, do you see? It's d——d cold this morning.’ Then 
he broke into a rippling laugh, and added : ‘ Aunt Claire looks 
rol this morning. Is it true, sir, that you are sweet 
on her?’ 
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Amazed though he was, Florent felt quite interested in 
the odd little fellow. The handsome Norman retained her 
surly bearing, but allowed her son to frequent tho inspector’s 
office without a word of objection. ‘Florent consequently 
concluded that he had the mother’s permission to receive the 
boy, and overy afternoon he asked him in ; by degrees forming 
the idea of turning him into a steady, respectable young 
fellow. He could almost fancy that his brother Quenu had 
grown little again, and that they were both in the big room 
in the Rue Royer-Collard once more. The life which his 
self-sacrificing nature pictured to him as perfect happiness 
was à life spent with some young being who would never 
grow up, whom he could go on teaching for ever, and in 
whose innocence he might still love his fellow-men. On the 
third day of his acquaintance with Muche he brought an 
alphabet to the office, and the lad delighted him by the 
intelligence he manifested. He learned his letters with all 
the sharp precocity which marks the Parisian street arab, 
and derived great amusement from the woodcuts illustrating 
the alphabet. 

He found opportunities, too, for plenty of fine fun in the 
little office, where the stove still remained the chief attraction 
and @ source of endless enjoyment. At first he cooked 
potatoes and chestnuts at it, but presently these seemed 
insipid, and he thereupon stole some gudgeons from his aunt 
Claire, roasted them one by one, suspended from a string in 
front of the glowing fire, and then devoured them with gusto, 
though he had no bread. One day he even brought a carp 
with him; but it was impossible to roast it sufficiently, and it 
made such a smell in the office that both window and door 
had to be thrown open. Sometimes, when the odour of all 
those culinary operations became too strong, Florent would 
throw the fish into the street, but as a rule he only laughed. 
By the end of a couple of months Muche was able to read 
fairly well, and his copy-books did him credit. 

Meantime, every evening the lad wearied his mother with 
his talk about his good friend Florent. His good friend 
Florent had drawn him pictures of trees and of men in huts, 
gaid he. His good friend Florent waved his arm and said 
that men would be far better if they all knew how to read. 
And at last La Normande heard so much about Florent that 
she seemed to be almost intimate with this man against whom 
ghe harboured so much rancour, One day she shut Muche 
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up at home to prevent him from going to the inspector’s, but 

he cried so bitterly that she gave him his liberty again on the 
following morning. There was very little determination about 
her, in spite of her broad shoulders and bold looks, When 

the lad told her how nice and warm he had been in the office, 

and came back to her with his clothes quite dry, she felt a 
sort of vague gratitude, a pleasure in knowing that he had 
found a shelter-place where he could sit with his feet in front of 
a fire. Later on, she was quite touched when he read her some 
words from a scrap of soiled newspaper wrapped round a slice 
of conger-cel. By degrees, indeed, she began to think, though 
without admitting it, that Florent could not really be a bad 
sort of fellow. She felt respect for his knowledge, mingled 
with an increasing curiosity to see more of him and learn 
something of his life. Then, all at once, she found an excuse 
for gratifying this inquisitiveness. She would use it as a means 
of vengeance. It would be fine fun to make friends with 
Florent and embroil him with that great fat Lisa. 

‘Does your good friend Florent ever speak to you about 
me?’ she asked Muche one morning as she was dressing him. 

‘Oh, no,’ replied the boy. ‘ We enjoy ourselves.’ | 
“Well, you can tell him that I’ve quite forgiven him, and 

that I’m much obliged to him for having taught you to read.’ 
Thenceforward the child was entrusted with some message 

every day. He went backwards and forwards from his mother 
to the inspector, and from the inspector to his mother, charged 
with kindly words and questions and answers, which he re- 
peated ‘mechanically without lmowing their meaning. He 
might, indeed, have been safely trusted with the most com- 
promising communications. However, the beautiful Norman 
felt afräid of appearing timid, and so one day she herself went 
to the inspector’s office and sat down on the second chair, 
while Muche was having his writing lesson. She proved very 
suave and complimentary, and Florent was by far the more 
embarrassed of the two. They only spoke of the lad; and 
when Florent expressed a fear that he might not be able to 
continue the lessons in the office, La Normande invited him to 
come to their home in the evening. She spoke also of pay- 
ment; but at this he blushed, and said that he certainly would 
not come if any mention were made of money. Thereupon 
the young woman determined in her own mind that she would 
recompense him with presents of choice fish. 

Peace was thus made between them ; the beautiful Norman 
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even took Florent under her protection. Apart from this, 
however, the whole market was becoming reconciled to the 
new inspector, the fish-wives arriving at the conclusion that 
he was really a better fellow than Monsieur Verlaque, not- 
withstanding his strange eyes. It was only old Madame 
Méhudin who still shrugged her shoulders, full of rancour as 
she was against the ‘long lanky-guts,’ as she contemptüously 
called him. And then, too, a strange thing happened. One 
morning, when Florent stopped with a smile before Claire’s 
tanks, the girl dropped an eel which she was holding and 
angrily turned her back upon him, her cheeks quite swollen 
and reddened by temper. The inspector was so much asto- 
nished that he spoke to La Normande about it. 

‘Oh, never mind her,’ said the young woman ; ‘she’s 
cracked. She makes a point of always differing from every- 
body else. She only behaved like that to annoy me.’ 

La Normande was now triumphant—she strutted about 
her stall, and became more coquettish than ever, arranging her 
hair in the most elaborate manner. Meeting the handsome 
Lisa one day she returned her look of scorn, and even burst 
out laughing in her face. The certainty she felt of driving 
the mistress of the pork-shop to despair by winning her cousin 
from her endowed her with a gay, sonorous laugh, which 
rolled up from her chest and rippled her white plump neck. 
She now had the whim of dressing Muche very showily in a 
little Highland costume ‘and velvet bonnet. The lad had 
never previously worn anything but a tattered blouse. It 
unfortunately happened, however, that just about this time 
he again became very fond of the water. The ice had 
melted and the weather was mild, so he gave his Scotch 
jacket a bath, turning the fountain tap on at full flow and 
letting the water pour down his arm from his elbow to his 
hand. He called this ‘playing at gutters.’ Then a little 
later, when his mother came up and caught him, she found 
him with two other young scamps watching a couple of little 
fishes swimming about in his velvet cap, which he had filled 
with water. 

-For nearly eight months Florent lived in the markets, 
feeling continual drowsiness. After his seven years of suffer- 
ing he had lighted upon such calm quietude, such unbroken 
regularity of life, that he was scarcely conscious of existing. 
He gave himself up to this jog-trot peacefulness with a dazed 
sort of feeling, continually ‘experiencing surprise at finding 
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himself each morning in the same armchair in the little office. 
This office with its bare hut-like appearance had a charm for 
him. He here found a quict and secluded refuge amidst that 
ceaseless roar of the markets which made him dream of some 
surging sea spreading around him, and isolating him from the 
world Gradually, however, vague nervousness began to 
prey upon him; he became discontented, accused himself of 
faults which he could not define, and began to rebel against 
the emptiness which he experienced more and more acutely 
in mind and body. Then, too, the evil smells of the fish- 
market brought him nausca. By degrees he became unhinged, 
his vague boredom developing into restless, nervous excite- 
ment. 

All his days were precisely alike, spent among the same 
sounds and the same odours. In the mornings the noisy 
buzzing of the auction-sales resounded in his ears like a 
distant echo of bells; and sometimes, when there was a delay 
in the arrival of the fish, the auctions continued till very late. 
Upon these occasions he remained in the pavilion till noon, 
disturbed at every moment by quarrels and disputes, which 
hoe endeavoured to settle with scrupulous justice. Hours 
elapsed before he could get free of some miserable matter 
or other which was exciting the market. He paced up and 
down amidst the crush and uproar of the sales, slowly per- 
ambulating the alleys and occasionally stopping in front of 
the stalls which fringed the Rue Rambuteau, and where lay 
rosy heaps of prawns and baskets of boiled lobsters with tails 
tied backwards, while live ones were gradually dying as 
they sprawled over the marble slabs. And then he would 
watch gentlemen in silk hats and black gloves bargaining 
with the fish-wives, and finally going off with boiled lob- 
sters wrapped in paper in the pockets of their frock-coats.! 
Farther away, at the temporary stalls, where the commoner 
sorts of fish were sold, he would recognise the bareheaded 
women of the neighbourhood, who always came at the same 
hour to make their purchases. 

At times he took an interest in some well-dressed lady trail- 
ing her lace petticoats over the damp stones, and escorted by 
a servant in a white apron; and he would follow her at a 
little distance on noticing how the fish-wives shrugged their 

'} The little fish-basket for the use of customers, so familiar in 
London, is not known in Paris,— Trans 
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shoulders at sight of her air of disgust. The mcdley of 
hampers and baskets and bags, the crowd of skirts flitting 
along the damp alleys, occupied his attention until lunch- 
time. He took a delight in the dripping water and the fresh 
breeze as he passed from the acrid smell of the shell-fish to the 
pungent odour of the salted fish. It was always with the 
latter that he brought his official round of inspection to a 
close. The cases of red herrings, the Nantes sardines on 
their layers of leaves, and the rolled cod, exposed for sale 
under the eyes of stout, faded fish-wives, brought him 
thoughts of a voyage necessitating a vast supply of salted pro- 
visions. = 

In the afternoon the markets became quieter, grew 
drowsy; and Florent then shut himself up in his office, made 
out his reports, and enjoyed the happiest hours of his day. 
If he happened to go out and cross the fish-market, he found 
it almost deserted. There was no longer the crushing and 
pushing and uproar of ten o’clock in the morning. The fish- 
wives, seated behind their stalls, leant back knitting, while a 
few belated purchasers prowled about casting sidelong glances 
at the remaining fish, with the thoughtful eyes and com- 
pressed lips of women closely calculating the price of their 
dinner. At last the twilight fell, there was a noise of boxes 
being moved, and the fish was laid for the night on beds of 
ice; and then, after witnessing the closing of the gates, 
Florent went off, seemingly carrying the fish-market along 
with him in his clothes and his beard and his hair. 

For the first few months this penetrating odour caused 
him no great discomfort. The winter was a severe one, the 
frosts converted the alleys into slippery mirrors, and tho 
fountains and marble slabs were fringed with a lacework of 
ice. In the mornings it was necessary to place little braziers 
underneath the taps before a drop of water could be drawn. 
The frozen fish had twisted tails; and, dull of hue and hard 
to the touch like unpolished metal, gave out a ringing 
sound akin to that of pale cast-iron when it snaps. Until 
February the pavilion presented a most mournful appearance : 
it was deserted, and wrapped in a bristling shroud of ice. 
But with March came a thaw, with mild weather and fogs and 
rain. Then the fish became soft again, and unpleasant odours 
mingled with the smell of the mud wafted from the neigh- 
bouring streets. These odours were as yet vague, tempered 
by the moisture which clung to the ground, But in the 
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blazing June afternoons a reeking stench arose, and the 
atmosphere became heavy with a pestilential haze. The 

upper windows were then opened, and huge blinds of grey 

canvas were drawn beneath the burning sky. : Nevertheless, 

a fiery rain seemed to be pouring down, heating the market 
as though it were a big stove, and there was not a breath of 
air to waft away the noxious emanations from the fish. A 
visible steam went up from all the stalls. 

The masses of food amongst which Florent lived now 
began to cause him the greatest discomfort. The disgust 
with which the pork-shop had filled him came back in a still 
more intolerable fashion. He almost sickened as he passed 
these masses of fish, which, despite all the water lavished upon 
them, turned bad under a sudden whiff of hot air. Even 
when he shut himself up in his office his discomfort con- 
tinued, for the abominable odour forced its way through the 
chinks in the woodwork of the window and door. When the 
sky was grey and leaden, the little room remained quite dark; 
and then the day was like a long twilight in the depths of 
some fœtid marsh. He was often attacked by fits of nervous 
excitement, and felt a craving desire to walk; and he would 
then descend into the cellars by the broad staircase opening 
in the middle of the pavilion. In the pent-up air down below, 
in the dim light of the occasional gas-jets, he once more found 
the refreshing coolness diffused by pure cold water. He would 
stand in front of the big tank where the reserve stock of live 
fish was kept, and listen to the ceaseless murmur of the four 
streamlets of water falling from the four corners of the central 
urn, and then spreading into a broad stream and gliding 
beneath the locked gratings of the basins with a gentle and 
continuous flow. This subterranean spring, this stream 
murmuring in the gloom, had a tranquillising effect upon 
him. Of an evening, too, he delighted in the fine sunsets 
whieh threw the delicate lacework of the market buildings 
lackly against the red glow of the heavens. The dancing 

dust of the last sun rays streamed through every opening, 
through every chink of the Venetian shutters, and the whole 
was like some luminous transparency on which the slender 
shafts of the columns, the elegant curves of the girders, and 
the geometrical tracery of the roofs were minutely outlined. 
Florent feasted his eyes on this mighty diagram washed in 
with Indian ink on phosphorescent vellum, and his mind 
reverted to his old fancy of a colossal machine with wheels 
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and levers and beams espied in the crimson glow of the fires 
blazing beneath its boilers. At each consecutive hour of the 
day the changing play of the light—frou the bluish haze of 
early morning and the black shadows of noon to the flaring of 
the sinking sun and the paling of its fires in the ashy grey 
of the twilight—revealed the markets under a new aspect ; but 
on the flaming evenings, when the foul smells arose and 
forced their way across the broad yellow beams like hot puffs 
of steam, Florent again experienced discomfort, and his dream 
changed, and he imagined himself in some gigantic knacker’s 
boiling-house where the fat of a whole people was being 
melted down. 

The coarseness of the market people, whose words and 
gestures seemed to be infected with the evil smell of the 
place, also made him suffer. He was very tolerant, and 
showed no mock modesty ; still, these impudent women often 
embarrassed him. Madame Francois, whom he had again 
met, was the only one with whom he felt at ease. She 
showed such pleasure on learning he had found a berth 
and was comfortable and out of worry, as she put it, that he 
was quite touched. The laughter of Lisa, the handsome 
Norman, and the others disquieted him ; but of Madame Fran- 
çois he would willingly have made a confidante. She never 
laughed mockingly at him ; when she did laugh, it was like a 
woman rejoicing at another’s happiness. She was a brave, 
plucky creature, too; hers was a hard business in winter, 
during the frosts, and the rainy weather was still more 
trying. On some mornings Florent saw her arrive in a pour- 
ing deluge which had been slowly, coldly falling ever since the 
previous night. Between Nanterre and Paris the wheels of 
her cart had sunk up to the axles in mud, and Balthazar was 
caked with mire to his belly. His mistress would pity him 
and sympathise with him as she wiped him down with some 
old aprons. 

‘The poor creatures are very sensitive,’ said she; ‘a mere 
nothing gives them a cold. Ah, my poor old Balthazar! I 
really thought that we had tumbled into the Seine as we 
ita the Neuilly bridge, the rain came down in such a 
eluge!” 
While Balthazar was housed in the inn stable his mistress 

remained in the pouring rain to sell her vegetables. The 
footway was transformed into a lake of liquid mud. The 
cabbages, carrots, and turnips were pelted by the grey water, 
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quite drowned by the muddy torrent that rushed along 
the pavement. There was no longer any of that glorious 
greenery so apparent on bright mornings. The market- 
gardeners, cowering in their heavy cloaks beneath the down- 

pour, swore at the municipality which, after due inquiry, had 
declared that rain was in no way injurious to vegetables, and 
that there was accordingly no necessity to erect any shelters, 

Those rainy mornings greatly worried Florent, who 
thought about Madame Francois. He always managed to 
slip away and get a word with her. But he never found her 
at all low-spirited. She shook herself like a poodle, saying 
that she was quite used to such weather, and was not made of 
sugar, to melt away beneath a few drops of rain. However, 
he made her seek refuge for a few minutes in one of tho 
covered ways, and frequently even took her to Monsieur 
Lebigre's, where they had some hot wine together. While 
shé with her peaceful face beamed on him in all friendliness, 
he felt quite delighted with the healthy odour of the fields 
which she brought into the midst of the foul market atmo- 
Pa She exhaled a scent of earth, hay, fresh air, and open 
‘skies. 

‘You must come to Nanterre, my lad,’ she said to him, 
‘and look at my kitchen garden. I have put borders of 
ee everywhere. How bad your villainous Paris does 
smell!’ 

Then she went off, dripping. Florent, on his side, felé 
quite re-invigorated when he parted fromher. He tried, too, 
the effect of work upon the nervous depression from which ho 
suffered. He was a man of a very methodical temperament, 
and sometimes carried out his plans for the allotment of his 
time with a strictness that bordered on mania. He shut him- 
self up two evenings a week in order to write an exhaustive 
work on Cayenne. His modest bedroom was excellently 
adapted, he thought, to calm his mind and incline him to 
work. He lighted his fire, saw that the pomegranate at the 
foot of the bed was looking all right, and then seated him- 
self at the little table, and remained working till midnight. 
He had pushed the missal and Dream-book back in the 
drawer, which was now filling with notes, memoranda, manu- 
scripts of all kinds. The work on Cayenne made but slow 
progress, however, as it was constantly being interrupted by 
other projects, plans for enormous undertakings which he 
sketched out in a few words, He successively drafted an out- 
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line of à complete reform of the administrative system of the 
markets, a scheme for transforming the city dues, levied on 
produce as it entered Paris, into taxes levied upon the sales, a 
new system of victualling the poorer neighbourhoods, and, 
lastly, a somewhat vague socialist enactment for the storing 
in common warehouses of all the provisions brought to the 
markets, and the ensuring of a minimum daily supply to 
each household in Paris. As he sat there, with his head bent 
over his table, and his mind absorbed in thoughts of all 
these weighty matters, his gloomy figure cast a great black 
shadow on the soft peacefulness of the garret. Sometimes 
a chaffinch which he had picked up one snowy day in the 
market would mistake the lamplight for the day, and break 
the silence, which only the scratching of Florent’s pen on his 
paper disturbed, by a cry. 

Florent was fated to revert to politics. He had suffered 
too much through them not to make them the dearest oecupa- 
tion of his life. Under other conditions he might have 
become a good provincial schoolmaster, happy in the peaceful 
life of some little town. But he had been treated as though 
he were a wolf, and felt as though he had been marked out 
by exile for some great combative task. His nervous dis- 
comfort was the outcome of his long reveries ab Cayenne, 
the brooding bitterness he had felt at his unmerited sufferings, 
and the vows he had secretly sworn to avenge humanity and 
justice—the former scouted with a whip, and the latter trod- 
den under foot. Those colossal markets and their teeming 
odoriferous masses of focd had hastened the crisis. To Florent 
they appeared symbolical of some glutted, digesting beast, 
of Paris, wallowing in its fat and silently upholding the 
Empire. He seemed to be encircled by swelling forms and 
sleek, fat faces, which ever and ever protested against his own 
martyrlike scragginess and sallow, discontented visage. To him 
the markets were like the stomach of the shopkeeping classes, 
the stomach of all the folks of average rectitude puffing itself 
out, rejoicing, glistening in the sunshine, and declaring that 
everything was for the best, since peaceable people had 
never before grown so beautifully fat. As these thoughts 
passed through his mind Florent clenched his fists, and 
folt ready for a struggle, more irritated now by the thought of 
his exile than he had been when he first returned to France. 
Hatred resumed entire possession of him. He often let his 
pen drop and became absorbed in dreams. Tho dying fire 
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cast a bright glow upon his face; the lamp burned smokily, 
and the chaffinch fell asleep again on one leg, with its head 
tucked under its wing. 

Sometimes Auguste, on coming upstairs at eleven o’clock 
and seeing the light shining under the door, would knock, 
before going to bed. Florent admitted him with some im- 
patience. The assistant sat down in front of the fire, speaking 
but little, and never saying why he had come. His eyes 
would all the time remain fixed upon the photograph of him- 
self and Augustine in their Sunday finery. Florent came to the 
conclusion that the young man took a pleasure in visiting the 
room for the simple reason that it had been occupied by his 
sweetheart; and one evening he asked him with a smile if he 
had guessed rightly. 

‘Well, perhaps it is so,’ replied Auguste, very much sur- 
prised at the discovery which he himself now made of the 
reasons which actuated him. ‘I'd really never thought of 
that before. I came to see you without knowing why. But 
if I were to tell Augustine, how she’d laugh!’ 

Whenever he showed himself at all loquacious, his one 
eternal theme was the pork-shop which he was going to set 
up with Augustine at Plaisance, He seemed so perfectly 
assured of arranging his life in accordance with his desires, 
that Florent grew to feel a sort of respect for him, mingled 
with irritation. After all, the young fellow was very resolute 
and energetic, in spite of his seeming stupidity. He made 
straight for the goal he had in view, and would doubtless 
reach it in perfect assurance and happiness. On the evenings 
of these visits from the apprentice, Florent could not settle 
down to work again; he went off to bed in a discontented 
mood, and did not recover his equilibrium till the thought 
passed through his mind, ‘Why, that Auguste is a perfect 
animal!’ 

Every month he went to Clamart to see Monsieur Verlaque. 
These visits were almost a delight to him. The poor man 
still lingered on, to the great astonishment of Gavard, who 
had not expected him to last for more than six months. [very 
time that Florent went to see him Verlaque would declare 
that he was feeling better, and was most anxious to resume 
his work again. But the days glided by, and he had serious 
relapses. Florent would sit by his bedside, chat about the 
fish-market, and do what he could to enliven him, He 
deposited on the pedestal table the fifty francs which he 
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surrendered to him each month; and the old inspector, 
though the payment had been agreed upon, invariably pro- 
tested, and seemed disinclined to take the money. Then they 
would begin to speak of something else, and the coins remained 
lying on the table. When Florent went away, Madame Ver- 
laque always accompanied him to the street-door. She was a 
gentle little woman, of a very tearful disposition. Her one 
topic of conversation was the expense necessitated by her hus- 
band’s illness, the costliness of chicken-broth, butcher’s meat, 
Bordeaux wine, medicine, and doctors’ fees. Her doleful con- 
versation greatly embarrassed Florent, and on the first few 
occasions he did not understand the drift of it. But at last, 
as the poor woman seemed always in a state of tears, and kept 
saying how happy and comfortable they had been when they 
had enjoyed the full salary of eighteen hundred francs a year, 
he timidly offered to make her a private allowance, to ba 
kept secret from her husband. This offer, however, she 
declined, inconsistently declaring that the fifty francs were 
sufficient. But in the course of the month she frequently 
wrote to Florent, calling him their saviour. Her handwriting 
was small and fine, yet she would contrive to fill three pages 
of letter-paper with humble, flowing sentences entreating the 
loan of ten francs ; and this she at last did so regularly that 
wellnigh the whole of Florent’s hundred and fifty francs found 
its way to the Verlaques. The husband was probably un- 
aware of it; however, the wife gratefully kissed Florent’s 
hands. This charity afforded him the greatest pleasure, and 
he concealed it as though it were some forbidden selfish 
indulgence. 

‘That rascal Verlaque is making a fool of you,’ Gavard 
would sometimes say. ‘He’s coddling himself up finely now 
that you are doing the work and paying him an income.’ 

At last one day Florent replied : 
‘Oh, we've arranged matters together. I’m only to give 

him twenty-five francs a month in future.’ 
As a matter of fact, Florent had but little need of money. 

The Quenus continued to provide him with board and lodging; 
and the few francs which he kept by him sufficed to pay for 
the refreshment he took in the evening at Monsieur Lebigre’s. 
His life had gradually assumed all the regularity of clock- 
work. He worked in his bedroom, continued to teach little 
Muche twice a week from eight to nine o’clock, devoted an 
evening to Lisa, to avoid offending her, and spent the rest 

L 
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of his spare time in the little ‘cabinet’ with Gavard and his 
friends. 

When he went to the Méhudins’ there was a touch of 

tutorial stiffness in his gentle demeanour. He was pleased 

with the old house in the Rue Pirouette. On the ground 
floor he passed through the faint odours pervading the premises 
of the purveyor of cooked vegetables. Big pans of boiled 
spinach and sorrel stood cooling in the little back-yard. Then 
he ascended the winding staircase, greasy and dark, with 
worn and bulging steps which sloped in a disquieting manner, 
The Méhudins occupied the whole of the second floor. Even 
when they had attained to comfortable circumstances the old 
mother had always declined to move into fresh quarters, 
despite all the supplications of her daughters, who dreamt of 
living in a new house in a fine broad street. But on this point 
the old woman was not to be moved; she had lived there, 
she said, and meant to die there. She contented herself, 
moreover, with a dark little closet, leaving the larger rooms 
to Claire and La Normande. The latter, with the authority 
of the elder born, had taken possession of the room that over- 
looked the street; it was the best and largest of the suite. 
Claire was so much annoyed at her sister’s action in the 
matter that she refused to occupy the adjoining room, whose 
window overlooked the yard, and obstinately insisted on 
sleeping on the other side of the landing, in a sort of garret, 
which she did not even have whitewashed. However, she 
had her own key, and so was independent; directly anything 
happened to displease her she locked herself up in her own 
quarters. 

Asa rule, when Florent arrived the Méhudins were just 
finishing their dinner. Muche sprang to his neck, and for a 
moment the young man remained seated with the lad chatter- 
ing between his legs. Then, when the oilcloth cover had 
been wiped, the lesson began on a corner of the table. The 
beautiful Norman gave Florent a cordial welcome. She 
generally began to knit or mend some linen, and would draw 
her chair up to the table and work by the light of the same 
lamp as the others; and she frequently put down her needle 
to listen to the lesson, which filled her with surprise. She 
soon began to feel warm esteem for this man who seemed so 
clever, who, in speaking to the little one, showed himself as 
gentle as a woman, and manifested angelic patience in again 
and again repeating the same instructions. She no longer 
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considered him at all plain, but even felt somewhat jealous 
of beautiful Lisa. And then she drew her chair still nearer, 
and gazed at Florent with an embarrassing smile. 

‘But you are jogging my elbow, mother, and I can’t write,’ 
Muche exclaimed angrily. ‘There! see what a blot you've 
made me make! Get further away, dol’ 

La Normande now gradually began to say a good many 
unpleasant things about beautiful Lisa. She pretended that 
the latter concealed her real age, that she laced her stays so 
tightly that she nearly suffocated herself, and that if she came 
down of a morning looking so trim and neat, without a single 
hair out of place, it must be because she looked perfectly 
hideous when in dishabille. Then La Normande would raise 
her arm a little, and say that there was no need for her 
to wear any stays to cramp and deform her figure. At these 
times the lessons would be interrupted, and Muche gazed 
with interest at his mother as she raised her arms. Florent 
listened to her, and even laughed, thinking to himself that 
women were very odd creatures. The rivalry between the 
beautiful Norman and beautiful Lisa amused him. 

Muche, however, managed to finish his page of writing. 
Florent, who was a good penman, set him copies in large hand 
and round hand on slips of paper. The words he chose were 
very long and took up the whole line, and he evinced a 
marked partiality for such expressions as ‘tyrannically,’ ‘liber- 
ticide,’ ‘unconstitutional,’ and ‘revolutionary.’ At times also 
he made the boy copy such sentences as these: ‘The day of 
justice will surely come’; ‘The suffering of the just man is 
the condemnation of the oppressor’; ‘When the hour strikes, 
the guilty shall fall.’ In preparing these copy slips he was, 
indeed, influenced by the ideas which haunted his brain; he 
would for the time become quite oblivious of Muche, the 
beautiful Norman, and all his surroundings. The lad would 
have copied Rousseau’s ‘ Contrat Social’ had he been told to do 
so; and thus, drawing each letter in turn, he filled page after 
page with lines of ‘ tyrannically ’ and ‘ unconstitutional.’ 

As long as the tutor remained there, old Madame Méhudin 
kept fidgeting round the table, muttering to herself. She 
still harboured terrible rancour against Florent; and asserted 
that it was folly to make the lad work in that way ata time 
when children ought to be in bed. She would certainly have 
turned that ‘spindle-shanks’ out of the house, if the beautiful 
Norman, after a stormy scene, had not bluntly told her that 

‘ ‘ L 
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she ‘would go to live elsewhere if she were not allowed to 

receive whom she chose. However, the pair began quarrel- 
ling again on the subject every evening. 
{You may say what you like,’ exclaimed the old woman; 
‘but he’s got treacherous eyes. And, besides, I’m always 
suspicious of those skinny people. A skinny man’s capable 
of anything. I’ve never come across a decent one yet. That 
one’s as flat as a board. And he’s got such an ugly face, too! 
Though I’m sixty-five and more, I’d precious soon send him 
about his business if he came a-courting of me!’ 

She said this because she had a shrewd idea of how matters 
were likely to turn out. And then she went on to speak in 
laudatory terms of Monsieur Lebigre, who, indeed, paid the 
greatest attention to the beautiful Norman. Apart from the 
handsome dowry which he imagined she would bring with 
her, he considered that she would be a magnificent acquisition 
to his counter. The old woman never missed an opportunity 
to sound his praises; there was no lankiness, at any rate, 
about him, said she; he was stout and strong, with a pair of 
calves which would have done honour even to one of the 
Emperor’s footmen. 

However, La Normande shrugged her shoulders and snap- 
pishly replied : ‘What do I care whether he’s stout ornot? I 
don’t want him or anybody. And besides, I shall do as I 
please.’ 

Then, if the old woman became too pointed in her re- 
marks, the other added: ‘It’s no business of yours, and, 
besides, it isn’t true. Hold your tongue and don’t worry me.’ 
And thereupon she would go off into her room, banging the 
door behind her. Florent, however, had a yet more bitter 
enemy than Madame Méhudin in the house. As soon as ever 
he arrived there, Claire would get up without a word, take a 
candle, and go off to her own room on the other side of the 
landing ; and she could be heard locking her door in a burst 
of sullenanger. One evening when her sister asked the tutor 
to dinner, she prepared her own food on the landing and ate 
it in her bedroom; and now and again she secluded herself so 
closely that nothing was seen of her for a week at a time. 
She usually retained her appearance of soft lissomness, but 
periodically had a fit of iron rigidity, when her eyes blazed 
from under her pale tawny locks like those of a distrustful 
wild animal. Old Mother Méhudin, fancying that she might 
relieve herself in her company, only made her furious by 
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speaking to her of Florent; and thereupon the old woman, 
in her exasperation, told everyone that she would have gone 
off and left her daughters to themselves had she not been 
afraid of their devouring each other if they remained alone 
together. 

As Florent went away one evening, he passed in front of 
Claire’s door, which was standing wide open. He saw the 
girl look at him, and turn very red. Her hostile demeanour 
annoyed him; and it was only the timidity which he felt in 
the presence of women that restrained him from seeking an 
explanation of her conduct. On this particular evening he 
would certainly have addressed her if he had not detected 
Mademoiselle Saget’s pale face peering over the balustrade of 
the upper landing. So he went his way, but had not taken a 
dozen steps before Claire’s door was closed behind him with 
such violence as to shake the whole staircase. It was after 
this that Mademoiselle Saget, eager to propagate slander, 
went about repeating everywhere that Madame Quenu’s cousin 
was ‘carrying on’ most dreadfully with both the Méhudin 
girls. 

Florent, however, gave very little thought to these two 
handsome young women. His usual manner towards them 
was that of a man who has but little success with the sex. 
Certainly he had come to entertain a feeling of genuine friend- 
ship for La Normande, who really displayed a very good heart 
when her impetuous temper did not run away with her. But 
he never went any further than this. Moreover, the queenly 
proportions of her robust figure filled him with a kind of 
alarm; and of an evening, whenever she drew her chair 
up to the lamp and bent forward as though to look at 
Muche’s copy-book, he drew in his own sharp bony elbows 
and shrunken shoulders as if realising what a pitiful 
specimen of humanity he was by the side of that buxom, 
hardy creature so full of the life of ripe womanhood. More- 
over, there was another reason why he recoiled from her. 
The smells of the markets distressed him; on finishing his 
duties of an evening he would have liked to escape from the 
fishy odour amidst which his days were spent; but, alas! 
beautiful though La Normande was, this odour seemed to 
adhere to her silky skin. She had tried every sort of aromatic 
oil, and bathed freely; but as soon as the freshening influence 
of the bath was over her blood again impregnatcd her skin 
‘with the faint odour of salmon, the musky perfume of 
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smelts, and the pungent scent of herrings and skate. Her 
skirtg, too, as she moved about, exhaled these fishy smells, 
and she walked as though amidst an atmosphere redolent of 

slimy seaweed. With her tall, goddess-like figure, her purity 

of form, and transparency of complexion she resembled some 
lovely antique marble that had rolled about in the depths of 
the sea and had been brought to land in some fisherman’s 
net. 

Mademoiselle Saget, however, swore by all her gods that 
Florent was the young woman’s lover. According to her 
account, indeed, he courted both the sisters. She had 
quarrelled with the beautiful Norman about a ten-sou dab; 
and ever since this falling-out she had manifested warm 
friendship for handsome Lisa. By this means she hoped the 
sooner to arrive at a solution of what she called the Quenus’ 
mystery. Florent still continued to elude her curiosity, and 
she told her friends that she felt like a body without a soul, 
though she was careful not to reveal what was troubling her 
so grievously. A young girl infatuated with a hopeless passion 
could not have been in more distress than this terrible old 
woman at finding herself unable to solve the mystery of the 
Quenus’ cousin. She was constantly playing the spy on 
Florent, following him about, and watching him, in a burn- 
ing rage at her failure to satisfy her rampant curiosity. Now 
that he had begun to visit the Méhudins she was for ever haunt- 
ing the stairs and landings. She soon discovered that hand- 
some Lisa was much annoyed at Florent visiting ‘ those 
women,’ and accordingly she called at the pork-shop every 
morning with a budget of information. She went in shrivelled 
and shrunk by the frosty air, and, resting her hands on the 
heating-pan to warm them, remained in front of the counter 
buying nothing, but repeating in her shrill voice: ‘He was 
with them again yesterday; he seems to live there now. I 
heard La Normande call him “my dear ” on the staircase.’ 

She indulged like this in all sorts of lies in order to remain 
in the shop and continue warming her hands for a little 
longer. On the morning after the evening when she had 
heard Claire close her door behind Florent, she spun out her 
story for a good half-hour, inventing all sorts of mendacious 
and abominable particulars. 

Lisa, who had assumed a look of contemptuous scorn, said 
but little, simply encouraging Mademoiselle Saget's gossip by 
her silence. At last, however, she interrupted her. ‘No, no,’ 



THE FAT AND THE THIN 151 

she said; ‘I can’t really listen to all that. Is it possible that 
there can be such women ?’ 

Thereupon Mademoiselle Saget told Lisa that unfortunately 
all women were not so well conducted as herself. And then 
she pretended to find all sorts of excuses for Florent: it 
wasn’t his fault; he was no doubt a bachelor; these women 
had very likely inveigled him in their snares. In this way 
she hinted questions without openly asking them. But Lisa 
preserved silence with respect to her cousin, merely shrugging 
her shoulders and compressing her lips. When Mademoiselle 
Saget at last went away, the mistress of the shop glanced with 
disgust at the cover of the heating-pan, the glistening metal 
of which had been tarnished by the impression of the old 
woman’s little hands. 

‘Augustine,’ she cried, ‘bring a duster, and wipe the cover 
of the heating-pan. It’s quite filthy!’ 

The rivalry between the beautiful Lisa and the beautiful 
Norman now became formidable. The beautiful Norman 
flattered herself that she had carried a lover off from 
her enemy; and the beautiful Lisa was indignant with 
the hussy who, by luring the sly cousin to her home, would 
surely end by compromising them all. Tho natural tempera- 
ment of each woman manifested itself in the hostilities which 
ensued. The one remained calm and scornful, like a lady who 
holds up her skirts to keep them from being soiled by the 
mud; while the other, much less subject to shame, displayed 
insolent gaiety and swaggered along the footways with the 
airs of a duellist seeking a cause of quarrel. Each of their 
skirmishes would be the talk of the fish-market for the whole 
day. When the beautiful Norman saw the beautiful Lisa 
standing at the door of her shop, she would go out of her way 
in order to pass her, and brush against her with her apron; 
and then the angry glances of the two rivals crossed like 
rapiers, with the rapid flash and thrust of pointed steel, 
When the beautiful Lisa, on the other hand, went to the fish- 
market, she assumed an expression of disgust on approaching 
the beautiful Norman’s stall. And then she proceeded to 
purchase some big fish—a turbot or a salmon—of a neigh- 
bouring dealer, spreading her money out on the marble slab 
as she did so, for she had noticed that this seemed to have a 
painful effect upon the ‘ hussy,’ who ceased laughing at the 
sight. To hear the two rivals speak, anyone would have sup- 
posed that the fish and pork they sold were quite unfit for 
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food. Ilowever, their principal engagements took place when 
the beautiful Norman was seated at her stall and the beautiful 
Lisa at her counter, and they glowered blackly at each 
other across the Rue Rambuteau. They sat in state in their 
big white aprons, decked out with showy toilets and jewels, 
and the battle between them would commence early in the 
morning. 

‘Hallo, the fat woman’s got up!’ the beautiful Norman 
would exclaim. ‘She ties herself up as tightly as her 
sausages! Ah, she’s got Saturday’s collar on again, and 
she’s still wearing that poplin dress!’ 

At the same moment, on the opposite side of the street, 
beautiful Lisa was saying to her shop-girl : ‘Just look at that 
creature staring at us over yonder, Augustine! She’s getting 
quite deformed by the life she leads. Do you see her ear- 
rings? She’s wearing those big drops of hers, isn’t she? It 
makes one feel ashamed to see a girl like that with brilliants,’ 

All complaisance, Augustine echoed her mistress’s words. | 
When either of them was able to display a new ornament 

it was like scoring a victory—the other one almost choked 
with spleen. Every day they would scrutinise and count each 
other's customers, and manifest the greatest annoyance if they 
thought that the ‘big thing over the way’ was doing the 
better business. Then they spied out what each had for 
lunch. Each knew what the other ate, and even watched to 
see how she digested it. In the afternoon, while the one sat 
amidst her cooked meats and the other amidst her fish, they 
posed and gave themselves airs, as though they were queens 
of beauty. It was then that the victory of the day was 
decided. The beautiful Norman embroidered, selecting the 
most delicate and dificult work, and this aroused Lisa’s 
exasperation. 

‘Ah!’ she said, speaking of her rival, ‘she had far better 
mend her boy’s stockings. He’s running about quite bare- 
footed. Just look at that fine lady, with her red hands stink- 
ing of fish!’ 

For her part, Lisa usually knitted. 
‘She’s still at that same sock,’ La Normande would say, 

as she watched her. ‘She eats so much that she goes to 
sleep over her work. I pity her poor husband if he’s waiting 
for those socks to keep his feet warm !’ 

They would sit glowering at each other with this impla- 
cable hostility until evening, taking note of every customer, 
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and displaying such keen.eyesight that they detected the 
smallest details of each other’s dress and person when other 
women declared that they could see nothing at such a distance. 
Mademoiselle Saget expressed the highest admiration for 
Madame Quenu’s wonderful sight when she one day detected 
a scratch on the fish-girl’s left cheek. With eyes like those, 
said the old maid, one might even see through a door. How- 
ever, the victory often remained undecided when night fell; 
sometimes one or other of the rivals was temporarily crushed, 
but she took her revenge on the morrow. Several people of 
the neighbourhood actually laid wagers on these contests, 
some backing the beautiful Lisa and others the beautiful 
Norman. 

At last they ended by forbidding their children to speak 
to one another. Pauline and Muche had formerly been good 
friends, notwithstanding the girl’s stiff petticoats and lady-like 
demeanour, and the lad’s tattered appearance, coarse language, 
and rough manners. They had at times played together at 
horses on the broad footway in front of the fish-market, 
Pauline always being the horse and Muche the driver. One 
day, however, when the boy came in all simplicity to seek 
his playmate, Lisa turned him out of the house, declaring that 
he was a dirty little street arab. 

‘ One can’t tell what may happen with children who have 
been so shockingly brought up,’ she observed. 

‘Yes, indeed; you are quite right,’ replied Mademoiselle 
Saget, who happened to be present. 

When Muche, who was barely seven years old, came in 
tears to his mother to tell her of what had happened, La 
Normande broke out into a terrible passion. At the first 
moment she felt a strong inclination to rush over to the 
Quenu-Gradelles’ and smash everything in their shop. But 
eventually she contented herself with giving Muche a 
whipping. 

‘Tf ever I catch you going there again,’ she cried, boiling 
over with anger, ‘you'll get it hot from me, I can tell you!’ 

Florent, however, was the real victim of the two women. 
It was he, in truth, who had set them by the ears, and it was 
on his account that they were fighting each other. Ever 
since he had appeared upon the scene things had been 
going from bad to worse. He compromised and disturbed 
and embittered all these people, who had previously lived in 
such sleek peace and harmony. The beautiful Norman felt 
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inclined to claw him when he lingered too long with the 
Quenus, and it was chiefly from an impulse of hostile rivalry 
that she desired to win him to herself. The beautiful Lisa, 
on her side, maintained a cold judicial bearing, and although 
extremely annoyed, forced herself to silence whenever she saw 
Florent leaving the pork-shop to go to the Rue Pirouette. 

Still, there was now much less cordiality than formerly 
round the Quenus’ dinner-table in the evening. The clean, 
prim dining-room seemed to have assumed an aspect of chill- 
ing severity. Florent divined a reproach, a sort of condemna- 
tion in the bright oak, the polished lamp, and the new 
matting. He scarcely dared to eat for fear of letting crumbs 
fall on the floor or soiling his plate. There was a guileless 
simplicity about him which prevented him from seeing how 
the land really lay. He still praised Lisa’s affectionate kind- 
liness on all sides; and outwardly, indeed, she did continue 
to treat him with all gentleness. 

‘It is very strange,’ she said to him one day with a smile, 
as though she were joking; ‘although you don’t eat at all 
badly now, you don’t get fatter. Your food doesn’t seem to 
do you any good.’ 

At this Quenu laughed aloud, and tapping his brother’s 
stomach, protested that the whole contents of the porkshop 
might pass through it without depositing a layer of fat as 
thick as a two-sou-piece. However, Lisa’s insistence on 
this particular subject was instinct with that same sus- 
picious dislike for fleshless men which Madame Méhudin 
manifested more outspokenly; and behind it all there was 
likewise a veiled allusion to the disorderly life which she 
imagined Florent was leading. She never, however, spoke a 
word to him about La Normande. Quenu had attempted a 
joke on the subject one evening, but Lisa had received it so 
icily that the good man had not ventured to refer to the 
matter again. They would remain seated at table for a few 
moments after dessert, and Florent, who had noticed his 
sister-in-law’s vexation if ever he went off too soon, tried to 
find something to talk about. On these occasions Lisa would 
be near him, and certainly he did not suffer in her presence 
from that fishy smell which assailed him when he was in the 
company of La Normande. The mistress of the pork-shop, 
on the contrary, exhaled an odour of fat and rich meats. 
Moreover, not a thrill of life stirred her tight-fitting bodice ; 
she was all massiveness and all sedateness, Gavard once said 
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to Florent in confidence that Madame Quenu was no doubt 
handsome, but that for his own part he did not admire such 
armour-plated women. 

Lisa avoided talking to Quenu of Florent. She habitu- 
ally prided herself on her patience, and considered, too, that it 
would not be proper to cause any unpleasantness between the 
brothers, unless some peremptory reason for her interference 
should arise. As she said, she could put up with a good deal, 
but, of course, she must not be tried too far. She had now 
reached the period of courteous tolerance, wearing an expres- 
sionless face, affecting perfect indifference and strict politeness, 
and carefully avoiding everything which might seem to hint 
that Florent was boarding and lodging with them without 
their receiving the slightest payment from him. Not, indeed, 
that she would have accepted any payment from him, she was 
above all that; still he might, at any rate, she thought, have 
lunched away from the house. 

‘ We never seem to be alone now,’ she remarked to Quenu 
one day. ‘If there is anything we want to say to one another 
we have to wait till we go upstairs at night.’ 

And then, one night when they were in bed, she said to 
him: ‘ Your brother earns a hundred and fifty francs a month, 
doesn’t he? Well, it’s strange he can’t put a trifle by to buy 
himself some more linen. I’ve been obliged to give him three 
more of your old shirts.’ 

‘Oh, that doesn’t matter,’ Quenu replied. ‘ Florent’s not 
hard to please; and we must let him keep his money for 
himself,’ 

‘Oh, yes, of course,’ said Lisa, without pressing the 
matter further. ‘I didn’t mention it for that reason. 
Whether he spends his money well or ill, it isn’t our busi- 
ness.’ 

In her own mind she felt quite sure that he wasted his 
salary at the Méhudins’. 

Only on one occasion did she break through her habitual 
calmness of demeanour, the quiet reserve which was the 
result of both natural temperament and preconceived design. 
The beautiful Norman had made Florent a present of a 
magnificent salmon. Feeling very much embarrassed with the 
fish, and not daring to refuse it, he brought it to Lisa. 

‘You can make a pasty of it,’ he said ingenuously. 
Lisa looked at him sternly with whitening lips. Then, 

striving to restrain her anger, she exclaimed: ‘Do you think 
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that we are short of food? Thank God, we've got quite 
enough to eat here! Take it back!’ 

‘Well, at any rate, cook it for me,’ replied Florent, 
amazed by her anger; ‘I'll eat it myself.’ 

At this she burst out furiously. 
‘The house isn’t an inn! Tell those who gave you the 

fish to cook it for you! I won’t have my pans tainted and 
infected! Take it back again! Do you hear?’ 

If he had not gone away with it, she would certainly have 
seized it and hurled it into the street. Florent took it to 
Monsieur Lebigre’s, where Rose was ordered to make a pasty 
of it; and one evening the pasty was eaten in the little 
‘ cabinet,’ Gavard, who was present, ‘standing’ some oysters 
for the occasion. Florent now gradually came more and more 
frequently to Monsieur Lebigre’s, tillat last he was constantly 
to be met in the little private room. He there found an 
atmosphere of heated excitement in which his political 
feverishness could pulsate freely. At times, now, when he 
shut himself up in his garret to work, the quiet simplicity of 
the little room irritated him, his theoretical search for liberty 
proved quite insufficient, and it became necessary that he 
should go downstairs, sally out, and seek satisfaction in the 
trenchant axioms of Charvet and the wild outbursts of Logre. 
During the first few evenings the clamour and chatter had 
made him feel ill at ease; he was then still quite conscious of 
their utter emptiness, but he felt a need of drowning his 
thoughts, of goading himself on to some extreme resolution 
which might calm his mental disquietude. The atmosphere 
of the little room, reeking with the odour of spirits and warm 
with tobacco smoke, intoxicated him and filed him with 
peculiar beatitude, prompting a kind of self-surrender which 
made him willing to acquiesce in the wildest ideas. He grew 
attached to those he met there, and looked for them and 
awaited their coming with a pleasure which increased with 
habit. Robine’s mild, bearded countenance, Clémence’s 
serious profile, Charvet's fleshless pallor, Logre’s hump, 
Gavard, Alexandre, and Lacaille, all entered into his life, and 
assumed a larger and larger place in it. He took quite a 
sensual enjoyment in these meetings. When his fingers 
closed round the brass knob on the door of the little cabinet 
it seemed to be animated with life, to warm him, and turn of 
its own accord. Had he grasped the SHARE wrist of a woman 
he could not have felt a more thrilling emotion, 
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To tell the truth, very serious things took place in that 
little room. One evening, Logre, after indulging in wilder 
outbursts than usual, banged his fist upon the table, declaring 
that if they were men they would make a clean sweep of 
the Government. And he added that it was necessary they 
should come to an understanding without further delay, if 
they desired to be fully prepared when the time for action 
arrived. Then they all bent their heads together, discussed 
the matter in lower tones, and decided to form a little ‘ group,’ 
which should be ready for whatever might bappen. From 
that day forward Gavard flattered himself that he was a 
member of a secret society, and was engaged in a conspiracy. 
The little circle received no new members, but Logre promised 
to put it into communication with other associations with 
which he was acquainted; and then, as soon as they held all 
Paris in their grasp, they would rise and make the Tuileries’ 
people dance. A series of endless discussions, renewed during 
several months, then began—discussions on questions of 
organisation, on questions of ways and means, on questions 
of strategy, and of the form of the future Government. As 
soon as Rose had brought Clémence’s grog, Charvet’s and 
Robine’s beer, the coffee for Logre, Gavard, and Florent, and 
the liqueur glasses of brandy for Lacaille and Alexandre, the 
es of the cabinet was carcfully fastened, and the debate 
egan. 

Charvet and Florent were naturally those whose utterances 
were listened to with the greatest attention. Gavard had not 
been able to keep his tongue from wagging, but had gradually 
related the whole story of Cayenne; and Florent found him- 
self surrounded by a halo of martyrdom. His words were 
received as though they were the expression of indisputable 
dogmas. One evening, however, the poultry-dealer, vexed at 
hearing his friend, who happened to be absent, attacked, 
exclaimed: ‘Don’t say anything against Florent; he’s been 
to Cayenne!’ 

Charvet was rather annoyed by the advantage which this 
circumstance gave to Florent.: ‘ Cayenne, Cayenne,’ he mut- 
tered between his teeth. ‘Ah, well, they were not so badly off 
there, after all!’ 

Then he attempted to prove that exile was a mere no- 
thing, and that real suffering consisted in remaining in one’s 
oppressed country, gagged in presence of triumphant des- 
potism. And besides, he urged, it wasn’t his fault that he 
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hadn’t been arrested on the Second of December. Next, how- 
ever, he hinted that those who had allowed themselves to be 
captured were imbeciles. His secret jealousy made him a 
systematic opponent of Florent; and the general discussions 
always ended in a duel between these two, who, while their 
companions listened in silence, would speak against one another 
for hours at a time, without either of them allowing that he 
was beaten. 

One of the favourite subjects of discussion was that of the 
reorganisation of the country which would have to be effected 
on the morrow of their victory. 

‘We are the conquerors, are we not?’ began Gavard. 
And, triumph being taken for granted, everyone offered 

his opinion. There were two rival parties. Charvet, who 
was a disciple of Hébert, was supported by Logre and Robine ; 
while Florent, who was always absorbed in humanitarian 
dreams, and called himself a Socialist, was backed by Alexandre 
and Lacaille. As for Gavard, he felt no repugnance for violent 
action; but, as he was often twitted about his fortune with no 
end of sarcastic witticisms which annoyed him, he declared 
himself a Communist. 

‘We must make a clean sweep of everything,’ Charvet 
would curtly say, as though he were delivering a blow with a 
cleaver. ‘The trunk is rotten, and it must come down.’ 

‘Yes! yes!’ cried Logre, standing up that he might look 
taller, and making the partition shake with the excited motion 
of his hump. ‘Everything will be levelled to the ground; 
take my word for it. After that we shall see what to do.’ 

Robine signified approval by wagging his beard. His 
silence seemed instinct with delight whenever violent revo- 
lutionary propositions were made. His eyes assumed a soft 
ecstatic expression at the mention of the guillotine. He half 
closed them, as though he could see the machine, and was 
filled with pleasant emoticn at the sight; and next he would 
gently rub his chin against the knob of his stick, with a 
subdued purr of satisfaction. 

‘All the same,’ said Florent, in whose voice a vague touch 
of sadness lingered, ‘if you cut down the tree it will be 
necessary to preserve some seed. For my part, I think that 
the tree ought to be preserved, so that we may graft now 
life on it, The political revolution, you know, has already 
taken place; to-day we have got to think of the labourer, the 
working man. Our movement must be altogether a social 
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one. I defy you to reject the claims of the people. They 
are weary of waiting, and are determined to have their share 
of happiness.’ 

These words aroused Alexandre’s enthusiasm. With a 
beaming, radiant face he declared that this was quite true, 
that the people were weary of waiting. 

‘ And we will have our share,’ added Lacaille, with a more 
menacing expression. ‘All the revolutions that have taken 
place have been for the good of the middle classes. We've 
had quite enough of that sort of thing, and the next one shall 
be for our benefit.’ 

From this moment disagreement set in. Gavard offered 
to make a division of his property, but Logre declined, 
asserting that he cared nothing for money. Then Charvet 
gradually overcame the tumult, till at last he alone was heard 
speaking. 

‘The selfishness of the different classes does more than 
anything else to uphold tyranny,’ said he. ‘It is wrong of 
the people to display egotism. If they assist us they shall 
have their share. But why should I fight for the working 
man if the working man won’t fight forme? Moreover, that 
is not the question at present. Ten years of revolutionary 
dictatorship will be necessary to accustom a nation like France 
to the fitting enjoyment of liberty.’ 

‘ All the more so as the working man is not ripe for it, and 
requires to be directed,’ said Clémence bluntly. 

She but seldom spoke. This tall, serious-looking girl, alone 
among so many men, listened to all the political chatter with 
a learnedly critical air. She leaned back against the partition, 
and every now and then sipped her grog whilst gazing at the 
speakers with frowning brows or inflated nostrils, thus silently 
signifying her approval or disapproval, and making it quite 
clear that she held decided opinions upon the most complicated 
matters. At times she would roll a cigarette, and puff slender 
whiffs of smoke from the corners of her mouth, whilst lending 
increased attention to what was being debated. It was as 
though she were presiding over the discussion, and would 
award the prize to the victor when it was finished. She cer- 
tainly considered that it became her, as a woman, to display 
some reserve in her opinions, and to remain calm whilst’ the 
men grew more and more excited. Now and then, however, 
in the heat of the debate, she would let a word or a phrase 
escape her and ‘clench the matter’ even for Charvet himself, 
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as Gavard said. ‘In her heart she believed herself the superior 
of all these fellows. The only one of them for whom she felt 
any respect was Robine, and she would thoughtfully contem- 
plate his silent bearing. | 

Neither Florent nor any of the others paid any special 
attention to Clémence. They treated her just as though she 
were a man, shaking hands with her so roughly as almost to 
dislocate her arms. One evening Florent witnessed the perio- 
dical settlement of accounts between her and Charvet. She 
had just received her pay, and Charvet wanted to borrow ten 
francs from her; but she first of all insisted that they must 
reckon up how matters stood between them. They lived 
together in a voluntary partnership, each having complete con- 
trol of his or her earnings, and strictly paying his or her 
expenses. By so doing, said they, they were under no obli- 
gations to one another, but retained entire freedom. Rent, 
food, washing, and amusements, were all noted down and added 
up. That evening, when the accounts had been verified, Clé- 
mence proved to Charvet that he already owed her five francs. 
Then she handed him the other ten which he wished to bor- 
row, and exclaimed: ‘ Recollect that you now owe me fifteen. 
I shall expect you to repay me on the fifth, when you get paid 
for teaching little Léhudier.’ 

When Rose was summoned to receive payment for the 
‘drinks,’ each produced the few coppers required to discharge 
his or her liability. Charvet laughingly called Clémence an 
aristocrat because she drank grog. She wanted to humiliate 
him, said he, and make him feel that he earned less than she 
did, which, as it happened, was the fact. Beneath his laugh, 
however, there was a feeling of bitterness that the girl should be 
better circumstanced than himself, for, in spite of his theory 
of the equality of the sexes, this lowered him. 

Although the discussions in the little room had virtually no 
result, they served to exercise the speakers’ lungs. A tremen- 
dous hubbub proceeded from the sanctum, and the panes of 
frosted glass vibrated like drum-skins. Sometimes the uproar 
became so great that Rose, while languidly serving some blouse- 
wearing customer in the shop, would turn her head uneasily. 

‘Why, they’re surely fighting together in there,’ the cus- 
tomer would say, as he put his glass down on the zinc-covered 
counter, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 

‘ Oh, there’s no fear of that,’ Monsieur Lebigre tranquilly 
replied. ‘It's only some gentlemen talking together.’ 
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Monsieur Lebigre, indeed, although very strict with his 
other customers, allowed the politicians to shout as loudly ag 
they pleased, and never made the least remark on the subject. 
He would sit for hours together on the bench behind the 
counter, with his big head lolling drowsily against the mirror, 
whilst he watched Rose uncorking the bottles and giving a 
wipe here and there with her duster. And in spite of the 
somniferous effects of the wine-fumes and the warm streaming 
gaslight, he would keep his ears open to the sounds proceed- 
ing from the little room. At times, when the voices grew 
noisier than usual, he got up from his seat and went to lean 
against the partition ; and occasionally he even pushed the 
door open, and went inside and sat down there for a few 
minutes, giving Gavard a friendly slap on the thigh. And 
then he would nod approval of everything that was said. 
The poultry-dealer asserted that although friend Lebigre 
hadn’t the stuff of an orator in him, they might safely reckon 
on him when the ‘shindy’ came. 

One morning, however, at the markets, when a tremendous 
row broke out between Rose and one of the fish-wives, through 
the former accidentally knocking over a basket of herrings, 
Florent heard Rose’s employer spoken of as a ‘dirty spy’ in 
the pay of the police. And after he had succeeded in restoring 
peace, all sorts of stories about Monsieur Lebigre were poured 
into his ears. Yes, the wine-seller was in the pay of the police, 
the fish-wives said; all the neighbourhood knew it. Before 
Mademoiselle Saget had begun to deal with him she had 
once met him entering the Préfecture to make his report. 
It was asserted, too, that he was à money-monger, a usurer, 
and lent petty sums by the day to costermongers, and let out 
barrows to them, exacting a scandalous rate of interest in 
return. Florent was greatly disturbed by all this, and felt 
it his duty to repeat it that evening to his fellow-politicians. 
The latter, however, only shrugged their shoulders, and laughed 
at his uneasiness. 

‘Poor Florent!’ Charvet exclaimed sarcastically; ‘he 
imagines that the whole police force is on his track, just 
because he happens to have been sent to Cayenne!’ 

Gavard gave his word of honour that Lebigre was perfecily 
staunch and true, while Logre, for his part, manifested extreme 
irritation. He fumed and declared that it would be quite im- 
possible for them to get on if everyone was to be accused of being 
a police-spy ; for his own part, he would rather stay at home, 
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and have nothing more to do with politics. Why, hadn’t people 
even dared to say that he, Logre himself, who had fought in 

48 and ’51, and had twice narrowly escaped transportation, 

was a spy as well? As he shouted this out, he thrust his 

jaws forward, and glared at the others as though he would 
have liked to ram the conviction that he had nothing to do 
with the police down their throats. At the sight of his 
furious glances his companions made gestures of protestation. 
However, Lacaille, on hearing Monsieur Lebigre accused of 
usury, silently lowered his head. 

The incident was forgotten in the discussions which 
ensued. Since Logre had suggested a conspiracy, Monsieur 
Lebigre had grasped the hands of the frequenters of the 
little room with more vigour than ever. Their custom, to 
tell the truth, was of but small value to him, for they never 
ordered more than one ‘drink’ apiece. They drained the 
last drops just as they rose to leave, having been careful to 
allow a little to remain in their glasses, even during their 
most heated arguments. In this wise the one ‘shout’ lasted 
throughout the evening. They shivered as they turned out 
into the cold dampness of the night, and for a moment or 
two remained standing on the footway with dazzled eyes and 
buzzing ears, as though surprised by the dark silence of the 
street. Rose, meanwhile, fastened the shutters behind 
them. Then, quite exhausted, at a loss for another word, they 
shook hands, separated, and went their different ways, still 
mentally continuing the discussion of the evening, and re- 
gretting that they could not ram their particular theories 
down each other’s throats. Robine walked away, with his 
bent back bobbing up and down, in the direction of the Rus 
Rambuteau; whilst Charvet and Clémence went off through 
the markets on their return to the Luxembourg quarter, their 
heels sounding on the flag-stones in military fashion, whilst 
they still discussed some question of politics or philosophy, 
walking along side by side, but never arm-in-arm. 

The conspiracy ripened very slowly. At the commence- 
ment of the summer the plotters had got no further than 
agreeing that it was necessary a stroke should be attempted. 
Florent, who had at first looked upon the whole business with 
a kind of distrust, had now, however, come to believe in the 
possibility of a revolutionary movement. He took up the 
matter seriously; making notes. and preparing plans in 
writing, while the others still did nothing but talk. For 
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his part, he began to concentrate his whole life in the 
one persistent idea which made his brain throb night after 
night; and this to such a degree that he at last took his 
brother Quenu with him to Monsieur Lebigre’s, as though 
such a course were quite natural. Certainly he had no thought 
of doing anything improper. He still looked upon Quenu as 
in some degree his pupil, and may even have considered it 
his duty to start him on the proper path. Quenu was an 
absolute novice in politics, but after spending five or six even- 
ings in the little room he found himself quite in accord with 
the others. When Lisa was not present he manifested much 
docility, a sort of respect for his brother’s opinions. But the 
greatest charm of the affair for him was really the mild 
dissipation of leaving his shop and shutting himself up in 
the little room where the others shouted so loudly, and where 
Clémence’s presence, in his opinion, gave a tinge of rakish- 
ness and romance to the proceedings. He now made all 
haste with his chitterlings in order that he might get away as 
early as possible, anxious to lose not a single word of the 
discussions, which seemed to him to be very brilliant, though 
he was not always able to follow them. The beautiful Lisa 
did not fail to notice his hurry to be gone, but as yet she 
refrained from saying anything. When Florent took him off, 
she simply went to the door-step, and watched them enter 
Monsieur Lebigre’s, her face paling somewhat, and a severe 
expression coming into her eyes. 

One evening, as Mademoiselle Saget was peering out of 
her garret casement, she recognised Quenu’s shadow on the 
frosted glass of the ‘cabinet’ window facing the Rue 
Pirouette. She had found her casement an excellent post 
of observation, as it overlooked that milky transparency, on 
which the gaslight threw silhouettes of the politicians, with 
noses suddenly appearing and disappearing, gaping jaws 
abruptly springing into sight and then vanishing, and huge 
arms, apparently destitute of bodies, waving hither and 
thither. This extraordinary jumble of detached limbs, these 
silent but frantic profiles, bore witness to the heated discus- 
sions that went on in the little room, and kept the old maid 
peering from behind her muslin curtains until the trans- 
parency turned black. She shrewdly suspected some ‘bit of 
trickery,’ as she phrased it. By continual watching she had 
come to recognise the different shadows by their hands and 
hair and clothes, As she gazed upon the chaos of slenehad 
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fists, angry heads, and swaying shoulders, which seemed to 
have become detached from their trunks and to roll about 
one atop of the other, she would exclaim unhesitatingly, ‘ Ah, 
there’s that big booby of a cousin; there’s that miserly old 
Gavard ; and there's the hunchback; and there’s that may- 
pole of a Clémence!’ Then, when the action of the shadow- 
play became more pronounced, and they all seemed to have 
lost control over themselves, she felt an irresistible impulse 
to go downstairs to try to find out what was happening. 
Thus she now made a point of buying her black-currant 
syrup at nights, pretending that she felt out-of-sorts in the 
morning, and was obliged to take a sip as soon as ever she 
was out of bed. On the evening when she noticed Quenu’s 
massive head shadowed on the transparency in close proximity 
to Charvet’s fist, she made her appearance at Monsieur 
Lebigre’s in a breathless condition. To gain more time, she 
made Rose rinse out her little bottle for her; however, she 
was about to return to her room when she heard the pork- 
butcher exclaim with a sort of childish candour : 

‘No, indeed, we’ll stand it no longer! We'll make a clean 
sweep of all those humbugging Deputies and Ministers! Yes, 
we'll send the whole lot packing.’ 

Eight o’clock had scarcely struck on the following morning 
when Mademoiselle Saget was already at the pork-shop. She 
found Madame Lecceur and La Sarriette there, dipping their 
noses into the heating-pan, and buying hot sausages for 
breakfast. As the old maid had managed to draw them into 
her quarrel with La Normande with respect to the ten-sou 
dab, they had at once made friends again with Lisa, and they 
now had nothing but contempt for the handsome fish-girl, 
and assailed her and her sister as good-for-nothing hussies, 
whose only aim was to fleece men of their money. This 
opinion had been inspired by the assertions of Mademoiselle 
Saget, who had declared to Madame Lecœur that Florent had 
induced one of the two girls to coquette with Gavard, and 
that the four of them had indulged in the wildest dissipation 
at Barratte’s—of course, at the poultry-dealer’s expense. 
From the effects of this impudent story Madame Lecœur had 
not yet recovered; she wore a doleful appearance, and her 
eyes were quite yellow with spleen. 

That morning, however, it was for Madame Quenu that 
the old maid had a shock in store. She looked round the 
counter, and then in her most gentle voice remarked: 
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‘IT saw Monsieur Quenu last night. They seem to enjoy 
themselves immensely in that little room at Lebigre’s, if one 
may judge from the noise they make.’ 

Lisa had turned her head towards the street, listening 
very attentively, but apparently unwilling to show it. The 
old maid paused, hoping that one of the others would question 
her; and then, in a lower tone, she added: ‘They had a 
woman with them. Oh, I don’t mean Monsieur Quenu, of 
course! I didn’t say that; I don’t know——’ 

‘It must be Clémence, interrupted La Sarriette; ‘a big 
scraggy creature who gives herself all sorts of airs just because 
she went to boarding school. She lives with a threadbare 
usher. I’ve seen them together; they always look as though 
they were taking each other off to the police-station.’ 

‘Oh, yes; I know,’ replied the old maid, who, indeed, 
knew everything about Charvet and Clémence, and whose 
only purpose was to alarm Lisa. 

The mistress of the pork-shop, however, never flinched. 
She seemed to be absorbed in watching something of great 
interest in the market yonder. Accordingly the old maid had 
recourse to stronger measures. ‘I think,’ said she, addressing 
herself to Madame Lecceur, ‘that you ought to advise your 
brother-in-law to be careful. Last night they were shouting 
out the most shocking things in that little room. Men 
really seem to lose their heads over politics. If anyone had 
heard them, it might have been a very serious matter for 
them.’ 

‘Oh! Gavard will go his own way,’ sighed Madama 
Leceur. ‘It only wanted this to fill my cup. I shall die of 
anxiety, I am sure, if he ever gets arrested.’ 

As she spoke, a gleam shot from her dim eyes. La 
Sarriette, however, laughed and wagged her little face, bright 
with the freshness of the morning air. 

‘You should hear what Jules says of those who speak 
against the Empire,’ she remarked. ‘They ought all to be 
thrown into the Seine, he told me; for it seems there isn’t 
a single respectable person amongst them.’ 

‘Oh! there’s no harm done, of course, so long as only 
people like myself hear their foolish talk,’ resumed Mademoi- 
selle Saget. ‘I'd rather eut my hand off, you know, than 
make mischief. Last night now, for instance, Monsieur 
Quenu was saying——’ 

She again paused, Lisa had started slightly. 
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‘Monsieur Quenu was saying that the Ministers and 
Deputies and all who are in power ought to be shot.’ 

At this Lisa turned sharply, her face quite white and her 
hands clenched beneath her apron. 

‘Quenu said that?’ she curtly asked. 
‘Yes, indeed, and several other similar things that I can't 

recollect now. I heard him myself. But don’t distress your- 
self like that, Madame Quenu. You know very well that I 
sha’n’t breathe a word. I’m quite old enough to know what 
might harm a man if it came out. Oh, no; it will go no 
further,’ 

Lisa had recovered her equanimity. She took à pride in 
the happy peacefulness of her home; she would not acknow- 
ledge that there had ever been the slightest difference between 
herself and her husband. And so now she shrugged her 
shoulders and said with a smile: ‘ Oh, it’s all a pack of foolish 
nonsense.’ 

When the three others were in the street together they 
agreed that handsome Lisa had pulled a very doleful face ; 
and they were unanimously of opinion that the mysterious 
goings-on of the cousin, the Méhudins, Gavard, and the 
Quenus would end in trouble. Madame Lecœur inquired 
what was done to the people who got arrested ‘for politics,’ 
but on this point Mademoiselle Saget could not enlighten her; 
she only knew that they were never seen again—no, never. 
And this induced La Sarriette to suggest that perhaps they 
were thrown into the Seine, as Jules had said they ought 
to be. 

Lisa avoided all reference to the subject at breakfast and 
dinner that day ; and even in the evening, when Florent and 
Quenu went off together to Monsieur Lebigre’s, there was no 
unwonted severity in her glance. On that particular evening, 
however, the question of framing a constitution for the future 
came under discussion, and it was one o’clock in the morning 
before the politicians could tear themselves away from the 
little room. The shutters had already been fastened, and they 
were obliged to leave by a small door, passing out one at a 
time with bent backs. Quenu returned home with an uncasy 
conscience. He opened the three or four doors on his way to 
bed as gently as possible, walking on tip-toe and stretching 
ont his hands as he passed through the sitting-room, to 
avoid a collision with any of the furniture. The whole house 
seemed to bo asleep. When he reached the bedroom, he 
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was annoyed to find that Lisa had not extinguished the candle, 
which was burning with a tall, mournful flame in the midst of 
the deep silence. As Quenu took off his shoes, and put them 
down in a corner, the time-piece struck half-past one with such 
a clear, ringing sound that he turned in alarm, almost 
frightened to move, and gazing with an expression of angry 
reproach at the shining gilded Gutenberg standing there, with 
his finger ona book. . Lisa’s head was buried in her pillow, and 
Quenu could only see her back; but he divined that she was 
merely feigning sleep, and her conduct in turning her back upon 
him was so instinct with reproach that he felt sorely ill at 
ease. At last he slipped beneath the bed-clothes, blew out the 
candle, and lay perfectly still. . He could have sworn that his 
wife was awake, though she did not speak to him; and 
presently he. fell asleep, feeling intensely miserable, and 
lacking the courage to say good night. 

He slept till late, and when he awoke he found himself 
sprawling in the middle of the bed with the eider-down quilt 
up to his chin, whilst Lisa sat in front of the secrétaire, 
arranging some papers. His slumber had been so heavy that 
he had not heard her rise. However, he now took courage, 
and spoke to her from the depths of the alcove: ‘ Why didn’t 
you wake me? What are you doing there?’ 

‘I’m sorting the papers in these drawers,’ she replied 
in her usual tone of voice. 

Quenu felt relieved. But Lisa added: ‘ One never knows 
what may happen. If the police were to come——’ 

‘What! the police ?’ 
‘Yes, indeed, the police; for you’re mixing yourself up 

with politics now.’ 
At this Quenu sat up in bed, quite dazed and confounded 

by such a violent and unexpected attack. 
I mix myself up with politics! I mix myself up with 

politics!’ he repeated. ‘It’s no concern of the police, I’ve 
nothing to do with any compromising matters.’ 

‘No,’ replied Lisa, shrugging her shoulders ; ‘you merely 
talk pout shooting everybody.” 

‘IL Il’ 
‘Yes. And you bawl it out in a public-house! Made- 

moiselle Saget heard you. All the neighbourhood knows by 
this time that you are a Red Republican!’ 

Quenu fell back in bed again. He was not perfectly awake 
as yet. Lisa’s words resounded in his ears as though he 
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already heard the heavy tramp of gendarmes at the bedroom 

door. He looked at her as she sat there, with her hair already 

arranged, her figure tightly imprisoned in her stays, her whole 
appearance the same as it was on any other morning ; and he 

felt more astonished than ever that she should be so neat and 
prim under such extraordinary circumstances. 

‘I leave you absolutely free, you know,’ she continued, as 
she went on arranging the papers. ‘I don’t want to wear the 
breeches, as the saying goes. You are the master, and you 
are at liberty to endanger your position, compromise our 
credit, and ruin our business.’ 

Then, as Quenu tried to protest, she silenced him with a 
gesture. ‘No, no; don’t say anything,’ she continued. ‘This 
is no quarrel, and J am not even asking an explanation from 
you. But if you had consulted me, and we had talked the 
matter over together, I might have intervened. Ah! it’s a 
great mistake to imagine that women understand nothing 
about politics. Shall I tell you what my politics are ?’ 

She had risen from her seat whilst speaking, and was now 
walking to and fro between the bed and the window, wiping 
as she went some specks of dust from the bright mahogany 
of the mirrored wardrobe and the dressing-table. 

‘My politics are the politics of honest folks,’ said she. ‘I’m 
grateful to the Government when business is prosperous, when 
Ican eat my meals in peace and comfort, and can sleep at 
nights without being awakened by the firing of guns. There 
were pretty times in ’48, were there not? You remember 
our uncle Gradelle, the worthy man, showing us his books for 
that year? He lost more than six thousand francs. Now 
that we have got the Empire, however, everything prospers. 
We sell our goods readily enough. You can’t deny it. Well, 
then, what is it that you want? How will you be better off 
when you have shot everybody ?’ 

She took her stand in front of the little night-table, 
crossed her arms over her breast, and fixed her eyes upon 
Quenu, who had shuffled himself beneath the bed-clothes, 
almost out of sight. He attempted to explain what it was 
that his friends wanted, but he got quite confused in his 
endeavours to summarise Florent’s and Charvet’s political 
and social systems; and could only talk about the disregard 
shown to principles, the accession of the democracy to power, 
and the regeneration of society, in such a strange tangled 
way that Lisa shrugged her shoulders, quite unable to under- 
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stand him. At last, however, he extricated himself from his 
difficulties by declaring that the Empire was the reign of 
licentiousness, swindling finance, and highway robbery. 
And, recalling an expression of Logre’s, he added: ‘ We are 
the prey of a band of adventurers, who are pillaging, violating, 
and assassinating France. We'll have no more of them.’ 

Lisa, however, still shrugged her shoulders. 
‘Well, and is that all you have got to say?’ she asked 

with perfect coolness. ‘What has all that got to do with 
me? Even supposing it were true, what then? Have I ever 
advised you to practise dishonest courses? Have I ever 
prompted you to dishonour your acceptances, or cheat your 
customers, or pile up money by fraudulent practices? Really, 
you'll end by making me quite angry! We are honest folks, 
and we don’t pillage or assassinate anybody. That’s quite 
sufficient. What other folks do is no concern of ours. If 
they choose to be rogues it’s their affair.’ 

She looked quite majestic and triumphant; and again 
pacing the room, drawing herself up to her full height, she 
resumed: ‘A pretty notion it is that people are to let their 
business go to rack and ruin just to please those who are 
penniless. For my part, I’m in favour of making hay 
while the sun shines, and supporting a Government which 
promotes trade. If it does do dishonourable things, I prefer 
to know nothing about them. I know that I myself commit 
none, and that no one in the neighbourhood can point a finger 
at me. It’s only fools who go tilting at windmills. At the 
time of the last elections, you remember, Gavard said that 
the Emperor’s candidate had been bankrupt, and was mixed 
up in all sorts of scandalous matters. Well, perhaps that was 
true, I don’t deny it; but all the same, you acted wisely in 
voting for him, for all that was not in question; you were 
not asked to lend the man any money or to transact any 
business with him, but merely to show the Government that 
you were pleased with the prosperity of the pork trade.’ 

At this moment Quenu called tomindasentence of Charvet’s, 
asserting that:‘the bloated bourgeois, the sleek shopkeepers, 
who backed up that Government of universal gormandising, 
ought to be hurled into the sewers before all others, for it was 
owing to them and their gluttonous egotism that tyranny 
had succeeded in mastering and preying upon the nation.’ He 
was trying to complete this piece of eloquence when Lisa, 
carried off by her indignation, cut him short. 
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‘Don’t talk such stuff! My conscience doesn’t reproach 
me with anything. I don’t owe a copper to anybody; I’m 
not mixed up in any dishonest business; I buy and sell 
good sound stuff; and I charge no more than others do. 
What you say may perhaps apply to people like our cousins, 
the Saccards. They pretend to be even ignorant that I am 
in Paris; but Iam prouder than they are, and I don’t care a 
rap for their millions. It’s said that Saccard speculates in 
condemned buildings, and cheats and robs everybody. I’m 
not surprised to hear it, for he was always that way inclined. 
He loves money just for the sake of wallowing in it, and then 
tossing it out of his windows, like the imbecile he is. I can 
understand people attacking men of his stamp, who pile up 
excessive fortunes. For my part, if you care to know it, I 
have but a bad opinion of Saccard. But we—we who live so 
quietly and peaceably, who will need at least fifteen years to 
put by sufficient money to make ourselves comfortably in- 
dependent, we who have no reason to meddle in politics, and 
whose only aim is to bring up our daughter respectably, and 
to see that our business prospers—why you must be joking to 
talk such stuff about us. We are honest folks!’ 

She cama and sat down on the edge of the bed. Quenu 
was already much shaken in his opinions. 

‘Listen to me, now,’ she resumed in a more serious voice. 
‘You surely don’t want to see your own shop pillaged, your 
cellar emptied, and your money taken from you? If these 
men who meet at Monsieur Lebigre’s should prove triumphant, 
do you think that you would then lie as comfortably in your 
bed as you do now? And on going down into the kitchen, do 
you imagine that you would set about making your galantines 
as peacefully as you will presently? No, no, indeed! So 
why do you talk about overthrowing a Government which 
protects you, and enables you to put money by? You have a 
wife and a daughter, and your first duty is towards them. 
You would be in fault if you imperilled their happiness. It 
is only those who have neither home nor hearth, who 
haye nothing to lose, who want to be shooting people. Surely 
you don’t want to pull the chestnuts out of the fire for them ! 
So stay quietly at home, you foolish fellow, sleep comfortably, 
eat well, make money, keep an easy conscience, and leave 
France to free herself of the Empire if the Empire annoys 
her. France can get on very well without you.’ 

She laughed her bright melodious laugh as she finished ; 
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and Quenu was now altogether convinced. Yes, she was 
right, after all; and she looked so charming, he thought, as 
she sat there on the edge of the bed, 50 trim, although it was 
so early, so bright, and so fresh in the dazzling whiteness of 
her linen, As he listened to her his eyes fell on their portraits 
hanging on either side of the fireplace. Yes, they were cer- 
tainly honest folks; they had such a respectable, well-to-do 
air in their black clothes and their gilded frames! The bed- 
room, too, looked as though it belonged to people of some 
account in the world. The lace squares seemed to give a 
dignified appearance to the chairs; and the carpet, tha 
curtains, and the vases decorated with painted landscapes— 
all spoke of their exertions to get on in the world and their 
taste for comfort. Thereupon he plunged yet further beneath 
the eider-down quilt, which kept him ina state of pleasant 
warmth. He began to feel that he had risked losing all 
these things at Monsieur Lebigre’s—his huge bed, his cosy 
room, and his business, on which his thoughts now dwelt 
with tender remorse. And from Lisa, from the furniture, 
from all his cosy surroundings, he derived a sense of comfort 
which thrilled him with a delightful, overpowering charm. 

‘You foolish fellow!’ said his wife, seeing that he was 
now quite conquered. ‘A pretty business it was that you'd 
embarked upon; but you’d have had to reckon with Pauline 
and me, I can tell you! And now don’t bother your head 
any more about the Government. To begin with, all Govern- 
ments are alike, and if we didn’t have this one, we should 
have another. A Government is necessary. But the one 
thing is to be able to live on, to spend one’s savings in peace 
and comfort when one grows old, and to know that one has 
gained one’s means honestly.’ 

Quenu nodded his head in acquiescence, and tried to com: 
mence a justification of his conduct. 

‘It was Gavard. , he began. 
But Lisa’s face again assumed a serious expression, and 

she interrupted him sharply. 
“No, it was not Gavard. I know very well who it was: 

and it would be a great deal better if he would look after his 
own safety before compromising that of others.’ 

‘Is it Florent you mean?’ Quenu timidly inquired after a 
ause. 

E Lisa did not immediately reply. She got up and went 
back to the secrétaire, as if trying to restrain herself, 
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‘Yes, it is Florent,’ she said presently, in incisive tones. 
* You know how patient Iam. I would bear almost anything 
rather than come between you and your brother. The tie of 
relationship is a sacred thing. But the cup is filled to over- 
flowing now. Since your brother came here things have been 
constantly getting worse and worse. But no, I won’t say 
anything more ; it is better that I shouldn’t.’ 

There was another pause. Then, as her husband gazed 
up at the ceiling with an air of embarrassment, she continued, 
with increased violence : 

‘ Really, he seems to ignore all that we have done for him. 
We have put ourselves to great inconvenience for his sake; 
we have given him Augustine’s bedroom, and the poor girl 
sleeps without a murmur in a stuffy little closet where she 
can scarcely breathe. We board and lodge him and give him 
every attention—but no, he takes it all quite as a matter of 
course. He is earning money, but what he does with it nobody 
knows; or, rather, one knows only too well.’ 

‘But there’s his share of the inheritance, you know,’ 
Quenu ventured to say, pained at hearing his brother attacked. 

Lisa suddenly stiffened herself as though she were stunned, 
and her anger vanished. 

‘Yes, you are right; there is his share of the inheritance. 
Tiere is the statement of it, in this drawer. But he refused to 
take it; you remember, you were present, and heard him. 
That only proves that he is a brainless, worthless fellow. If 
he had had an idea in his head, he would have made some- 
thing out of that money by now. For my own part, I should 
be very glad to get rid of it; it would be a relief to us. I 
have told him so twice, but he won’tlisten to me. You ought 
to persuade him to take it. Talk to him about it, will you?’ 

Quenu growled something in reply; and Lisa refrained 
from pressing the point further, being of opinion that she had 
done all that could be expected of her. 

‘He is not like other men,’ she resumed. ‘He's not a 
comfortable sort of person to have in the house. I shouldn’t 
have said this if we hadn't got talking on the subject. I 
don’t busy myself about his conduct, though it’s setting the 
whole neighbourhood gossiping about us. Let him eat and 
sleep here, and put us about, if he likes; we can get ovor 
that; but what I won't tolerate is that he should involve us 
in his politics. If he tries to lead you off again, or compro- 
mises us in the least degree, I shall turn him out of the house 
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without the least hesitation, I warn you, and now you under. 
stand !’ 

Florent was doomed. Lisa was making a great effort to 
restrain herself, to prevent the animosity which had long 
been rankling in her heart from flowing forth. But Florent 
and his ways jarred against her every instinct; he wounded 
her, frightened her, and made her quite miserable. 

‘A man who has had such a discreditable career,’ she 
murmured, ‘ who has never been able to get a roof of his own 
over his head! I can very well understand his partiality for 
bullets! He can go and stand in their way if he chooses; 
but let him leave honest folks to their families! And 
then, he isn’t pleasant to have about one! He reeks of fish 
in the evening at dinner! It prevents me from eating. He 
himself never lets a mouthful go past him, though it’s little 
better he seems to be for it all! He can’t even grow decently 
stout, the wretched fellow, to such a degree do his bad 
instincts prey on him!’ 

She had stepped up to the window whilst speaking, and 
now saw Florent crossing the Rue Rambuteau on his way to 
the fish-market. There was a very large arrival of fish that 
morning ; the tray-like baskets were covered with rippling 
silver, and the auction-rooms roared with the hubbub of their 
sales. Lisa kept her eyes on the bony shoulders of her brother- 
in-law as he made his way into the pungent smells of the 
market, stooping beneath the sickening sensation which they 
brought him ; and the glance with which she followed his 
steps was that of a woman bent on combat and resolved to be 
victorious. 

When she turned round again, Quenu was getting up. As 
he sat on the edge of the bed in his night-shirt, still warm 
from the pleasant heat of the eider-down quilt and with his 
feet resting on the soft fluffy rug below him, he looked quite 
pale, quite distressed at the misunderstanding between his 
wife and his brother. Lisa, however, gave him one of her 
sweetest smiles, and he felt deeply touched when she handed 
him his socks. 
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CHAPTER IV 

MarsoziN had been found in a heap of cabbages at the 
Market of the Innocents. He was sleeping under the shelter 
of a large white-hearted one, a broad leaf of which concealed 
his rosy childish face. It was never known what poverty- 
stricken mother had laid him there. When he was found he 
was already a fine little fellow of two or three years of age, 
very plump and merry, but so backward and dense that he 
could scarcely stammer a few words, and only seemed able 
to smile. When one of the vegetable saleswomen found 
him lying under the big white cabbage she raised such a loud 
cry of surprise that her neighbours rushed up to see what 
was the matter, while the youngster, still in petticoats, and 
wrapped in a scrap of old blanket, held out his arms towards 
her. He could not tell who his mother was, but opened his 
eyes in wide astonishment as he squeezed against the shoulder 
of a stout tripe-dealer who eventually took him up. The 
whole market busied itself about him throughout the day. 
He soon recovered confidence, ate slices of bread and butter, 
and smiled at all the women. The stout tripe-dealer kept 
him for a time, then a neighbour took him; and a month 
later a third woman gave him shelter. When they asked him 
where his mother was, he waved his little hand with a pretty 
gesture which embraced all the women present. He became 
the adopted child of the place, always clinging to the skirts 
of one or another of the women, and always finding a corner of 
a bed and a share of a meal somewhere. Somehow, too, he 
managed to find clothes, and he even had a copper or two at 
the bottom of his ragged pockets. It was a buxom, ruddy 
girl dealing in medicinal herbs who gave him the name of 
Marjolin,! though no one knew why. 

When Marjolin was nearly four years of age, old Mother 
Chantemesse also happened to find a child, a little girl, lying 
on the footway of the Rue Saint Denis, near the corner of 
the market. Judging by the little one’s size, she seemed to be 
a couple of years old, but she could already chatter like a 
magpie, murdering her words in an incessant childish babble, 
Old Mother Chantemesse after a time gathered that her 
name was Cadine, and that on the previous evening her 

* Literally ‘ Marjoram,’ 
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mother had left her sitting on a doorstep, with instructions to 
wait till she returned. The child had fallen asleep there, 
and did not cry. She related that she was beaten at home; 
and she gladly followed Mother Chantemesse, seemingly 
quite enchanted with that huge square, where there were so 
many people and such piles of vegetables. Mother Chante- 
messe, a retail dealer by trade, was a crusty but very worthy 
woman, approaching her sixtieth year. She was extremely 
fond of children, and had lost three boys of her own when 
they were mere babies. She came to the opinion that the 
chit she had found ‘was far too wide awake to kick the 
bucket,’ and so she adopted her. 

One evening, however, as she was going off home with her 
right hand clasping Cadine’s, Marjolin came up and uncere- 
moniously caught hold of her left hand. 

‘Nay, my lad,’ said the old woman, stopping, ‘the place 
is filled. Have you left your big Thérèse, then? What a 
fickle little gadabout you are!’ 

The boy gazed at her with his smiling eyes, without 
letting go of her hand. He looked so pretty with his curly 
hair that she could not resist him. ‘ Well, come along, then, 
you little scamp,’ said she; ‘I’ll put you to bed as well,’ 

Thus she made her appearance in the Rue au Lard, where 
she lived, with a child clinging to either hand. Marjolin 
made himself quite at home there. When the two children 
proved too noisy the old woman cuffed them, delighted to 
shout and worry herself, and wash the youngsters, and pack 
them away beneath the blankets. She had fixed them up a 
little bed in an old costermonger’s barrow, the wheels and 
shafts of which had disappeared. It was like a big cradle, a 
trifle hard, but retaining a strong scent of the vegetables 
which it had long kept fresh and cool beneath a covering of 
damp cloths. And there, when four years old, Cadine and 
Marjolin slept locked in each other’s arms. 

They grew up together, and were always to be seen with 
their arms about one another’s waist. At night time old 
Mother Chantemesse heard them prattling softly. Cadine’s 
clear treble went chattering on for hours together, while 
Marjolin listened with occasional expressions of astonishment 
vented in a deeper tone. The girl was a mischievous young 
creature, and concocted all sorts of stories to frighten her com- 
panion ; telling him, for instance, that she had one night 
seen a man, dressed all in white, looking at them and putting 
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out a great red tongue, at the foot of the bed. Marjolin quite 
perspired with terror, and anxiously asked for further particu- 
lars; but the girl would then begin to jeer at him, and end 
by calling him a big donkey. At other times they were not 
so peaceably disposed, but kicked each other beneath the 
blankets. Cadine would pull up her legs, and try to restrain 
her laughter as Marjolin missed his aim, and sent his feet 
banging against the wall. When this happened, old Madame 
Chantemesse was obliged to get up to put the bed-clothes 
straight again; and, by way of sending the children to sleep, 
she would administer a box on the ear to both of them. For 
a long time their bed was a sort of playground. They 
carried their toys into it, and munched stolen carrots and 
turnips as they lay side by side. Every morning their adopted 
mother was amazed at the strange things she found in the 
bed-pebbles, leaves, apple cores, and dolls made cut of scraps 
of rags. When the very cold weather came, she went off to 
her work, leaving them sleeping there, Cadine’s black mop 
mingling with Marjolin’s sunny curls, and their mouths so 
near together that they looked as though they were keeping 
each other warm with their breath. 

The room in the Rue au Lard was a big, dilapidated 
garret, with a single window, the panes of which were dimmed 
by the rain. The children would play at hide-and-seek in 
the tall walnut wardrobe and underneath Mother Chante- 
messe’s colossal bed. There were also two or three tables in 
the room, and they crawled under these on all-fours. They 
found the place a very charming playground, on account of 
the dim light and the vegetables scattered about in the dark 
corners. The street itself, too, narrow and very quiet, with a 
broad arcade opening into the Rue de la Lingerie, provided 
them with plenty of entertainment. The door of the house 
was by the side of the arcade; it was a low door and could 
only be opened half-way owing to the near proximity of the 
greasy corkscrew staircase. The house, which had a project- 
ing pent roof and bulging front, dark with damp, and dis- 
playing greenish drain-sinks near the windows of each floor, 
also served as a big toy for the young couple. They spent 
their mornings below in throwing stones up into the drain- 
sinks, and the stones thereupon fell down the pipes with a 
very merry clatter. In thus amusing themselves, however, 
they managed to break a couple of windows, and filled the 
drains with stones, so that Mother Chantemesse, who had 
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lived in the house for three-and-forty years, narrowly escaped 
being turned out of it. 

Cadine and Marjolin then directed their attention to the 
vans and drays and tumbrels which were drawn up in the 
quiet street. They clambered on to the wheels, swung from 
the dangling chains, and larked about amongst the piles of 
boxes and hampers. Here also were the back premises of 
the commission agents of the Rue de la Poterie—huge, 
gloomy warehouses, each day filled and emptied afresh, and 
affording a constant succession of delightful hiding-places, 
where the youngsters buried themselves amidst the scent of 
dried fruits, oranges, and fresh apples. When they got tired 
of playing in this way, they went off to join old Madame 
Chantemesse at the Market of the Innocents. They arrived 
there arm-in-arm, laughing gaily as they crossed the streets 
with never the slightest fear of being run over by the endless 
vehicles. They knew the pavement well, and plunged their 
little legs knee-deep in the vegetable refuse without ever 
slipping. They jeered merrily at any porter in heavy boots 
who, in stepping over an artichoke-stem, fell sprawling full- 
length upon the ground. They were the rosy-cheeked 
familiar spirits of those greasy streets. They were to be secn 
everywhere. 

On rainy days they walked gravely beneath the shelter of 
a ragged old umbrella, with which Mother Chantemesse 
had protected her stock-in-trade for twenty years, and 
sticking if up in a corner of the market they called it their 
house. On sunny days they romped to such a degree that 
when evening came they were almost too tired to move. 
They bathed their feet in the fountains, dammed up the 
gutters, or hid themselves beneath piles of vegetables, and 
remained there prattling to each other just as they did in bed 
at night. People passing some huge mountain of cos or cab- 
bage lettuces often heard a mufiled sound of chatter coming 
from it. And when the green-stuff was removed, the two 
children would be discovered lying side by side on their couch 
of verdure, their eyes glistening uneasily like those of birds 
discovered in the depth of a thicket. As time went on, 
Cadine could not get along without Marjolin, and Marjolin 
began to cry when he lost Cadine. If they happened to get 
separated, they sought one another behind the petticoats of 
every stallkeeper in the markets, amongst the boxes and 

N 
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under the cabbages. It was, indeed, chiefly under the cab- 
bages that they grew up and learned to love each other. 

Marjolin was nearly eight years old, and Cadine six, when 
old Madame Chantemesse began to reproach them for their 
idleness. She told them that she would interest them in 
her business, and pay them a sou a day to assist her in paring 
her vegetables. During the first few days the children dis- 
played eager zeal; they squatted down on either side of the 
big flat basket with little knives in their hands, and worked 
away energetically. Mother Chantemesse made a speciality 
of pared vegetables; on her stall, covered with a strip of 
damp black lining, were little lots of potatoes, turnips, 
carrots, and white onions, arranged in pyramids of four 
—three at the base and one at the apex, all quite ready to be 
popped into the pans of dilatory housewives. She also had 
bundles duly stringed in readiness for the soup-pot—four 
leeks, three carrots, a parsnip, two turnips, and a couple of 
sprigs of celery. Then there were finely-cut vegetables for 
julienne soup laid out on squares of paper, cabbages cut into 
quarters, and little heaps of tomatoes and slices of pumpkin 
which gleamed like red stars and golden crescents amidst the 
pale hues of the other vegetables. Cadine evinced much 
more dexterity than Marjolin, although she was younger. 
The peelings of the potatoes she pared were so thin that you 
could see through them; she tied up the bundles for the 
soup-pot so artistically that they looked like bouquets; and 
she had a way of making the little heaps she set up, though 
they contained but three carrots or turnips, look like very big 
ones. The passers-by would stop and smile when she called 
out in her shrill childish voice; ‘Madame! madame! come 
and try me! Each little pile for two sous.’ 

She had her regular customers, and her little piles and 
bundles were widely known. Old Mother Chantemesse, 
seated between the two children, would indulge in a silent 
laugh which made her bosom rise almost to her chin, at 
seeing them working away so seriously. She paid them their 
daily sous most faithfully. But they soon began to weary of tha 
little heaps and bundles; they were growing up, and began 
to dream of some more lucrative business. Marjolin remaincd 
very childish for his years, and this irritated Cadine. Ile 
had no more brains than a cabbage, she often said. And it 
was, indeed, quite useless for her to devise any plan for him 
to make money; he never earned any. He could not even 
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go an errand satisfactorily. The girl, on the other hand, was 
very shrewd. When but eight years old she obtained em- 
ployment from one of those women who sit on a bench in 
the neighbourhood of the markets provided with a basket of 
lemons, and employ a troop of children to go about selling 
them. Carrying the lemons in her hands and offering them at 
two for three sous, Cadine thrust them under every woman’s 
nose, and ran after every passer-by. Her hands empty, she 
hastened back for a fresh supply. She was paid two sous 
for every dozen lemons that she sold, and on good days she 
could earn some five or six sous. During the following year 
she hawked caps at nine sous apiece, which proved a more 
profitable business; only she had to keep a sharp look-out, as 
street trading of this kind is forbidden unless one be licensed. 
However, she scented a policeman at a distance of a hundred 
yards; and the caps forthwith disappeared under her skirts, 
whilst she began to munch an apple with an air of guileless 
innocence. Then she took to selling pastry, cakes, cherry- 
tarts, gingerbread, and thick yellow maize biscuits on wicker 
trays. Marjolin, however, ate up nearly tha whole of her 
stock-in-trade. At last, when she was eleven years old, she 
succeeded in realising a grand idea which had long been 
worrying her. In a couple of months she put by four frances, 
ie a small hotte,' and then set up as à dealer in birds’ 
ood. 

It was a big affair. She got up early in the morning and 
purchased her stock of groundsel, millet, and bird-cake from 
the wholesale dealers. Then she set out on her day’s work, 
crossing the river, and perambulating the Latin Quarter from 
the Rue Saint Jacques to the Rue Dauphine, and even to the 
Luxembourg. Marjolin used to accompany her, but she 
would not let him carry the basket. He was only fit to call 
out, she said; and go, in his thick, drawling voice, he would 
raise the cry, ‘ Chickweed for the little birds!’ 

Then Cadine herself, with her flute-like voice, would start 
on a strange scale of notes ending in a clear, protracted alto, 
‘ Chickweed for the little birds ! ? 

They each took one side of the road, and looked up in the 
air as they walked along. In those days Marjolin wore a big 
scarlet waistcoat which hung down to his knees; it had be- 
longed to the defunct Monsieur Chantemesse, who had beon 

1 À basket carried on the back.— Trans. 
n2 
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a cab-driver. Cadine for her part wore a white and blue check 

gown, made out of an old tartan of Madame Chantemesse’s. 
All the canaries in the garrets of the Latin Quarter knew 
them; and, as they passed along, repeating their cry, each 
echoing the other’s voice, every cage poured out a song. 

Cadine sold water-cress, too. ‘Two sous a bunch! two 
sous a bunch!’ And Marjolin went into the shops to offer it 
for sale. ‘Fine water-cress! health for the body! fine fresh 
water-cress |? 

However, the new central markets had just been erected, 
and the girl would stand gazing in ecstacy at the avenue of 
flower-stalls which runs through the fruit pavilion. Here on 
either hand, from end to end, big clumps of flowers bloom 
as in the borders of a garden-walk. It is a perfect harvest, 
sweet with perfume, a double hedge of blossoms, between 
which the girls of the neighbourhood love to walk, smiling 
the while, though almost stifled by the heavy perfume. And 
on the top tiers of the stalls are artificial flowers, with paper 
leaves, in which dew-drops are simulated by drops of gum; 
and memorial wreaths of black and white beads rippling 
with bluish reflections. Cadine’s rosy nostrils would dilate 
with feline sensuality ; she would linger as long as possible 
in that sweet freshness, and carry as much of the perfume 
away with her as she could. When her hair bobbed under 
Marjolin’s nose he would remark that it smelt of pinks. 
She said that she had given over using pomatum; that it 
was quite sufficient for her to stroll through the flower-walk 
in order to scent her hair. Next she began to intrigue and 
scheme with such success that she was engaged by one of the 
stallkeepers. And then Marjolin declared that she smelt 
sweet from head to foot. She lived in the midst of roses, 
lilacs, wall-flowers, and lilies of the valley ; and Marjolin 
would playfully smell at her skirts, feign a momentary hesi- 
tation, and then exclaim, ‘Ah, that’s lily of the valley!’ 
Next he would sniff at her waist and bodice: ‘Ah, that’s 
wall-flowers!’ And at her sleeves and wrists: ‘ Ah, that’s 
lilac!’ And at her neck, and her cheeks and lips: ‘ Ah, 
but that’s roses!’ he would cry. Cadine used to laugh at 
him, and call him a ‘silly stupid,’ and tell him to get away, 
because he was tickling her with the tip of his nose, As 
she spoke her breath smelt of jasmine. She was verily a 
bouquet, full of warmth and life. 

She now got up at four o’clock every morning to assist 
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her mistress in her purchases. Each day they bought 
armfuls of flowers from the suburban florists, with bundles 
of moss, and bundles of fern fronds and periwinkle leaves to 
garnish the bouquets. Cadine would gaze with amazement 
at the diamonds and Valenciennes worn by the daughters of 
the great gardeners of Montreuil, who came to the markets 
amidst their roses. 

On the saints’ days of popular observance, such as Saint 
Mary’s, Saint Peter’s, and Saint Joseph’s days, the sale of 
flowers began at two o’clock. More than a hundred thou- 
sand francs’ worth of cut flowers would be sold on the foot- 
ways, and some of the retail dealers would make as much as 
two hundred francs in a few hours. On days like those 
only Cadine’s curly locks peered over the mounds of pansies, 
mignonette, and marguerites. She was quite drowned and 
lost in the flood of flowers. Then she would spend all 
her time in mounting bouquets on bits of rush. Ina few 
weeks she acquired considerable skilfulness in her business, 
and manifested no little originality. Her bouquets did not 
always please everybody, however. Sometimes they made 
one smile, sometimes they alarmed the eyes. Red predomi- 
nated in them, motiled with violent tints of blue, yellow, 
and violet of a barbaric charm. On the mornings when she 
pinched Marjolin, and teased him till she made him cry, 
she made up fierce-looking bouquets, suggestive of her own 
bad temper, bouquets with strong rough scents and glaring 
irritating colours. On other days, however, when she was 
softened by some thrill of joy or sorrow, her bouquets would 
assume a tone of silvery grey, very soft and subdued, and 
delicately perfumed. 

Then, too, she would set roses, as sanguineous as open 
hearts, in lakes of snow-white pinks; arrange bunches of 
tawny iris that shot up in tufts of flame from foliage that 
seemed scared by the brilliance of the flowers; werk elabo- 
rate designs, as complicated as those of Smyrna rugs, adding 
flower to flower, as on a canvas; and prepare rippling fanlike 
bouquets spreading out with all the delicacy of lace. Here 
was a cluster of flowers of delicious purity, there a fat ° 
nosegay, whatever one might dream of for the hand of a 
marchioness or a fish-wife; all the charming quaint fancies, 
in short, which the brain of a sharp-witted child cf twelve, 
budding into womanhood, could devise. 

There were only two flowers for which Cadine retained 
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respect; white lilac, which by the bundle of eight or ten 

sprays cost from fifteen to twenty francs in the winter 

time ; and camellias, which were still more costly, and arrived 

in boxes of a dozen, lying on beds of moss, and covered with 

cotton wool. She handled these as delicately as though they 

were jewels, holding her breath for fear of dimming their 

lustre, and fastening their short stems to sprigs of cane with 
the tenderest care. She spoke of them with serious reverence, 
She told Marjolin one day that a speckless white camellia 
was à very rare and exceptionally lovely thing, and, as she 
was making him admire one, he exclaimed: ‘ Yes ; it’s pretty; 
but I prefer your neck, you know. It’s much more soft 
and transparent than the camellia, and there are some little 
blue and pink veins just like the pencillings on a flower.’ 
Then, drawing near and sniffing, he murmured: ‘Ah! you 
smell of orange-blossom to-day.’ 

Cadine was self-willed, and did not get on well in the 
position of a servant, so she ended by setting up in business 
on her own account. As she was only thirteen at the time, 
and could not hope for a big trade and a stall in the 
flower avenue, she took to selling one-sou bunches of violets 
po into a bed of moss in an osier tray which she carried 
anging from her neck. All day long she wandered about 

the markets and their precincts with her little bit of hanging 
garden. She loved this continual stroll, which relieved the 
numbness of her limbs after long hours spent, with bent 
knees, on a low chair, making bouquets. She fastened her 
violets together with marvellous deftness as she walked along. 
She counted out six or eight flowers, according to the season, 
doubled a sprig of cane in half, added a leaf, twisted some 
damp thread round the whole, and broke off the thread with 
her strong young teeth. The little bunches seemed to spring 
spontaneously from the layer of moss, so rapidly did she stick 
them into it. 

Along the footways, amidst the jostling of the street traffic, 
her nimble fingers were ever flowering though she gave them 
not a glance, but boldly scanned the shops and passers-by. 
Sometimes she would rest in a doorway for a moment; and 
alongside the gutters, greasy with kitchen slops, she set, as it 
were, @ patch of spring-time, a suggestion of green woods and 
purple blossoms. Her flowers still betokened her frame of 
mind, her fits of bad temper and her thrills of tenderness. 
Sometimes they bristled and glowered with anger amidst their 
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crumpled leaves; at other times they spoke only of love and 
peacefulness as they smiled in their prim collars. As Cadine 
passed along, she left a sweet perfume behind her; Marjolin 
followed her devoutly. From head to foot she now exhaled 
but one scent, and the lad repeated that she was herself a 
violet, a great big violet. 

‘Do you remember the day when we went to Romainville 
together ?’ he would say; ‘Romainville, where there are so 
many violets. The scent was just the same. Oh! don’t 
change again—you smell too sweetly.’ 

And she did not change again. This was her last trade. 
Still, she often neglected her osier tray to go rambling about 
the neighbourhood. The building of the central markets— 
as yet incomplete—provided both children with endless oppor- 
tunities for amusement. They made their way into the midst 
of the work-yards through some gap or other between the 
planks; they descended into the foundations, and climbed 
up to the cast-iron pillars. Every nook, every piece of the 
framework witnessed their games and quarrels; the pavilions 
grew up under the touch of their little hands. From all this 
arose the affection which they felt for the great markets, and 
which the latter seemed to return. They were on familiar 
terms with that gigantic pile, old friends as they were, who 
had seen each pin and bolt putinto place. They felt no fear 
of the huge monster; but slappedit with their childish hands, 
treated it like a good friend, a chum whose presence brought 
no constraint. And the markets seemed to smile at these two 
light-hearted children, whose love was the song, the idyll of 
their immensity. 

Cadine alone now slept at Mother Chantemesso’s. Tho 
old woman had packed Marjolin off to a neighbour’s. This 
made the two children very unhappy. Still, they contrived 
to spend much of their time together. In the daytime they 
would hide themselves away in the warehouses of the Rue au 
Lard, behind piles of apples and cases of oranges; and in the 
evening they would dive into the cellars beneath the poultry- 
market, and secrete themselves among the huge hampers of 
feathers which stood near the blocks where the poultry was 
killed. They were quite alone there, amidst the strong smell 
of the poultry, and with never a sound but the sudden crowing 
of some rooster to break upon their babble and their laugh- 
ter. ‘The feathers amidst which they found themselves were 
of all sorts—turkey’s feathers, long and black; goose quills, 
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white and flexible ; the downy plumage of ducks, soft like ectton 

wool; and the ruddy and mottled feathers of fowls, which at 
the faintest breath flew up in a cloud like a swarm of flies 

buzzing in the sun. And then in winter-time there was the 
purple plumage of the pheasants, the ashen grey of the larks, 
the splotched silk of the partridges, quails, and thrushes. 
And all these feathers freshly plucked were still warm and 
cdoriferous, seemingly endowed with life. The spot was as 
cosy as a nest; at times a quiver as of flapping wings sped by, 
and Marjolin and Cadine, nestling amidst all the plumage, 
cften imagined that they were being carried aloft by one of 
those huge birds with outspread pinions that one hears of in 
the fairy tales. 

As time went on their childish affection took the inevitable 
turn. Veritable offsprings of Nature, knowing naught of social 
conventions and restraints, they loved one another in all inno- 
cence and guilelessness. They mated even as the birds of the 
air mate, even as youth and maid mated in primeval times, be- 
cause such is Nature’slaw. At sixteen Cadine was a dusky town 
gipsy, greedy and sensual, whilst Marjolin, now eighteen, was 
a tall, strapping fellow, as handsome a youth as could be met, 
but still with his mental faculties quite undeveloped. He 
had lived, indeed, a mere animal life, which had strengthened 
his frame, but left his intellect in a rudimentary state. 

When old Madame Chantemesse realised the turn that 
things were taking she wrathfully upbraided Cadine and struck 
out vigorously at her with her broom. But the hussy only 
laughed and dodged the blows, and then hied off to her lover. 
And gradually the markcts became their home, their manger, 
their aviary, where they lived and loved amidst the meat, the 
butter, the vegetables, and the feathers. 

They discovered another little paradise in the pavilion 
where butter, eggs, and cheese were sold wholesale. Enor- 
mous walls of empty baskets were here piled up every 
morning, and amidst these Cadino and Marjolin burrowed 
and hollowed out a dark Jair for themselves. A mere parti- 
tion of osier-work separated them from the market crowd, 
whose loud voices rang out all around them. They often 
shook with laughter when people, without the least suspicion 
of their presence, stopped to talk together a few yards away 
from them. On these occasions they would contrive peep- 
holes, and spy through them; and when cherries were in 
season Cadine togsed the stones in the faces of all the 
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old women who passed along—a pastime which amused 
them the more as the startled old crones could never make 
out whence the hail of cherry-stones had come. They also 
prowled about the depths of the cellars, knowing every 
gloomy corner of thom, and contriving to get through the 
most carefully locked gates. One of their favourite amuse- 
ments was to visit the track of the subterranean railway, 
which had been laid under the markets, and which those who 
planned the latter had intended to connect with the different 
goods’ stations of Paris. Sections of this railway were laid 
beneath each of the covered ways, between the cellars of each 
pavilion ; the work, indeed, was in such an advanced state that 
turn-tables had been put into position at all the points of 
intersection, and were in readiness for use. After much ex- 
amination, Cadine and Marjolin had at last succeeded in dis- 
covering a loose plank in the hoarding which enclosed the 
track, and they had managed to convert it into a door, by 
which they could easily gain access to the line. There they 
were quite shut off from the world, theugh they could hear 
oe rumbling of the street traffic over their 
heads. 

The line stretched through deserted vaults, here and 
there illumined by a glimmer of light filtering through iron 
gratings, while in certain dark corners gas-jets were burn- 
ing. And Cadine and Marjolin rambled about as in the secret 
recesses of some castle of their own, secure from all inter- 
ruption, and rejoicing in the buzzy silence, the murky 
glimmer, and subterranean secrecy, which imparted a touch 
of melodrama to their experiences. All sorts of smells were 
wafted through the hoarding from the neighbouring cellars ; 
the musty smell of vegetables, the pungency of fish, the 
overpowering stench of cheese, and the warm reek of 
poultry. 

At other times, on clear nights and fine dawns, they 
would climb on to the roofs, ascending thither by the steep 
staircases of the turrets at the angles of the pavilions. Up 
above they found fields of leads, endless promenades and 
squares, a stretch of undulating country which belonged to 
them. They rambled round the square roofs of the pavilions, 
followed the course of the long roofs of the covered ways, 
climbed and descended the slopes, and lost themselves in 
endless perambulations of discovery. And when they grew 
tired of the lower levels they ascended still higher, venturing 
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up the iron ladders, on which Cadine’s skirts flapped like 
flags. Thon they ran along the second tier of roofs beneath 
the open heavens. There was nothing save the stars above 
them. All sorts of sounds rose up from the echoing markets, 
a clattering and rumbling, a vague roar as of a distant tempest 
heard at night-time. At that height the morning breeze swept 
away the evil smells, the foul breath of the awaking markets, 
They would kiss one another at the edge of the gutterings 
like sparrows frisking on the house-tops. The rising fires of 
the sun illumined their faces with a ruddy glow. Cadine 
laughed with pleasure at being so high up in the air, and her 
neck shone with iridescent tints like a dove’s; while Marjolin 
bent down to look at the streets still wrapped in gloom, with 
his hands clutching hold of the leads like the fect of a wood- 
pigeon. When they descended to earth again, joyful from 
their excursion in the fresh air, they would remark to one 
another that they were coming back from the country. 

It was in the tripe-market that they had made the ac- 
quaintance of Claude Lantier. They went there every day, 
impelled thereto by an animal taste for blood, the cruel instinct 
of urchins who find amusement in the sight of severed heads. 
A ruddy stream flowed along the gutters round the pavilion ; 
they dipped the tips of their shoes in it, and dammed it up 
with leaves, so as to form large pools of blood. They took a 
strong interest in the arrival of the loads of offal in carts 
which always smelt offensively, despite all tho drenchings of 
water they got; they watched the unloading of the bundles 
of sheep’s trotters, which were piled up on the ground like 
filthy paving-stones, of the huge stiffened tongues, bleeding 
at their torn roots, and of the massive bell-shaped bullocks’ 
hearts. But the spectacle which, above all others, made 
them quiver with delight was that of the big dripping 
hampers, full of sheep’s heads, with greasy horns and black 
muzzles, and strips of woolly skin dangling from bleeding 
flesh, The sight of these conjured up in their minds the 
idea of some guillotine casting into the baskets the heads of 
countless victims. 

They followed the baskets into the depths of the cellar, 
watching them glide down the rails laid over the steps, and 
listening to the rasping noise which the casters of these osier 
waggons made in their descent. Down below there was a 
scene of exquisite horror. They entered into a charnel- 
house atmosphere, and walked along through murky puddles, 
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amidst which every now and then purple eyes seem to 
be glistening. At times the soles of their boots stuck to 
the ground, at others they splashed through the horrible 
mire, anxious and yet delighted. The gas-jets burned low, 
like blinking, bloodshot eyes. Near the water-taps, in the 
pale light falling through the gratings, they came upon the 
blocks; and there they remained in rapture watching 
the tripe-men, who, in aprons stiffened by gory splash- 
ings, broke the sheep’s heads one after another with a blow 
of their mallets. They lingered there for hours, waiting till 
all the baskets were empty, fascinated by the crackling of the 
bones, unable to tear themselves away till all was over. 
Sometimes an attendant passed behind them, cleansing the 
cellar with a hose; floods of water rushed out with a sluice- 
like roar, but although the violence of the discharge actually 
ate away the surface of the flagstones, it was powerless to 
remove the ruddy stains and stench of blood. 

Cadine and Marjolin were sure of meeting Claude between 
four and five in the afternoon at the wholesale auction of the 
bullocks’ lights. He was always there amidst the tripe- 
dealers’ carts backed up against the kerb-stones and the blue- 
bloused, white-aproned men who jostled him and deafened his 
ears by their loud bids. But he never felt their elbows; he 
stood in a sort of ecstatic trance before the huge hanging 
lights, and often told Cadine and Marjolin that there was no 
finer sight to be seen. The lights were of a soft rosy hue, 
gradually deepening and turning at the lower edges to a rich 
carmine; and Claude compared them to watered satin, finding 
no other term to describe the soft silkiness of those flowing 
lengths of flesh which drooped in broad folds like ballet 
dancers’ skirts. He thought, too, of gauze and lace allowing 
a glimpse of pinky skin; and when a ray of sunshine fell 
upon the lights and girdled them with gold an expression of 
languorous rapture came into his eyes, and he felt happier 
than if he had been privileged to contemplate the Greek god- 
desses in their sovereign nudity, or the chatelaines of romance 
in their brocaded robes. 

The artist became a great friend of the two young scape- 
graces. He loved beautiful animals, and such undoubtedly 
they were. For a long time he dreamt of a colossal picture 
which should represent the loves of Cadine and Marjolin in 
the central markets, amidst the vegetables, the fish, and the 
meat, He would have depicted them seated on some couch 
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of food, their arms circling each other’s waists, and their lips 
exchanging an idyllic kiss. In this conception he saw a 
manifesto proclaiming the positivism of art—modern art, 
experimental and materialistic. And it seemed to him also 
that it would be a smart satire on the school which wishes 
every painting to embody an ‘idea,’ a slap for the old tradi- 
tions and all they represented. But during a couple of years 
he began study after study without succeeding in giving the 
particular ‘note’ he desired. In this way he spoilt fifteen 
canvases. His failure filled him with rancour; however, he 
continued to associate with his two models from a sort of 
hopeless love for his abortive picture. When he met them 
prowling about in the afternoon, he often scoured the neigh- 
bourhood with them, strolling around with his hands in his 
pockets, and deeply interested in the life of the streets. 

They all three trudged along together, dragging their 
heels over the footways and monopolising their whole breadth 
so as to force others to step down into the road. With their 
noses in the air they sniffed in the odours of Paris, and could 
have recognised every corner blindfold by the spirituous 
emanations of the wine-shops, the hot puffs that came from 
the bakehcuses and confectioners’, and the musty odours 
wafted from the fruiterers’. They would make the circuit of 
the whole district. They delighted in passing through the 
rotunda of the corn-market, that huge massive stone cage 
where sacks of flour were piled up on every side, and where 
their footsteps echoed in the silence of the resonant roof. 
They were fond, too, of the little narrow streets in the neigh- 
bourhood, which had become as deserted, as black, and as 
mournful as though they formed part of an abandoned city. 
These were the Rue Babille, the Rue Sauval, the Rue des 
Deux Ecus, and the Rue de Viarmes, this last pallid from 
its proximity to the millers’ stores, and at four o'clock 
lively by reason of the corn exchange held there. It 
was generally from this point that they started on their 
round. They made their way slowly along the Rue Vauvilliers, 
glancing as they went at the windows of the low eating- 
houses, and thus reaching the miserably narrow Rue des 
Prouvaires, where Claude blinked his eyes as he saw one of 
the covered ways of the market, at the far end of which, 
framed round by this huge iron nave, appeared a side entrance 
of St. Eustache with its rose and its tiers of arched windows. 
And then, with an air of defiance, he would remark that all 
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the middle ages and the Renaissance put together were less 
mighty than the central markets. Afterwards, as they paced 
the broad new streets, the Rue du Pont Neuf and the Rue des 
Halles, he explained modern life with its wide footways, its 
lofty houses, and its luxurious shops, to the two urchins. He 
predicted, too, the advent of new and truly original art, whose 
approach he could divine, and despair filled him that its 
revelation should seemingly be beyond his own powers. 

Cadine and Marjolin, however, preferred the provincial 
quietness of the Rue des Bourdonnais, where one can play at 
marbles without fear of being run over. The girl perked her 
head affectedly as she passed the wholesale glove and hosiery 
stores, at each door of which bareheaded assistants, with 
their pens stuck in their ears, stood watching her with a 
weary gaze. And she and her lover had yet a stronger pre- 
ference for such bits of olden Paris as still existed: the Rue 
de la Poterie and the Rue de la Lingerie, with their butter 
and egg and cheese dealers; the Rue de la Ferronerie and 
the Rue de l’Aiguillerie (the beautiful streets of far-away 
times), with their dark narrow shops; and especially the 
Rue Courtalon, a dank, dirty by-way running from the Place 
Sainte Opportune to the Rue Saint Denis, and intersected by 
foul-smelling alleys where they had romped in their younger 
days. In the Rue Saint Denis they entered into the land cf 
dainties ; and they smiled upon the dried apples, the 
‘Spanishwood,’ the prunes, and the sugar-candy in the 
windows of the grocers and druggists. Their ramblings 
always set them dreaming of a feast of good things, and 
inspired them with a desire to glut themselves on the con- 
tents of the windows. To them the district seemed like some 
huge table, always laid with an everlasting dessert into 
which they longed to plunge their fingers. 

They devoted but a moment to visiting the other blocks 
of tumble-down old houses, the Rue Pirouette, the Rue de 
Mondétour, the Rue de la Petite Truanderie, and the Rue de 
la Grande Truanderie, for they took little interest in the 
shops of the dealers in edible snails, cooked vegetables, tripe, 
and drink. In the Rue de la Grande Truanderie, however, 
there was a soap factory, an oasis of sweetness in the midst 
of all the foul odours, and Marjolin was fond of stand- 
ing outside it till some one happened to enter or come out, 
‘so that the perfume which swept through the doorway might 
blow full in his face. Then with all speed they returned ta 
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the Rue Pierre Lescot and the Rue Rambuteau. Cadine 
was extremely fond of salted provisions; she stood in admira- 
tion before the bundles of red-herrings, the barrels of anchovies 
and capers, and the little casks of gherkins and olives, stand- 
ing on end with wooden spoons inside them. The smell of 
the vinegar titillated her throat; the pungent odour of the 
rolled cod, smoked salmon, bacon and ham, and the sharp 
acidity of the baskets of lemons, made her mouth water 
longingly. She was also fond of feasting her eyes on the 
boxes of sardines piled up in metallic columns amidst the 
cases and sacks. In the Rue Montorgueil and the Rue Mont- 
martre were other tempting-looking groceries and restaurants, 
from whose basements appetising odours were wafted, with 
glorious shows of game and poultry, and preserved-provision 
shops, which last displayed beside their doors open kegs 
overflowing with yellow sour-krout suggestive of old lace- 
work. Then they lingered in the Rue Coquilliére, inhaling 
the odour of truffles from the premises of a notable dealer 
in comestibles, which threw so strong a perfume into the 
street that Cadine and Marjolin closed their eyes and 
imagined they were swallowing all kinds of delicious things. 
These perfumes, however, distressed Claude. They made 
him realise the emptiness of his stomach, he said; and, leav- 
ing the ‘ two animals’ to feast on the odour of the truffles—the 
most penetrating odour to be found in all the neighbourhood 
—he went off again to the corn-market by way of the Rue 
Oblin, studying on his road the old women who sold green- 
stuff in the doorways and the displays of cheap pottery 
spread out on the foot-pavements. 

Such were their rambles in common; but when Cadine 
set out alone with her bunches of violets she often went 
farther afield, making it a point to visit certain shops for 
which she had a particular partiality. She had an especial 
weakness for the Taboureau bakery establishment, one of the 
windows of which was exclusively devoted to pastry. She 
would follow the Rue Turbigo and retrace her steps a dozen 
times in order to pass again and again before the almond cakes, 
the savarins, the St. Honoré tarts, the fruit tarts, and the 
various dishes containing bunlike dabas redolent of rum, 
éclairs combining the finger biscuit with chocolate, and choux 
à la crème, little rounds of pastry overflowing with whipped 
white of egg. The glass jars full of dry biscuits, macaroons, 
and madeleines also made her mouth water; and the bright 
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shop with its big mirrors, its marble slabs, ils gilding, its 
bread-bins of ornamental ironwork, and its second window in 
which long glistening loaves were displayed slantwise, with one 
end resting on a crystal shelf whilst above they were upheld 
by a brass rod, was so warm and odoriferous of baked dough 
that her features expanded with pleasure when, yielding to 
temptation, she went in to buy a brioche for two sous. 

Another shop, one in front of the Square des Innocents, 
also filled her with gluttonous inquisitiveness, a fever of 
longing desire. This shop made a specialty of forcemeat 
pasties. In addition to the ordinary ones there were pasties 
of pike and pasties of truffled foie gras; and the girl would 
gaze yearningly at them, saying to herself that she would 
really have to eat one some day. 

Cadine also had her moments of vanity and coquetry. 
When these fits were on her, she bought herself in imagination 
some of the magnificent dresses displayed in the windows of the 
‘ Fabriques de France’ which made the Pointe Saint Eustache 
gaudy with their pieces of bright stuff hanging from the first 
floor to the footway and flapping in the breeze. Somewhat 
incommoded by the flat basket hanging before her, amidst the 
crowd of market-women in dirty aprons gazing at future 
Sunday dresses, the girl would feel the woollens, flannels, and 
cottons to test the texture and suppleness of the material ; and 
she would promise herself a gown of bright-coloured flannel- 
ling, flowered print, or scarlet poplin. Sometimes even from 
amongst the pieces draped and set off to advantage by the 
window-dressers she would choose some soft sky-blue or 
apple-green silk, and dream of wearing it with pink ribbons, 
In the evenings she would dazzle herself with the displays in 
the windows of the big jewellers in the Rue Montmartre. 
That terrible street deafened her with its ceaseless flow of 
vehicles, and the streaming crowd never ceased to jostle her; 
still she did not stir, but remained feasting her eyes on the 
blazing splendour set out in the light of the reflecting lamps 
which hung outside the windows. On one side all was white 
with the bright glitter of silver: watches in rows, chaing 
hanging, spoons and forks laid crossways, cups, snuff-boxes, 
napkin-rings, and combs arranged on shelves. The silver 
thimbles, dotting a porcelain stand covered with a glass shade, 
had an especial attraction for her. Then on the other sido 
the windows glistened with the tawny glow of gold. A cascade 
of long pendant chains descended from above, rippling with 
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ruddy gleams; small ladies’ watches, with the backs of their 
cases displayed, sparkled like fallen stars; wedding rings 
clustered round slender rods; bracelets, brooches, and other 
costly ornaments glittered on the black velvet linings of their 
cases ; jewelled rings set their stands aglow with blue, green, 
yellow, and violet flamelets; while on every tier of the 
shelves superposed rows of ear-rings and crosses and lockets 
hung against the crystal like the rich fringes of altar-cloths, 
The glow of this gold illumined the street half-way across with 
a sun-like radiance. And Cadine, as she gazed at it, almost 
fancied that she was in presence of something holy, or on the 
threshold of the Emperor’s treasure chamber. She would for 
a long time scrutinise all this show of gaudy jewellery, 
adapted to the taste of the fish-wives, and carefully read the 
large figures on the tickets affixed to each article; and 
eventually she would select for herself a pair of ear-rings— 
pear-shaped drops of imitation coral hanging from golden 
roses. 

One morning Claude caught her standing in ecstasy before 
a hair-dresser’s window in the Rue Saint Honoré. She was 
gazing at the display of hair with an expression of intense 
envy. High up in the window was a streaming cascade of 
long manes, soft wisps, loose tresses, frizzy falls, undulating 
comb-curls, a perfect cataract of silky and bristling hair, real 
and artificial, now in coils of a flaming red, now in thick black 
crops, now in pale golden locks, and even in snowy white ones 
for the coquette of sixty. In cardboard boxes down below 
were cleverly arranged fringes, curling side-ringlets, and 
carefully combed chignons glossy with pomade. And amidst 
this framework, in a sort of shrine beneath the ravelled ends 
of the hanging locks, there revolved the bust of a woman, 
arrayed in a wrapper of cherry-coloured satin fastened between 
the breasts with a brass brooch. The figure wore a lofty 
bridal coiffure picked out with sprigs of orange-blossom, and 
smiled with a dollish smile. Its eyes were pale blue; its 
eyebrows were very stiff and of exaggerated length ; and its 
waxen cheeks and shoulders bore evident traces of the heat 
and smoke of the gas. Cadine waited till the revolving figure 
again displayed its smiling face, and as its profile showed more 
distinctly and it slowly went round from left to right she felt 
perfectly happy. Claude, however, was indignant, and, shaking 
Cadine, he asked her what she was doing in front of ‘that 
abomination, that corpse-like hussy picked up at the Morgue |" 
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He flew into a temper with the ‘dummy’s’ cadaverous face 
and shoulders, that disfigurement of the beautiful, and re- 
marked that artists painted nothing but that unreal type of 
woman nowadays. Cadine, however, remained unconvinced 
by his oratory, and considered the lady extremely beautiful. 
Then, resisting the attempts of the artist to drag her away 
by the arm, and scratching her black mop in vexation, she 
pointed to an enormous ruddy tail, severed from the quarters 
of some vigorous mare, and told him she would have liked 
to have a crop of hair like that. : 

During the long rambles when Claude, Cadine,and Marjolin 
prowled about the neighbourhood of the markets, they saw the 
iron ribs of the giant building at the end of every street. 
Wherever they turned they caught sudden glimpses of it; the 
horizon was always bounded by it; merely the aspect under 
which it was seen varied. Claude was perpetually turning 
round, and particularly in the Rue Montmartre, after passing 
the church. From that point the markets, seen obliquely in 
the distance, filled him with enthusiasm. A huge arcade, 
a giant, gaping gateway, was open before him; then came the 
crowding pavilions with their lower and upper roofs, their 
countless Venetian shutters and endless blinds, a vision, as it 
were, of superposed houses and palaces; a Babylon of metal, 
of Hindoo delicacy of workmanship, intersected by hanging 
terraces, aérial galleries, and flying bridges poised over space. 
The trio always returned to this city round which they strolled, 
unable to stray more than a hundred yards away. They came 
back to it during the hot afternoons when the Venetian 
shutters were closed and the blinds lowered. In the covered 
ways all seemed to be asleep, the ashy greyness was streaked 
by yellow bars of sunlight falling through the high windows. 
Only a subdued murmur broke the silence ; the steps of a few 
hurrying passers-by resounded on the footways; whilst the 
badge-wearing porters sat in rows on the stone ledges at the 
corners of the pavilions, taking off their boots and nursing 
their aching feet. The quietude was that of a colossus at 
rest, interrupted at times by some cock-crow rising from the 
cellars below. . 

Claude, Cadine, and Marjolin then often went to see the 
empty hampers piled upon the drays, which came to fetch 
them every afternoon so that they might be sent back to the 
consignors. There were mountains of them, labelled with, 
black letters and figures, in front of the salesmen’s warehouses 

a 
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in the Rue Berger. The porters arranged them symmetrically, 
tier by tier, on the vehicles. When the pile rose, however, to 
the height of a first floor, the porter who stood below balancing 
the next batch of hampers had to make a spring in order to 
toss them up to his mate, who was perched aloft with arms 
extended. Claude, who delighted in feats of strength and 
dexterity, would stand for hours watching the flight of these 
masses of osier, and would burst into a hearty laugh when- 
ever too vigorous a toss sent them flying over the pile into 
the roadway beyond. He was fond, too, of the footways of the 
Rue Rambuteau and the Rue du Pont Neuf, near the fruit- 
market, where the retail dealers congregated. The sight of 
the vegetables displayed in the open air, on trestle-tables 
covered with damp black rags, was full of charm for him. At 
four in the afternoon the whole of this nook of greenery was 
aglow with sunshine; and Claude wandered between the stalls, 
inspecting the bright-coloured heads of the saleswomen 
with keen artisticrelish. The younger ones, with their hair in 
nets, had already lost all freshness of complexion through the 
rough life they led; while the older ones were bent and 
shrivelled, with wrinkled, flaring faces showing under the 
yellow kerchiefs bound round their heads. Cadine and 
Marjolin refused to accompany him hither, as they could 
perceive old Mother Chantemesse shaking her fist at them, in 
her anger at seeing them prowling about together. He joined 
them again, however, on the opposite footway, where he found 
a splendid subject for a picture in the stallkeepers squatting 
under their huge umbrellas of faded red, blue, and violet, 
which, mounted upon poles, filled the whole market-side with 
bumps, and showed conspicuously against the fiery glow of the 
sinking sun, whose rays faded amidst the carrots and the 
turnips. One tattered harridan, a century old, was sheltering 
three spare-looking lettuces beneath an umbrella of pink silk, 
shockingly split and stained. 

Cadine and Marjolin had struck up an acquaintance with 
Léon, Quenu’s apprentice, one day when he was taking a pie 
to a house in the neighbourhood. They saw him cautiously 
raise the lid of his pan in a secluded corner of the Rue de 
Mondétour, and delicately take out a ball of forcemeat. They 
smiled at the sight, which give them a very high opinion of 
Léon, And the idea came to Cadine that she might at last 
satisfy one of her most ardent longings. Indeed, the very 
next time that she met the lad with his basket she made her. 
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self very agreeable, and induced him to offer her a forcemeat 
oall. But, although she laughed and licked her fingers, she 
sxperienced some disappointment. The forcemeat did not 
orove nearly so nice as she had anticipated. On the other 
aand, the lad, with his sly, greedy phiz and his white gar- 
nents, which made him look like a girl going to her first 
communion, somewhat took her fancy. 

She invited him to a monster lunch which she gave 
imongst the hampers in the auction-room at the butter- 
narket. The three of them—herself, Marjolin, and Léon— 
sompletely secluded themselves from the world within four 
walls of osier. The feast was laid out on a large flat basket. 
here were pears, nuts, cream-cheese, shrimps, fried potatoes, 
ind radishes. The cheese came from a fruiterer’s in the Rue 
le la Cossonnerie, and was a present; and a ‘frier’ of the 
due de la Grande Truanderie had given Cadine credit for two 
sous’ worth of potatoes. The rest of the feast, the pears, 
ihe nuts, the shrimps, and the radishes, had been pilfered 
rom different parts of the market. It was a delicious treat; 
ind Léon, desirous of returning the hospitality, gave a supper 
n his bedroom at one o’clock in the morning. The bill of 
are included cold black-pudding, slices of polony, a piece of 
alt pork, some gherkins, and some goose-fat. The Quenu- 
zradelles’ shop had provided everything. And matters did 
10t stop there. Dainty suppers alternated with delicate 
uncheons, and invitation followed invitation. Three times a 
veek there were banquets, either amidst the hampers or in 
uéon’s garret, where Florent, on the nights when he lay 
iwake, could hear a stifled sound of munching and rippling 
aughter until day began to break. 

The loves of Cadine and Marjolin now took another turn. 
[he youth played the gallant, and just as another might 
ntertain his innamorata at a champagne supper en tête à tête 
n a private room, he led Cadine into some quiet corner of the 
narket cellars to munch apples or sprigs of celery. One day 
ie stole a red-herring, which they devoured with immense 
njoyment on the roof of the fish-market beside the guttering. 
"here was not a single shady nook in the whole place 
vhere they did not indulge in secret feasts. The district, 
vith its rows of open shops full of fruit and cakes and pre- 
erves, was no longer a closed paradise, in front of which they 
rowled with greedy, covetous appetites. As they passed the 
hops they now extended their hands and pilfered a prune, a 
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few cherries, or a bit of cod. They also provisioned them- 

selves at the markets, keeping a sharp look-out as they made 

their way between the stalls, picking up everything that fell, 

and often assisting the fall by a push of their shoulders. | 

In spite, however, of all this marauding, some terrible 

scores had to be run up with the ‘frier’ of the Rue de la 
Grande Truanderie. This ‘frier, whose shanty leaned against 
a tumble-down house, and was propped up by heavy joists, 
green with moss, made a display of boiled mussels lying in large 
earthenware bowls filled to the brim with clear water ; of dishes 
of little yellow dabs stiffened by too thick a coating of paste ; 
of squares of tripe simmering in a pan ; and of grilled herrings, 
black and charred, and so hard that if you tapped them they 
sounded like wood. On certain weeks Cadine owed the frier 
as much as twenty sous, a crushing debt, which required 
the sale of an incalculable number of bunches of violets, for 
she could count upon no assistance from Marjolin. Moreover, 
she was bound to return Léon’s hospitalities; and she even 
felt some little shame at never being able to offer him a scrap 
of meat. He himself had now taken to purloining entire 
hams. As a rule, he stowed everything away under his 
shirt; and at night when he reached his bedroom he drew 
from his bosom hunks of polony, slices of pâté de foie gras, 
and bundles of pork rind. They had to do without bread, 
and there was nothing to drink; but no matter. One night 
Marjolin saw Léon kiss Cadine between two mouthfuls; how- 
ever, he only laughed. He could have smashed the little 
fellow with a blow from his fist, but he felt no jealousy in 
respect of Cadine. He treated her simply as a comrade with 
whom he had chummed for years. 

Claude never participated in these feasts. Having caught 
Cadine one day stealing a beet-root from a little hamper lined 
with hay, he had pulled her ears and given her a sound rating. 
These thieving propensities made her perfect as a ne’er-do- 
well. However, in spite of himself, he could not help feeling 
a sort of admiration for these sensual, pilfering, greedy 
creatures, who preyed upon everything that lay about, feasting 
off the crumbs that fell from the giant’s table. 

At last Marjolin nominally took service under Gavard, 
happy in having nothing to do except to listen to his master’s 
flow of talk, while Cadine still continued to sell violets, 
quite accustomed by this time to old Mother Chantemesse’s 
gcoldings. They were still the same children as ever, giving 
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way to their instincts and appetites without the slightest 
shame—they were the growth of the slimy pavements of 
the market district, where, even in fine weather, the mud 
remains black and sticky. However, as Cadine walked along 
the footways, mechanically twisting her bunches of violets, 
she was sometimes disturbed by disquieting reveries; and 
Marjolin, too, suffered from an uneasiness which he could 
not explain. He would occasionally leave the girl and miss 
some ramble or feast in order to go and gaze at Madame 
Quenu through the windows of the pork-shop. She was so 
handsome and plump and round that it did him good to look 
at her. As he stood gazing at her, he felt full and satisfied, 
as though he had just eaten or drunk something extremely 
nice. And when he went off, a sort of hunger and thirst to 
see her again suddenly came upon him. This had been 
going on for a couple of months. At first he had looked at 
her with the respectful glance which he bestowed upon the 
shop-fronts of the grocers and provision dealers; but subso- 
quently, when he and Cadine had taken to gencral pilfering, 
he began to regard her smooth cheeks much as he regarded 
the barrels of olives and boxes of dried apples. 

For some time past Marjolin had seen handsome Lisa 
every day, in the morning. She would pass Gavard’s stall, 
and stop for a moment or two to chat with the poultry-dealer. 
She now did her marketing herself, so that she might be 
cheated as little as possible, she said. The truth, however, 
was that she wished to make Gavard speak out. In the pork- 
shop he was always distrustful, but at his stall he chatted and 
talked with the utmost freedom. Now, Lisa had made up her 
mind to ascertain from him exactly what took place in the 
little room at Monsieur Lebigre’s; for she had no great 
confidence in her secret police-officer, Mademoiselle Saget. In 
a short time she learnt from the incorrigible chatterbox a lot 
of vague details which very much alarmed her. Two days 
after her explanation with Quenu she returned home from 
the market looking very pale. She beckoned to her husband 
to follow her into the dining-room, and having carefully closed 
the door she said to him: ‘Is your brother determined to 
send us to the scaffold, then ? Why did you conceal from me 
what you knew?’ 

Quenu declared that he knew nothing. He even swore a 
great oath that he had not returned to Monsieur Lebigre’s, 
and would never go there again, 
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‘You will do well not to do so,’ replied Lisa, shrugging her 

shoulders, ‘unless you want to get yourself into à serious 

scrape. Florent is up to some evil trick, I’m certain of it! 

I have just learned quite sufficient to show me where he is 

going. He's going back to Cayenne, do you hear?’ 

Then, after a pause, she continued in calmer tones: ‘ Oh, 
the unhappy man! He had everything here that he could 
wish for. He might have redeemed his character; he had 
nothing but good examples before him. But no, it is in his 
blood! He will come to a violent end with his politics! I 
insist upon there being an end to all this! You hear me, 
Quenu? I gave you due warning long ago!’ 

She spoke the last words very incisively. Quenu bent his 
head, as if awaiting sentence. 

‘To begin with,’ continued Lisa, ‘he shall cease to take 
his meals here. It will be quite sufficient if we give him a 
bed. He is earning money ; let him feed himself.’ 

Quenu seemed on the point of protesting, but his wife 
silenced him by adding energetically : 

‘Make your choice between him and me. If he remains 
here, I swear to you that I will go away, and take my daughter 
with me. Do you want me to tell you the whole truth about 
him? He is a man capable of anything; he has come here 
to bring discord into our household. But I will set things 
right, you may depend on it. You have your choice between 
him and me ; you hear me?’ 

Then, leaving her husband in silent consternation, she 
returned to the shop, where she served a customer with her 
usual affable smile. The fact was that, having artfully in- 
veigled Gavard into a political discussion, the poultry-dealer 

_ had told her that she would soon see how the land lay, that 
they were going to make a clean sweep of everything, and that 
two determined men like her brother-in-law and himself would 
suffice to set the fire blazing. This was the evil trick of which 
she had spoken to Quenu, some conspiracy to which Gavard 
was always making mysterious allusions with a sniggering 
grin from which he seemingly desired a great deal to be 
inferred. And in imagination Lisa already saw the gen- 
darmes invading the pork-shop, gagging herself, her husband, 
and Pauline, and casting them into some underground dun- 
geon. 

In the evening, at dinner, she evinced an icy frigidity. 
She made no offers to serve Florent, but several times re- 
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marked: ‘It’s very strange what an amount of bread we’ve 
got through lately.’ 

Florent at last understood. He felt that he was being 
treated like a poor relation who is gradually turned out 
of doors. For the last two months Lisa had dressed him in 
Quenu’s old trousers and coats; and, as he was as thin as his 
brother was fat, these ragged garments had a most extraordinary 
appearance upon him. She also turned her oldest linen over 
to him : pocket-handkerchiefs that had been darned a score of 
times, ragged towels, sheets which were only fit to be cut up 
into dusters and dish-cloths, and worn-out shirts, distended 
by Quenu’s corpulent figure, and so short that they would 
have served Florent as under-vests. Moreover, he no longer 
found around him the same good-natured kindliness as in 
the earlier days. The whole household seemed to shrug its 
shoulders after the example set by handsome Lisa. Auguste 
and Augustine turned their backs upon him, and little Pauline, 
with the cruel frankness of childhood, let fall some bitter 
remarks about the stains on his coat and the holes in his shirt. 
However, during the last days he suffered most at table. He 
scarcely dared to eat, as he saw the mother and daughter fix 
their gaze upon him whenever he cut himself a piece of bread. 
-Quenu meantime peered into his plate, to avoid having to take 
any part in what went on. 

That which most tortured Florent was nis inability to in- 
vent a reason for leaving the house. During a week he kept 
on revolving in his mind a sentence expressing his resolve to 
take his meals elsewhere, but could not bring himself to utter 
it. Indeed, this man of tender nature lived in such a world 
of illusions that he feared he might hurt his brother and 
sister-in-law by ceasing to lunch and dine with them. It had 
taken him over two months to detect Lisa’s latent hostility ; 
and even now he was sometimes inclined to think that he 
must be mistaken, aud that she was in reality kindly disposed 
towards him. Unselfishness with him extended to forget- 
fulness of his requirements; it was no longer a virtue, but 
utter indifference to self, an absolute obliteration of personality. 
Even when he recognised that he was being gradually turned 
out of the house, his mind never for a moment dwelt upon his 
share in old Gradelle’s fortune, or upon the accounts which 
Lisa had offered him. He had already planned out his 
expenditure for the future; reckoning that with what Madame 
Verlaque still allowed him to retain of his salary, and the 
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thirty francs a month which a pupil, obtained through La 

Normande, paid him, he would be able to spend eighteen sous 

on his breakfast and twenty-six sous on his dinner. This, he 

thought, would be ample. And so, at last, taking as his 

excuse the lessons which he was giving his new pupil, he 

emboldened himself one morning to pretend that it would be 

impossible for him in future to come to the house at meal- 
times. He blushed as he gave utterance to this laboriously 
constructed lie, which had given him so much trouble, and 
continued apologetically : 

“You mustn’t be offended; the boy only has those hours 
free. I.can easily get something to eat, you know; and I 
will come and have a chat with you in the evenings.’ 

Beautiful Lisa maintained her icy reserve, and this increased 
Florent’s feeling of trouble. In order to have no cause for 
self-reproach she had been unwilling to send him about his 
business, preferring to wait till he should weary of the 
situation and go of his own accord. Now he was going, and 
it was a good riddance; and she studiously refrained from all 
show of kindliness for fear it might induce him to remain, 
Quenu, however, showed some signs of emotion, and exclaimed : 
“Don't think of putting yourself about; take your meals 
elsewhere by all means, if it is more convenient. It isn’t we 
who are turning you away ; you'll at all events dine with us 
sometimes on Sundays, eh?’ 

Florent hurried off. His heart was very heavy. When he 
had gone, the beautiful Lisa did not venture to reproach her 
husband for his weakness in giving that invitation for Sundays. 
She had conquered, and again breathed freely amongst the 
light oak of her dining-room, where she would have liked to 
burn some sugar to drive away the odour of perverse lean- 
ness which seemed to linger about. Moreover, she continued 
to remain on the defensive ; and at the end of another week she 
felt more alarmed than ever. She only occasionally saw 
Florent in the evenings, and began to have all sorts of dreadful 
thoughts, imagining that her brother-in-law was constructing 
some infernal machine upstairs in Augustine’s bedroom, or 
else making signals which would result in barricades covering 
the whole neighbourhood. Gavard, who had become gloomy, 
merely nodded or shook his head when she spoke to him, and 
left his stall for days together in Marjolin’s charge. The 
beautiful Lisa, however, determined that she would get to the 
bottom of affairs. She knew that Florent had obtained a day’s 
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leave, and intended to spend it with Claude Lantier, at 
Madame François’s, at Nanterre. As he would start in the 
morning, and remain away till night, she conceived the idea 
of inviting Gavard to dinner. He would be sure to talk freely, 
at table, she thought. But throughout the morning she was 
unable to meet the poultry-dealer, and so in the afternoon she 
went back again to the markets. 

Marjolin was in the stall alone. He used to drowse there 
for hours, recouping himself from the fatigue of his long 
rambles. He generally sat upon one chair with his legs 
resting upon another, and his head leaning against a little 
dresser. In the winter-time he took a keen delight in lolling 
there and contemplating the display of game; the bucks 
hanging head downwards, with their fore-legs broken and 
twisted round their necks; the larks festooning the stall like 
garlands; the big ruddy hares, the mottled partridges, the 
water-fowl of a bronze-grey hue, the Russian black cocks and 
hazel hens, which arrived in a packing of oat straw and char- 
coal;! and the pheasants, the magnificent pheasants, with 
their scarlet hoods, their stomachers of green satin, their 
mantles of embossed gold, and their flaming tails, that trailed 
like the trains of court robes. All this show of plumage 
reminded Marjolin of his rambles in the cellars with Cadine 
amongst the hampers of feathers. 
That afternoon the beautiful Lisa found Marjolin in the 
midst of the poultry. It was warm, and whiffs of hot air 
passed along the narrow alleys of the pavilion. She was 
obliged to stoop before she could see him stretched out inside 
the stall, below the bare flesh of the birds. From the 
hooked bar up above hung fat geese, the hooks sticking in the 
bleeding wounds of their long stiffened necks, while their 
huge bodies bulged out, glowing ruddily beneath their fine 
down, and, with their snowy tails and wings, suggesting nudity 
encompassed by fine linen. And also hanging from the bar, 
with ears thrown back and feet parted as though they were 
bent on some vigorous leap, were grey rabbits whose turned- 
up tails gleamed whitely, whilst their heads, with sharp teeth 
and dim eyes, laughed with the grin of death. On the counter 
of the stall plucked fowls showed their strained fleshy breasts ; 
pigeons, crowded on osier trays, displayed the soft bare skin 

1 The baskets in which these are sent to Paris are identical with 
those which in many provinces of Russia serve the moujiks as cradles 
for their infants,—Trans, 
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of innocents: ducks, with skin of rougher texture, exhibited 
their webbed feet; and three magnificent turkeys, speckled 
with blue dots, like freshly-shaven chins, slumbered on their 
backs amidst the black fans of their expanded tails. On plates 
near by were giblets, livers, gizzards, necks, feet, and wings; 
while an oval dish contained a skinned and gutted rabbit, 
with its four legs wide apart, its head bleeding, and its 
kidneys showing through its gashed belly. A streamlet of 
dark blood, after trickling along its back to its tail, had 
fallen drop by drop, staining the whiteness of the dish. 
Marjolin had not even taken the trouble to wipe the block, 
near which the rabbit’s feet were still lying. He reclined 
there with his eyes half-closed, encompassed by other piles of 
dead poultry which crowded the shelves of the stall, poultry in 
paper wrappers like bouquets, rows upon rows of protuberant 
breasts and bent legs showing confusedly. And amidst 
all this mass of food, the young fellow’s big, fair figure, the 
flesh of his cheeks, hands, and powerful neck covered with 
ruddy down seemed as soft as that of the magnificent turkeys, 
and as plump as the breasts of the fat geese. 

When he caught sight of Lisa, he at once sprang up, 
blushing at having been caught sprawling in this way. He 
always seemed very nervous and ill at ease in Madame 
Quenu’s presence; and when she asked him if Monsieur 
Gavard was there, he stammered out: ‘No, I don’t think so. 
He was here a little while ago, but he went away again.’ 

Lisa looked at him, smiling; she had a great liking for 
him. But feeling something warm brush against her hand, 
which was hanging by her side, she raised a little shriek. 
Some live rabbits were thrusting their noses out of a box 
under the counter of the stall, and sniffing at her skirts. 

‘Oh,’ she exclaimed with a laugh, ‘it’s your rabbits that 
are tickling me.’ 

Then she stooped and attempted to stroke a white rabbit, 
which darted in alarm into a corner of the box. 

‘Will Monsieur Gavard be back soon, do you think? 
she asked, as she again rose erect. 

Marjolin once more replied that he did not know; thenin 
a hesitating way he continued: ‘ He’s very likely gone down 
a the cellars. He told me, I think, that he was going 
there.’ 

‘Well, I think I'll wait for him, then,’ replied Lisa, 
‘Could you let him know that I am here? or I might go 
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down to him, perhaps. Yes, that’s a good idea; I’ve been 
intending to go and have a look at the cellars for these last 
five years. You'll take me down, won’t you, and explain 
things to me?’ 

Marjolin blushed crimson, and, hurrying out of the stall, 
walked on in front of her, leaving the poultry to look after 
itself. ‘Of course I will,’ said he. ‘I'll do anything you 
wish, Madame Lisa.” 

When they got down below, the beautiful Lisa felt quite 
suffocated by the dank atmosphere of the cellar. She stood 
on the bottom step, and raised her eyes to look at the vaulted 
roofing of red and white bricks arching slightly between the 
iron ribs upheld by small columns. What made her hesitate 
more than the gloominess of the place was a warm, pene- 
trating odour, the exhalations of large numbers of living 
creatures, which irritated her nostrils and throat. 

‘What a nasty smell!’ she exclaimed. ‘It must be very 
unhealthy down here.’ 

‘It never does me any harm,’ replied Marjolin in astonish- 
ment. ‘There’s nothing unpleasant about the smell when 
you've got accustomed toit; and it’s very warm and cosy down 
here in the winter-time.’ 

As Lisa followed him, however, she declared that the 
strong scent of the poultry quite turned her stomach, and 
that she would certainly not be able to eat a fowl for the 
next two months. All around her, the store-rooms, the small 
cabins where the stallkeepers keep their live stock, formed 
regular streets, intersecting each other at right angles. There 
were only a few scattered gas-lights, and the little alleys 
seemed wrapped in sleep like the lanes of a village where the 
inhabitants have all gone to bed. Marjolin made Lisa feel 
the close-meshed wiring, stretched on a framework of cast 
iron; and as she made her way along one of the little streets 
she amused herself by reading the names of the different 
tenants, which were inscribed on blue labels. 

‘Monsieur Gavard's place is quite at the far end,’ said the 
young man, still walking on. 

They turned to the left, and found themselves in a sort 
of blind alley, a dark, gloomy spot where not a ray of light 
penetrated. Gavard was not there. 

‘Oh, it makes no difference,’ said Marjolin. ‘I can show 
you our birds just the same. I have a key of the store- 
room,” 
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Lisa followed him into the darkness. . . 
‘You don’t suppose that I can see your birds in this 

black oven, do you?’ she asked, laughing. 
Marjolin did not reply at once; but presently.he stam- 

mered out that there was always a candle in the store-room. 
He was fumbling about the lock, and seemed quite unable to 
find the keyhole. As Lisa came up to help him, she felt a 
hot breath on her neck; and when the young man had at 
last succeeded in opening the door and lighted the candle, 
she saw that he was trembling. 

‘You silly fellow!’ she exclaimed, ‘to get yourself into 
such a state just because a door won’t open! Why, you’re 
no better than a girl, in spite of your big fists!’ 

She stepped inside the store-room. Gavard had rented 
two compartments, which he had thrown into one by remov- 
ing the partition between them. In the dirt on the floor 
wallowed the larger birds—the geese, turkeys, and ducks— 
while up above, on tiers of shelves, were boxes with barred 
fronts containing fowls and rabbits. The grating of the 
store-room was so coated with dust and cobwebs that it 
looked as though covered with grey blinds. The woodwork 
down below was rotting, and covered with filth. Lisa, how- 
ever, not wishing to vex Marjolin, refrained from any further 
expression of disgust. She pushed her fingers between the 
bars of the boxes, and began to lament the fate of the un- 
happy fowls, which were so closely huddled together and could 
not even stand upright. Then she stroked a duck with a 
broken leg which was squatting in a corner, and the young 
man told her that it would be killed that very evening, for 
fear lest it should die during the night. 

‘But what do they do for food ?’ asked Lisa. 
Thereupon he explained to her that poultry would not eat 

in the dark, and that it was necessary to light a candle and 
wait there till they had finished their meal. 

‘It amuses me to watch them,’ he continued ; ‘I often 
stay here with a light for hours together. You should see 
how they peck away; and when I hide the flame of the 
candle with my hand they all stand stock-still with their 
necks in the air, just as though the sun had set. It is against 
the rules to leave a lighted candle here and go away. One of 
the dealers, old Mother Palette—you know her, don’t you ?— 
nearly burned the whole place down the other day. A fowl 
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must have knocked the candle over into the straw while she 
Was away.’ 

‘A pretty thing, isn’t it,’ said Lisa, ‘for fowls to insist 
upon having the chandeliers lighted up every time they take a 
meal ?’ 

This idea made her laugh. Then she came out of the 
store-room, wiping her feet, and holding up her skirts to keep 
them from the filth. Marjolin blew out the candle and 
locked the door. Lisa felt rather nervous at finding herself 
in the dark again with this big young fellow, and so she 
hastened on in front. 

‘I’m glad I came, all the same,’ she presently said, as he 
rejoined her. ‘There is a great deal more under these mar- 
kets than I ever imagined. But I must make haste now and 
get home again. They'll wonder what has become of me at 
the shop. If Monsieur Gavard comes back, tell him that I 
want to speak to him immediately.’ 

‘I expect he’s in the killing-room,’ said Marjolin. ‘ We'll 
go and see, if you like.’ 

Lisa made no reply. She felt oppressed by the close 
atmosphere which warmed her face. She was quite flushed, 
and her bodice, generally so still and lifeless, began to heave. 
Moreover, the sound of Marjolin’s hurrying steps behind her 
filled her with an uneasy feeling. At last she stepped aside, 
and let him go on in front. The lanes of this underground 
village were still fast asleep. Lisa noticed that her com- 
panion was taking the longest way. When they came out in 
front of the railway track he told her that he had wished to 
show it to her; and they stood for a moment or two looking 
through the chinks in the hoarding of heavy beams. Then 
Marjolin proposed to take her on to the line; but she refused, 
saying that it was not worth while, as she could see things 
well enough where she was. 

As they returned to the poultry cellars they found old 
Madame Palette in front of her store-room, removing the 
cords of a large square hamper, in which a furious fluttering 
of wings and scraping of feet could be heard. As she un- 
fastened the last knot the lid suddenly flew open, as though 
shot up by a spring, and some big geese thrust out their 
heads and necks. Then, in wild alarm, they sprang from 
their prison and rushed away, craning their necks, and filling 
the dark cellars with a frightful noise of hissing and clatter- 
ing of beaks. Lisa could not help laughing, in spite of the 
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lamentations of the old woman, who swore like a carter as 
she caught hold of two of the absconding birds and dragged 
them back by the neck. Marjolin, meantime, set off in 
pursuit of a third. They could hear him running along the 
narrow alleys, hunting for the runaway, and delighting in tbe 
chase. Then, far off in the distance, they heard the sounds 
of a struggle, and presently Marjolin came back again, bring- 
ing the goose with him. Mother Palette, a sallow-faced old 
woman, took it in her arms and clasped it for a moment to 
her bosom, in the classic attitude of Leda. 

‘Well, well, Im sure I don’t know what I should have 
done if you hadn’t been here,’ said she. ‘The other day I 
had a regular fight with one of the brutes; but I had my 
knife with me, and I cut its throat.’ 

Marjolin was quite out of breath. When they reached 
the stone blocks where the poultry were killed, and where the 
gas burnt more brightly, Lisa could see that he was per- 
spiring, and had bold, glistening eyes. She thought he 
looked very handsome like that, with his broad shoulders, big 
flushed face, and fair curly hair, and she looked at him so 
complacently, with that air of admiration which women feel 
they may safely express for quite young lads, that he relapsed 
into timid bashfulness again. | 

‘Well, Monsieur Gavard isn’t here, you see,’ she said. 
‘You’ve only made me waste my time.’ 

Marjolin, however, began rapidly explaining the killing of 
the poultry to her. Five huge stone slabs stretched out in 
the direction of the Rue Rambuteau under the yellow light 
of the gas-jets. A woman was killing fowls at one end; and 
this led him to tell Lisa that the birds were plucked almost 
before they were dead, the operation thus being much easier. 
Then he wanted her to feel the feathers which were lying in 
heaps on the stone slabs; and told her that they were sorted 
and sold for as much as nine sous the pound, according to 
their quality. To satisfy him, she was also obliged to plunge 
her hand into the big hampers full of own. Then he turned 
the water-taps, of which there was one by every pillar. There 
was no end to the particulars he gave. The blood, he said, 
streamed along the stone blocks, and collected into pools on 
the paved floor, which attendants sluiced with water every 
two hours, removing the more recent stains with coarse 
brushes. 

When Lisa stooped over the drain which carries away the 
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swillings, Marjolin found a fresh text for talk. On rainy 
days, said he, the water sometimes rose through this orifice 
and flooded the place. It had once risen a foot high; and 
they had been obliged to transport all the poultry to the 
other end of the cellar, which is on a higher level. He 
laughed as he recalled the wild flutter of the terrified 
creatures. However, he had now finished, and it seemed as 
though there remained nothing else for him to show, when 
all at once he bethought himself of the ventilator. There- 
upon he took Lisa off to the far end of the cellar, and told 
her to look up; and inside one of the turrets at the corner 
angles of the pavilion she observed a sort of escape-pipe, by 
which the foul atmosphere of the store-rooms ascended into 
space. 

Here, in this corner, reeking with abominable odours, 
Marjolin’s nostrils quivered, and his breath came and went 
violently. His long stroll with Lisa in these cellars, full 
of warm animal perfumes, had gradually intoxicated him. 

She had again turned towards him. ‘Well,’ said she, ‘it 
was very kind of you to show me all this, and when you come 
to the shop I will give you something.’ 

_ Whilst speaking she took hold of his soft chin, as she 
often did, without recognising that he was no longer a child ; 
and perhaps she allowed her hand to linger there a little longer 
than washer wont. Atallevents, Marjolin, usually so bashful, 
was thrilled by the caress, and all at once he impetuously 
sprang forward, clasped Lisa by the shoulders, and pressed 
his lips ta her soft cheeks. She raised no cry, but turned 
very pale at this sudden attack, which showed her how im- 
prudent she had been. And then, freeing herself from the 
embrace, she raised her arm, as she had seen men do in 
slaughter-houses, clenched her comely fist, and knocked 
Marjolin down with a single blow, planted straight between 
his eyes; and as he fell his head came into collision with 
one of the stone slabs, and was split open. Just at that 
moment the hoarse and prolonged crowing of a cock sounded 
through the gloom. 

Handsome Lisa, however, remained perfectly cool. Her 
lips were tightly compressed, and her bosom had recovered its 
wonted immobility. Up above she could hear the heavy 
rumbling of the markets, and through the vent-holes along- 
side the Rue Rambuteau the noise of the street traffic 
made its way into the oppressive silence of the cellar. Lisa 
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reflected that her own strong arm had saved her; and then, 
fearing lest some one should come and find her there, she 
hastened off, without giving a glance at Marjolin. As she 
climbed the steps, after passing through the grated entrance 
of the cellars, the daylight brought her great relief. 

She returned to the shop, quite calm, and only looking a 
little pale. 

‘You've been a long time,’ Quenu said to her. 
‘I can’t find Gavard. I have looked for him everywhere,’ 

she quietly replied. ‘ We shall have to eat our leg of mutton 
without him.’ 

Then she filled the lard pot, which she noticed was 
empty; and cut some pork chops for her friend Madame 
Taboureau, who had sent her little servant for them. The 
blows which she dealt with her cleaver reminded her of Mar- 
jolin. She felt that she had nothing to reproach herself 
with. She had acted like an honest woman. She was not 
going to disturb her peace of mind; she was too happy to 
do anything to compromise herself. However, she glanced at 
Quenu, whose neck was coarse and ruddy, and whose shaven 
chin looked as rough as knotted wood; whereas Marjolin’s 
chin and neck resembled rosy satin. But then she must not 
think of him any more, for he was no longer a child. She 
regretted it, and could not help thinking that children grew 
up much too quickly. 

A slight flush came back to her cheeks, and Quenu con- 
sidered that she looked wonderfully blooming. He came 
and sat down beside her at the counter for a moment or two. 
‘You ought to go out oftener,’ said he; ‘it does you good. 
We'll go to the theatre together one of these nights, if you 
like; to the Gaîté, eh? Madame Tamboureau has been 
to see the piece they are playing there, and she declares 
it’s splendid.’ 

Lisa smiled, and said they would see about it, and then 
once more she took herself off. Quenu thought that it was 
too good of her to take so much trouble in running about 
after that brute Gavard. In point of fact, however, she had 
simply gone upstairs to Florent’s bedroom, the key of which 
was hanging from a nail in the kitchen. She hoped to find 
out something or other by an inspection of this room, since 
the poultry-dealer had failed her. She went slowly round it, 
examining the bed, the mantelpiece, and every corner. The 
window with the little balcony was open, and the budding 
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pomegranate was steeped in the golden beams of the setting 
sun. The room looked to her as though Augustine had 
never left it—had slept there only the night before. There 
seemed to be nothing masculine about the place. She was 
quite surprised, for she had expected to find some suspicious- 
looking chests, and coffers with strong locks. She went to 
feel Augustine’s summer gown, which was still hanging 
against the wall. Then she sat down at the table, and began 
to read an unfinished page of manuscript, in which the word 
‘revolution’ occurred twice. This alarmed her, and she 
opened the drawer, which she saw was full of papers. But 
her sense of honour awoke within her in presence of the 
secret which the rickety deal table so badly guarded. She 
remained bending over the papers, trying to understand 
them without touching them, in a state of great emotion, when 
the shrill song of the chaffinch, on whose cage streamed a 
ray of sunshine, made her start. he closed the drawer. It 
was a base thing that she had contemplated, she thought. 

Then, as she lingered by the window, reflecting that she 
ought to go and ask counsel of Abbé Roustan, who was a 
very sensible man, she saw a crowd of people round a 
stretcher in the market square below. The night was falling, 
still she distinctly recognised Cadine weeping in the midst of 
the crowd; while Florent and Claude, whose boots were 
white with dust, stood together talking earnestly at the edge 
of the footway. She hurried downstairs again, surprised to 
see them back so soon, and scarcely had she reached her 
counter when Mademoiselle Saget entered the shop. 

‘They have just found that scamp of a Marjolin in the 
cellar, with his head split open,’ exclaimed the old maid. 
‘Won’t you come to see him, Madame Quenu ?’ 

Lisa crossed the road to look at him. The young fellow 
was lying on his back on the stretcher, looking very pale. 
His eyes were closed, and a stiff wisp of his fair hair was 
clotted with blood. The bystanders, however, declared that 
there was no serious harm done, and, besides, the scamp had 
only himself to blame, for he was always playing all sorts of 
wild pranks in the cellars. It was generally supposed that he 
had been trying to jump over one of the stone blocks—one 
of his favourite amusements—and had fallen with his head 
against the slab. 

‘I dare say that hussy there gave him a shove,’ remarked 
P 
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Mademoiselle Saget, pointing to Cadine, who was weeping. 
‘They are always larking together.’ ; . 

Meantime the fresh air had restored Marjolin to conscious- 

ness, and he opened his eyes in wide astonishment. He 

looked round at everybody, and then, observing Lisa bending 
over him, he gently smiled at her with an expression of 
mingled humility and affection. He seemed to have for- 
gotten all that had happened. Lisa, feeling relieved, said 
that he ought to be taken to the hospital at once, and 
promised to go and see him there, and take him some oranges 
and biscuits. However, Marjolin’s head had fallen back, and 
when the stretcher was carried away Cadine followed it, with 
her flat basket slung round her neck, and her hot tears 
rolling down upon the bunches of violets in their mossy bed. 
She certainly had no thoughts for the flowers that she was 
thus scalding with her bitter grief. 

As Lisa went back to her shop, she heard Claude say, as 
he shook hands with Florent and parted from him: ‘Ah! 
the confounded young scamp!  He’s quite spoiled my day for 
me! Still, we had a very enjoyable time, didn’t we ?’ 

Claude and Florent had returned both worried and happy, 
bringing with them the pleasant freshness of the country air. 
Madame Francois had disposed of all her vegetables that 
morning before daylight; and they had all three gone to the 
Golden Compasses, in the Rue Montorgueil, to get the cart. 
Here, in the middle of Paris, they found a foretaste of the 
country. Behind the Restaurant Philippe, with its frontage 
of gilt woodwork rising to the first floor, there was a yard like 
that of a farm, dirty, teeming with life, reeking with the 
odour of manureand straw. Bands of fowls were pecking at 
the soft ground. Sheds and staircases and galleries of 
greeny wood clung to the old houses around, and at the far 
end, in a shanty of big beams, was Balthazar, harnessed 
to the cart, and eating the oats in his nosebag. He went 
down the Rue Montorgueil at a slow trot, seemingly well 
pleased to return to Nanterre so soon. However, he was 
not going home without a load. Madame Frangcis had a 
contract with the company which undertook the scavenging 
cf the markets, and twice a week she carried off with her a 
load of leaves, forked up from the mass of refuse which 
littered the square. It made excellent manure. In a few 
minutes the cart was filled to overflowing. Claude and 
Florent stretched themselves out on the deep bed of greenery ; 
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Madame François grasped her reins, and Balthazar went off 
at his slow, steady pace, his head somewhat bent by reason of 
there being so many passengers to pull along. 

This excursion had been talked of for a long time past. 
Madame Francois laughed cheerily. She was partial to the 
two men, and promised them such an omelette au lard as 
had never been eaten, said she, in ‘that villainous Paris.’ 
Florent and Claude revelled in the thought of this day of 
lounging idleness which as yet had scarcely begun to dawn. 
Nanterre seemed to be some distant paradise into which they 
would presently enter, 

‘Are you quite comfortable?’ Madame Francois asked as 
the cart turned into the Rue du Pont Neuf. 

Claude declared that their couch was as soft as a bridal 
bed. Lying on their backs, with their hands crossed under 
their heads, both men were looking up at the pale sky from 
which the stars were vanishing. All along the Rue de 
Rivoli they kept unbroken silence, waiting till they should 
have got clear of the houses, and listening to the worthy 
woman as she chattered to Balthazar: ‘Take your time, old 
man,’ she said to him in kindly tones. ‘ We’re in no hurry; 
we shall be sure to get there at last.’ 

On reaching the Champs Elysées, when the artist saw 
nothing but tree-tops on either side of him, and the great 
green mass of the Tuileries gardens in the distance, he woke 
up, as it were, and began to talk. When the cart had passed 
the end of the Rue du Roule he had caught a glimpse of the side 
entrance of Saint Eustache under the giant roofing of one of 
the market covered-ways. He was constantly referring to 
this view of the church, and tried to give it a symbolical 
meaning. 

‘It's an odd mixture,’ he said, ‘that bit of a church framed 
round by an avenue of cast iron. The one will kill the other; 
the iron will slay the stone, and the time is not very far off. Do 
you believe in chance, Florent? For my part, I don’t think 
that it was any mere chance of position that set a rose- 
window of Saint Eustache right in the middle of the central 
markets. No; there’s a whole manifesto in it. It is modern 
art, realism, naturalism—whatever you like to call it—that 
has grown up and dominates ancient art. Don’t you agree 
with me ?’ 

Then, es Florent still kept silence, Claude continued : 
‘ Besides, that church is a piece of bastard architecture, made 

Pp 2 
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up of the dying gasp of the middle ages, and the first stam- 
mering of the Renaissance. Have you noticed what sort 
of churches are built nowadays? They resemble all kinds 
of things—libraries, observatories, pigeon-cotes, barracks ; 
and surely no one can imagine that the Deity dwells 
in such places. The pious old builders are all dead and 
gone; and it would be better to cease erecting those hideous 
carcasses of stone, in which we have no belief to enshrine. 
Since the beginning of the century there has only been one 
large original pile of buildings erected in Paris—a pile in ac- 
cordance with modern developments—and that’s the central 
markets. You hear me, Florent? Ah! they are a fine bit 
of building, though they but faintly indicate what we shall 
see in the twentieth century! And so, you see, Saint Eustache 
is done for! It stands there with its rose-windows, deserted 
by worshippers, while the markets spread out by its side 
and teem with noisy life. Yes! that’s how I understand it 
all, my friend.’ 

‘Ah! Monsieur Claude,’ said Madame François, laughing, 
‘the woman who cut your tongue-string certainly earned her 
money. Look at Balthazar laying his ears back to listen to 
you. Come, come, get along, Balthazar !’ 

The cart was slowly making its way up the incline. At 
this early hour of the morning the avenue, with its double 
lines of iron chairs on either pathway, and its lawns, dotted 
with flower-beds and clumps of shrubbery, stretching away 
under the blue shadows of the trees, was quite deserted; 
however, at the Rond-Point a lady and gentleman on horse- 
back passed the cart at a gentle trot. Florent, who had made 
himself a pillow with a bundle of cabbage-leaves, was still 
gazing at the sky, in which a far-stretching rosy glow was 
appearing. Every now and then he would close his eyes, the 
better to enjoy the fresh breeze of the morning as it fanned 
his face. He was so happy to escape from the markets, and 
travel on through the pure air, that he remained speechless, 
and did not even listen to what was being said around him. 

‘And then, too, what fine jokers are those fellows who 
imprison art in a toy-box!’ resumed Claude, after a pause. 
‘They are always repeating the same idiotic words: “ You 
can’t create art out of science,” says one; ‘“ Mechanical 
appliances kill poetry,” says another; and a pack of fools 
wail over the fate of the flowers, as though anybody wished 
the flowers any harm! I’m sick of all such twaddle; I 
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should like to answer all that snivelling with some work of 
open defiance. I should take a pleasure in shocking those 
good people. Shall I tell you what was the finest thing I 
ever produced since I first began to work, and the one which 
I recall with the greatest pleasure? It’s quite a story. 
When I was at my Aunt Lisa’s on Christmas Eve last year 
that idiot of an Auguste, the assistant, was setting out the 
shop-window. Well, he quite irritated me by the weak, 
spiritless way in which he arranged the display; and at last I 
requested him to take himself off, saying that I would group 
the things myself ina proper manner. You see, I had plenty 
of bright colours to work with—the red of the tongues, the 
yellow of the hams, the blue of the paper shavings, the rosy 
pink of the things that had been cut into, the green of the 
sprigs of heath, and the black of the black-puddings—ah! a 
magnificent black, which I have never managed to produce on 
my palette. And naturally the crépine, the small sausages, 
the chitterlings, and the crumbed trotters provided me with 
delicate greys and browns. I produced a perfect work of art. 
I took the dishes, the plates, the pans, and the jars, and 
arranged the different colours; and I devised a wonderful 
picture of still life, with subtle scales of tints leading up to 
brilliant flashes of colour. The red tongues seemed to thrust 
themselves out like greedy flames, and the black-puddings, 
surrounded by pale sausages, suggested a dark night fraught 
with terrible indigestion. I had produced, you see, a picture 
symbolical of the gluttony of Christmas Hive, when people 
meet and sup—the midnight feasting, the ravenous gorging 
of stomachs void and faint after all the singing of hymns.! 
At the top of everything a huge turkey exhibited its white 
breast, marbled blackly by the truffles showing through its 
skin. It was something barbaric and superb, suggesting a 
paunch amidst a halo of glory; but there was such a cutting, 
sarcastic touch about it all that people crowded to the win- 
dow, alarmed by the fierce flare of the shop-front. When my 
aunt Lisa came back from the kitchen she was quite 
frightened, and thought I'd set the fat in the shop on fire; 
and she considered the appearance of the turkey so indelicate 
that she turned me out of the place while Auguste re-arranged 
the window after his own idiotic fashion. Such brutes will 

1 An allusion to the ‘midnight mass’ usually celebrated in Roman 
Catholic churches on Christmas Eve.—Trans. 
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never understand the language of a red splotch by the side of 
a grey one. Ah, well! that was my masterpiece. I have 
never done anything better.’ ; . 

He relapsed into silence, smiling and dwelling with 
gratification on this reminiscence. The cart had now reached 
the Arc de Triomphe, and strong currents of air swept from 
the avenues across the expanse of open ground. Florent sat 
up, and inhaled with zest the first odours of grass wafted 
from the fortifications. He turned his back on Paris, anxious 
to behold the country in the distance. At the corner of the 
Rue de Longchamp, Madame Francois pointed out to him 
the spot where she had picked him up. This rendered him 
thoughtful, and he gazed at her as she sat there, so healthy- 
looking and serene, with her arms slightly extended so as to 
grasp the reins. She looked even handsomer than Lisa, 
with her neckerchief tied over her head, her robust glow of 
health, and her brusque, kindly air. When she gave a slight 
cluck with her tongue, Balthazar pricked up his ears and 
rattled down the road at a quicker pace. 

On arriving at Nanterre, the cart turned to the left into a 
narrow lane, skirted some blank walls, and finally came to 
a standstill at the end of a sort of blind alley. It was the 
end of the world, Madame Frangois used to say. The load of 
vegetable leaves now had to be discharged. Claude and 
Florent would not hear of the journeyman gardener, who was 
planting lettuces, leaving his work, but armed themselves 
with pitchforks and proceeded to toss the leaves into the 
manure pit. This occupation afforded them much amuse- 
ment. Claude had quite a liking for manure, since it 
symbolises the world and its life. The strippings and parings 
ot the vegetables, the scourings of the markets, the refuse 
that fell from that colossal table, remained full of life, and 
returned to the spot where the vegetables had previously 
sprouted, to warm and nourish fresh generations of cabbages, 
turnips, and carrots. They rose again in fertile crops, and 
once more went to spread themselves out upon the market 
square. Paris rotted everything, and returned everything to 
cae which never wearied of repairing the ravages of 
eath. 

_ ‘Ah!’ exclaimed Claude, as he plied his fork for the last 
time, ‘here’s a cabbage-stalk that I’m sure I recognise. It 
has grown up at least half a score of times in that corner 
yonder by the apricot tree.’ 
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This remark made Florent laugh. But he soon became 
grave again, and strolled slowly through the kitchen garden, 
while Claude made a sketch of the stable, and Madame 
Francois got breakfast ready. The kitchen garden was a 
long strip of ground, divided in the middle by a narrow path; 
it rose slightly, and at the top end, on raising the head, you 
could perceive the low barracks of Mont Valérien. Green 
hedges separated it from other plots of land, and these lofty 
walls of hawthorn fringed the horizon with a curtain of 
greenery in such wise that of all the surrounding country 
Mont Valérien alone seemed to rise inquisitively on tip-toe in 
order to peer into Madame François’s close. Great peaceful- 
ness came from the country-side which could not be seen. 
Along the kitchen garden, between the four hedges, the May 
sun shone with a languid heat, a silence disturbed only by 
the buzzing of insects, a somnolence suggestive of painless 
parturition. Every now and then a faint cracking sound, a 
soft sigh, made one fancy that one could hear the vegetables 
sprout into being. The patches of spinach and sorrel, the 
borders of radishes, carrots, and turnips, the beds of potatoes 
and cabbages, spread out in even regularity, displaying their 
dark leaf-mould between their tufts of greenery. Farthcr 
away, the trenched lettuces, onions, leeks, and celery, planted 
by line in long straight rows, looked like soldiers on parade ; 
while the peas and beans were beginning to twine their 
slender tendrils round a forest of sticks, which, when June 
came, they would transform into a thick and verdant wood. 
There was not a weed to be seen. The garden resembled two 
parallel strips of carpet of a geometrical pattern of green on a 
reddish ground, which were carefully swept every morning. 
Borders of thyme grew like greyish fringe along each side of 
the pathway. 

Florent paced backwards and forwards amidst the perfume 
of the thyme, which the sun was warming. He felt pro- 
foundly happy in the peacefulness and cleanliness of the 
garden. For nearly a year past he had only seen vegetables 
bruised and crushed by the jolting of market-carts; vege- 
tables torn up on the previous evening, and still bleeding. 
He rejoiced to find them at home, in peace in the dark mould, 
and sound in every part. The cabbages had a bulky, pros- 
perous appearance ; the carrots looked bright and gay; and 
the lettuces lounged in line with an air of careless indolence. 
And as he looked at them all, the markets which he had left 
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behind him that morning seemed to him like a vast mortu- 

ary, an abode of death, where only corpses could be found, a 
charnel-house reeking with foul smells and putrefaction. He 

slackened his steps, and rested in that kitchen-garden, 

as after a long perambulation amidst deafening noises and 

repulsive odours. The uproar and the sickening humidity of 

the fish-market had departed from him; and he felt as 

though he were being born anew in the pure fresh air. 
Claude was right, he thought. The markets were a sphere of 
death. The soil was the life, the eternal cradle, the health of 
the world. 

‘The omelet’s ready!’ suddenly cried Madame François. 
When they were all three seated round the table in the 

kitchen, with the door thrown open to the sunshine, they ate 
their breakfast with such light-hearted gaiety that Madame 
Francois looked at Florent in amazement, repeating between 
each mouthful: ‘You’re quite altered. You're ten years 
younger. It is that villainous Paris which makes you seem 
so glcomy. You've got a little sunshine in your eyes now. 
Ah! those big towns do one’s health no good, you ought to 
come and live here.’ 

Claude laughed, and retorted that Paris was a glorious 
place. He stuck up for it and all that belonged to it, even to 
its gutters; though at the same time retaining a keen affection 
for the country. 

In the afternoon Madame Frangois and Florent found 
themselves alone at the end of the garden, in a corner planted 
with a few fruit trees. Seated on the ground, they talked some- 
what seriously together. The good woman advised Florent 
with an affectionate and quite maternal kindness. She asked 
him endless questions about his life, and his intentions for 
the future, and begged him to remember that he might 
always count upon her, if ever he thought that she could in 
the slightest degree contribute to his happiness. Florent was 
deeply touched. No woman had ever spoken to him in that 
way before. Madame Francois seemed to him like some 
healthy, robust plant that had grown up with the vegetables 
in the leaf-mould of the garden; while the Lisas, the Nor- 
mans, and other pretty women of the markets appeared to 
him like flesh of doubtful freshness decked out for exhibition. 
He here enjoyed several hours of perfect well-being, delivered 
from all that reek of food which sickened him in the markets, 
and reviving to new life amidst the fertile atmosphere of the 



THE FAT AND THE THIN 217 

country, like that cabbage stalk which Claude declared he had 
seen sprout up more than half a score of times. 

The two men took leave of Madame François at about five 
o’clock. They had decided to walk back to Paris; and the 
market-gardener accompanied them into the lane. As she 
bade good-bye to Florent, she kept his hand in her own for a 
moment, and said gently: ‘If ever anything happens to 
trouble you, remember to come to me.’ 

For a quarter of an hour Florent walked on without 
speaking, already getting gloomy again, and reflecting that 
he was leaving health behind him. The road to Courbevoie 
was white with dust. However, both men were fond of long 
walks and the ringing of stout boots on the hard ground. 
Little clouds of dust rose up behind their heels at every step, 
while the rays of the sinking sun darted obliquely over the 
avenue, lengthening their shadows in such wise that their 
heads reached the other side of the road, and journeyed along 
the opposite footway. 

Claude, swinging his arms, and taking long, regular 
strides, complacently watched these two shadows, whilst en- 
joying the rhythmical cadence of his steps, which he accentu- 
ated by a motion of his shoulders. Presently, however, as 
though just awaking from a dream, he exclaimed: ‘Do you 
know the “ Battle of the Fat and the Thin” ?’ 

Florent, surprised by the question, replied in the negative ; 
and thereupon Claude waxed enthusiastic, talking of that 
series of prints in very eulogical fashion. He mentioned 
certain incidents: the Fat, so swollen that they almost 
burst, preparing their evening debauch, while the Thin, bent 
double by fasting, looked in from the street with the appear- 
ance of envious laths; and then, again, the Fat, with hang- 
ing cheeks, driving off one of the Thin, who had been 
audacious enough to introduce himself into their midst in 
lowly humility, and who looked like a ninepin amongst a 
population of balls. 

In these designs Claude detected the entire drama of 
human life, and he ended by classifying men into Fat and 
Thin, two hostile groups, one of which devours the other, and 
grows fat and sleek and enjoys itself. 

‘Cain,’ said he, ‘was certainly one of the Fat, and 
Abel one of the Thin. Ever since that first murder, there 
have been rampant appetites which have drained the life- 
blood of the small eaters. It’s a continual preying of the 
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stronger upon the weaker; each swallowing his neighbour, 
and then getting swallowed in his turn. Beware of the Fat, 
my friend.’ | : 

He relapsed into silence for a moment, still watching their 
two shadows, which the setting sun elongated more than ever. 
Then he murmured: ‘ You see, we belong to the Thin—you 
and I. Those who are no more corpulent.than we are don’t 
take up much room in the sunlight, eh?’ 

Florent glanced at the two shadows, and smiled. But 
Claude waxed angry, and exclaimed: ‘ You make a mistake if 
you think it a laughing matter. For my own part, I greatly 
suffer from being one of the Thin. If 1 were cne of the Fat, 
I could paint at my ease; I should have a fine studio, and 
sell my pictures for their weight in gold. But, instead of 
that, ’m one of the Thin; and I have to grind my life out 
in producing things which simply make the Fat ones shrug 
their shoulders. I shall die of it all in the end, I’m sure of 
it, with my skin clinging to my bones, and so flattened that 
they will be able to bury me between two leaves of a book. 
And you, too, you are one of the Thin, a wonderful one; the 
very king of the Thin, in fact! Do you remember your 
quarrel with the fish-wives? It was magnificent; all those 
colossal bosoms flying at your scraggy breast! Oh! they 
were simply acting from natural instinct; they were pursuing 
one of the Thin just as cats pursue a mouse. The Fat, you 
know, have an instinctive hatred of the Thin, to such an 
extent that they must needs drive the latter from their sight, 
either by means of their teeth or their feet. And that is 
why, if I were in your place, I should take my precautions. 
The Quenus belong to the Fat, and so do the Méhudins; 
indeed, you have none but Fat ones around you. I should 
feel uneasy under such circumstances.’ 

‘And what about Gavard, and Mademoiselle Saget, and 
your friend Marjolin ?’ asked Florent, still smiling. 

‘Oh, if you like, I will classify all our acquaintances for 
you,’ replied Claude. ‘I’ve had their heads in a portfolio in 
my studio for a long time past, with memoranda of the order 
to which they belong. It’s really a complete chapter in 
natural history. Gavard is one of the Fat, but of the kind 
which pretends to belong to the Thin. The variety is by no 
meansuncommon. Mademoiselle Saget and Madame Lecœur 
belong to the Thin, but to a variety which is much to be 
feared—the Thin ones whom envy drives to despair, and who 
are capable of anything in their craving to fatten themselves. 
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My friend Marjolin, little Cadine, and La Sarriette are three 
Fat ones, still innocent, however, and having nothing but the 
guileless hunger of youth. I may remark that the Fat, so 
long as they’ve not grown old, are charming creatures. 
Monsieur Lebigre is one of the Fat—don't you think so? As 
for your political friends, Charvet, Clémence, Logre, and 
Lacaille, they mostly belong to the Thin. I only except that 
big animal Alexandre, and that prodigy Robine, who has 
caused me a vast amount of annoyance.’ 

The artist continued to talk in this strain from the Pont 
de Neuilly to the Arc de Triomphe. He returned to some of 
those whom he had already mentioned, and completed their 
portraits with a few characteristic touches. Logre, he said, 
was one of the Thin whose belly had been placed between his 
shoulders. Beautiful Lisa was all stomach, and the beautiful 
Norman all bosom. Mademoiselle Saget, in her earlier 
life, must have certainly lost some opportunity to fatten 
herself, for she detested the Fat, while, at the same time, 
she despised the Thin. As for Gavard, he was compromising 
his position as one of the Fat, and would end by becoming as 
flat as a bug. 

‘And what about Madame François ?’ Florent asked. 
Claude seemed much embarrassed by this question. He 

cast about for an answer, and at last stammered : 
‘Madame Frangois, Madame Frangois—well, no, I really 

don’t know; I never thought about classifying her. But 
she’s a dear good soul, and that’s quite sufficient. She’s neither 
one of the Fat nor one of the Thin!’ 5 

They both laughed. They were now in front of the Arc 
de Triomphe. The sun, over by the hills of Suresnes, was so 
low on the horizon that their colossal shadows streaked the 
whiteness of the great structure even above the huge groups 
of statuary, like strokes made with a piece of charcoal. This 
increased Claude’s merriment, he waved his arms and bent his 
body ; and then, as he started on his way again, he said: ‘ Did 
younotice—just asthe sun set our two heads shot up to the sky!’ 

But Florent no longer smiled. Paris was grasping him 
again, that Paris which now frightened him so much, after 
having cost him so many tears at Cayenne. When he 
reached the markets night was falling, and there was a 
suffocating smell, He bent his head as he once more returned 
to the nightmare of endless food, whilst preserving the sweet 
yet sad recollection of that day of bright health odorous with 
the perfume of thyme. 
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CHAPTER V 

AT about four o’clock on the afternoon of the following day Lisa 
betook herself to Saint Eustache. For the short walk across 
the square she had arrayed herself very seriously in à black 
silk gown and thick woollen shawl. The handsome Norman, 
who, from her stall in the fish-market, watched her till she 
vanished into the church porch, was quite amazed. 

‘Hallo! so the fat thing’s gone in for priests now, has 
she?’ she exclaimed, with a sneer. ‘ Well, a little holy water 
may do her good!’ 

She was mistaken in her surmises, however, for Lisa was 
not a devotee. She did not observe the ordinances of the 
Church, but said that she did her best to lead an honest life, 
and that this was all that was necessary. At the same time, 
however, she disliked to hear religion spoken ill of, and often 
silenced Gavard, who delighted in scandalous stories of priests 
and their doings. Talk of that sort seemed to her altogether 
improper. Everyone, in her opinion, should be allowed to 
believe as they pleased, and every scruple should be respected. 
Besides, the majority of the clergy were most estimable men. 
She knew Abbé Roustan, of Saint Eustache—a distinguished 
priest, a man of shrewd sense, and one, she thought, whose 
friendship might be safely relied upon. And she would wind 
up by explaining that religion was absolutely necessary for 
the people; she looked upon it as a sort of police force that 
helped to maintain order, and without which no government 
would be possible. When Gavard went too far on this subject 
and asserted that the priests ought to be turned into the 
streets and have their shops shut up, Lisa shrugged her 
shoulders and replied: ‘ A great deal of good that would do! 
Why, before a month was over the people would be murdering 
one another in the streets, and you would be compelled to 
invent another God. That was just what happened in ’98. 
You know very well that I’m not given to mixing with the 
priests, but for all that I say that they are necessary, as we 
couldn’t do without them.’ 

And so when Lisa happened to enter a church she always 
manifested the utmost decorum. She had bought a hand- 
some missal, which she never opened, for use when she was 
invited to a funeral or a wedding. She knelt and rose at the 
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proper times, and made a point of conducting herself with all 
propriety. She assumed, indeed, what she considered a sort 
of official demeanour, such as all well-to-do folks, tradespeople, 
and house-owners ought to observe with regard to religion. 

As she entered Saint Eustache that afternoon she let the 
double doors, covered with green baize, faded and worn by the 
frequent touch of pious hands, close gently behind her. Then 
she dipped her fingers in the holy water and crossed herself 
in the correct fashion. And afterwards, with hushed foot- 
steps, she made her way to the chapel of Saint Agnes, where 
two kneeling women with their faces buried in their hands 
were waiting, whilst the blue skirts of a third protruded from 
the confessional. Lisa seemed rather put out by the sight of 
these women, and, addressing a verger who happened to pass 
along, wearing a black skull-cap and dragging his feet over 
the slabs, she inquired: ‘Is this Monsieur l’Abbé Roustan’s 
day for hearing confessions ?’ 

The verger replied that his reverence had only two more 
penitents waiting, and that they would not detain him long, so 
that if Lisa would take a chair her turn would speedily come. 
She thanked him, without telling him that she had not come to 
confess ; and, making up her mind to wait, she began to pace 
the church, going as far as the chief entrance, whence she 
gazed at the lofty, severe, bare nave stretching between the 
brightly coloured aisles. Raising her head a little, she 
examined the high altar, which she considered too plain, 
having no taste for the cold grandeur of stonework, but pre- 
ferring the gilding and gaudy colouring of the side chapels. 
Those on the side of the Rue du Jour looked greyish in the 
light which filtered through their dusty windows, but on the 
side of the markets the sunset was lighting up the stained 
glass with lovely tints, limpid greens and yellows in par- 
ticular, which reminded Lisa of the bottles of liqueurs in front 
of Monsieur Lebigre’s mirror. She came back by this side, 
which seemed to be warmed by the glow of light, and took a 
passing interest in the reliquaries, altar ornaments, and paint- 
ings steeped in prismatic reflections. The church was empty, 
quivering with the silence that fell from its vaulted roofing. 
Here and there a woman’s dress showed like a dark splotch 
amidst the vague yellow of the chairs; and a low buzzing 
came from the closed confessionals. As Lisa again passed the 
chapel of Saint Agnes she saw the blue dress still kneeling 
at Abbé Roustan’s feet. 
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‘Why, if l'd wanted to confess I could have said every- 
thing in ten seconds,’ she thought, proud of her irreproachable 
integrity. ' 

Then she went on to the end of the church. Behind the 
high altar, in the gloom of a double row of pillars, is the 
chapel of the Blessed Virgin, damp and darkand silent. The 
dim stained windows only show the flowing crimson and 
violet robes of saints, which blaze like flames of mystic love in 
the solemn, silent adoration of the darkness. It is a weird, 
mysterious spot, like some crepuscular nook of paradise solely 
illumined by the gleaming stars of two tapers. The four 
brass lamps hanging from the roof remain unlighted, and are 
but faintly seen; on espying them you think of the golden 
censers which the angels swing before the throne of Mary. 
And kneeling on the chairs between the pillars there are 
always women surrendering themselves languorously to the 
dim spot’s voluptuous charm. 

Lisa stood and gazed tranquilly around her. She did not 
feel the least emotion, but considered that it was a mistakenot 
to light the lamps. Their brightness would have given the 
place a more cheerful look. The gloom even struck her as 
savouring of impropriety. Her face was warmed by the 
flames of some candles burning in a candelabrum by her side, 
and an old woman armed with a big knife was scraping off 
the wax which had trickled down and congealed into pale 
tears. And amidst the quivering silence, the mute ecstasy of 
adoration prevailing in the chapel, Lisa could distinctly hear 
the rumbling of the vehicles turning out of the Rue Mont- 
martre, behind the scarlet and purple saints on the windows, 
whilst in the distance the markets roared without a moment’s 
pause. 

Just as Lisa was leaving the chapel, she saw the younger 
of the Méhudins, Claire, the dealer in fresh-water fish, come 
in. The girl lighted a taper at the candelabrum, and then 
went to kneel behind a pillar, her knees pressed upon the hard 
stones, and her face so pale beneath her loose fair hair that 
she seemed a corpse. And believing herself to be securely 
screened from observation, she gave way to violent emotion, 
and wept hot tears with a passionate outpouring of prayer 
which bent her like a rushing wind. Lisa looked on in 
amazement, for the Méhudins were not known to be particu- 
larly pious ; indeed, Claire was accustomed to speak of religion 
and priests in such terms as to horrify one, 
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‘ What’s the meaning of this, I wonder ?’ pondered Lisa, 
as she again made her way to the chapel of St. Agnes. ‘The 
hussy must have been poisoning some one or other.’ 

Abbé Roustan was at last coming out of his confessional. 
He was a handsome man, of some forty years of age, with a 
smiling, kindly air. When he recognised Madame Quenu he 
grasped her hand, called her ‘ dear lady,’ and conducted her to 
the vestry, where, taking off his surplice, he told her that he 
would be entirely at her service ina moment. They returned, 
the priest in his cassock, bareheaded, and Lisa strutting along 
in her shawl, and paced up and down in front of the side- 
chapels adjacent to the Rue du Jour. They conversed 
together in Jow tones. The sunlight was departing from the 
stained windows, the church was growing dark, and the 
retreating footsteps of the last worshippers sounded but faintly 
over the flagstones. 

Lisa explained her doubts and scruples to Abbé Roustan. 
There had never been any question of religion between them ; 
she never confessed, but merely consulted him in cases of 
difficulty, because he was shrewd and discreet, and she preferred 
him, as she sometimes said, to shady business men redolent of 
the galleys. The abbé, on his side, manifested inexhaustible 
complaisance. He looked up points of law for her in the 
Code, pointed out profitable investments, resolved her moral 
difficulties with great tact, recommended tradespeople to her, 
invariably having an answer ready however diverse and com- 
plicated her requirements might be. And he supplied all this 
help in a natural matter-of-fact way, without ever introducing 
the Deity into his talk, or seeking to obtain any advantage 
either for himself or the cause of religion. A word of thanks 
and a smile sufficed him. He seemed glad to have an oppor- 
tunity of obliging that handsome Madame Quenu, of whom 
his housekeeper often spoke to him in terms of praise, as of a 
woman who was highly respected in the neighbourhood. 

Their consultation that afternoon was of a peculiarly deli- 
cate nature. Lisa was anxious to know what steps she might 
legitimately take, as a woman of honour, with respect to her 
brother-in-law. Had she a right to keep a watch upon him, 
and to do what she could to prevent him from compromising 
her husband, her daughter, and herself? And then how far 
might she go in circumstances of pressing danger? She did 
not bluntly put these questions to the abbé, but asked them 
with such skilful circumlocutions that he was able to discuss 
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the matter without entering into personalities. He brought 
forward arguments on both sides of the question, but the con- 
clusion he came to was that a person of integrity was entitled, 
indeed bound, to prevent evil, and was justified in using 
whatever means might be necessary to ensure the triumph of 
that which was right and proper. ' . 

‘That is my opinion, dear lady,’ he said in conclusion. 
‘The question of means is always a very grave one. Itis a 
snare in which souls of average virtue often become entangled. 
But I know your scrupulous conscience. Deliberate carefully 
over each step you think of taking, and if it contains nothing 
repugnant to you, goon boldly. Pure natures have the marvel- 
lous gift of purifying all that they touch.’ 

Then, changing his tone of voice, he continued: ‘ Pray 
give my kind regards to Monsieur Quenu. I’ll come in to kiss 
my dear little Pauline some time when I’m passing. And 
now good-bye, dear lady ; remember that I’m always at your 
service.’ 

Thereupon he returned to the vestry. Lisa, on her way 
out, was curious to see if Claire was still praying, but the girl 
had gone back to her eels and carp; and in front of the Lady- 
chapel, which was already shrouded in darkness, there was 
now but a litter of chairs overturned by the ardent vehemence 
of the women who had knelt there. 

When handsome Lisa again crossed the square, La Nor- 
mande, who had been watching for her exit from the church, 
recognised her in the twilight by the rotundity of her skirts. 

‘ Good gracious!’ she exclaimed, ‘she’s been more than 
an hour in there! When the priests set about cleansing her 
of her sins, the choir-boys have to form in line to pass the 
buckets of filth and empty them in the street!’ 

The next morning Lisa went straight up to Florent’s bed- 
room and settled herself there with perfect equanimity. She 
felt certain that she would not be disturbed, and, moreover, 
she had made up her mind to tell a falsehood and say that 
she had come to see if the linen was clean, should Florent by 
any chance return. Whilst in the shop, however, she had 
observed him busily engaged in the fish-market. Seating 
herself in front of the little table, she pulled out the drawer, 
placed it upon her knees, and began to examine its contents, 
taking the greatest care to restore them to their original 
positions. 

First of all she came upon the opening chapters of the 
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work on Cayenne; then upon the drafts of Florent’s various 
plans and projects, his schemes for converting the Octroi 
duties into taxes upon sales, for reforming the administrative 
system of the markets, and all the others. These pages of 
small writing, which she set herself to read, bored her 
extremely, and she was about to restore the drawer to its 
place, feeling convinced that Florent concealed the proofs of 
his wicked designs elsewhere, and already contemplating a 
searching visitation of his mattress, when she discovered a 
photograph of La Normande in an envelope. The impression 
was rather dark. La Normande was standing up with her 
right arm resting on a broken column. Decked out with all 
her jewels, and attired in a new silk dress, the fish-girl was 
smiling impudently, and Lisa, at the sight, forgot all about 
her brother-in-law, her fears, and the purpose for which she 
had come into the room. She became quite absorbed in her 
examination of the portrait, as often happens when one 
woman scrutinises the photograph of another at her ease, 
without fear of being seen. Never before had she had so 
favourable an opportunity to study her rival. She scrutinised 
her hair, her nose, her mouth; held the photograph at a 
distance, and then brought it closer again. And, finally, 
with compressed lips, she read on the back of it, in a big, 
ugly scrawl: ‘Louise, to her friend Florent.’ This quite 
scandalised her; to her mind it was a confession, and she 
felt a strong impulse to take possession of the photograph, 
and keep it as a weapon against her enemy. However, she 
slowly replaced it in the envelope on coming to the conclusion 
that this course would be wrong, and reflecting that she would 
always know where to find it should she want it again. 

Then, as she again began turning over the loose sheets of 
paper, it occurred to her to look at the back end of the 
drawer, where Florent had relegated Augustine’s needles and 
thread ; and there, between the missal and the Dream-book, 
she discovered what she sought, some extremely compromising 
memoranda, simply screened from observation by a wrapper 
of grey paper. 

That idea of an insurrection, of the overthrow of the 
Empire by means of an armed rising, which Logre had one 
evening propounded at Monsieur Lebigre’s, had slowly 
ripened in Florent’s feverish brain. He soon grew to see 
a duty, a mission init. Therein undoubtedly lay the task to 
which his escape from Cayenne and his return to Paris pre- 
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destined him. Believing in a call to avenge his leanness 
upon the city which wallowed in food while the upholders of 
right and equity were racked by hunger in exile, he took upon 

himself the duties of a justiciary, and dreamt of rising up, 

even in the midst of those markets, to sweep away the reign 

of gluttony and drunkenness. In a sensitive nature like his, 

this idea quickly took root. Everything about him assumed 

exaggerated proportions, the wildest fancies possessed him. 
He imagined that the markets had been conscious of his 
arrival, and had seized hold of him that they might enervate 
him and poison him with their stenches. Then, too, Lisa 
wanted to cast a spell over him, and for two or three days at 
a time he would avoid her, as though she were some dissolving 
agency which would destroy all his power of will should he 
approach too closely. However, these paroxysms of puerile 
fear, these wild surgings of his rebellious brain, always ended 
in thrills of the gentlest tenderness, with yearnings to love and 
be loved, which he concealed with a boyish shame. 

It was more especially in the evening that his mind 
became blurred by all his wild imaginings. Depressed by 
his day’s work, but shunning sleep from a eovert fear— 
the fear of the annihilation it brought with it—he would 
remain later than ever at Monsieur Lebigre’s, or at the 
Méhudins’; and on his return home he still refrained from 
going to bed, and sat up writing and preparing for the great 
insurrection. By slow degrees he devised a complete system 
of organisation. He divided Paris into twenty sections, one 
for each arrondissement. Each section would have a chief, a 
sort of general, under whose orders there were to be twenty 
lieutenants commanding twenty companies of affiliated asso- 
ciates. Every week, among the chiefs, there would be a con- 
sultation, which was to be held in a different place each time; 
and, the better to ensure secrecy and discretion, the associates 
would only come in contact with their respective lieutenants, 
these alone communicating with the chiefs of thesections. It 
also occurred to Florent that it would be as well that the 
companies of associates should believe themselves charged 
with imaginary missions, as a means of putting the police 
upon a wrong scent. 

As for the employment of the insurrectionary forces, that 
would be all simplicity. It would, of course, be necessary to 
wait till the companies were guite complete, and then ad- 
vantage would be taken of the first publie commotion. They 
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would doubtless only have a certain number of guns used for 
sporting purposes in their possession, so they would com- 
mence by seizing the police-stations and guard-houses, dis- 
arming the police, the Gardes de Paris, the firemen, and the 
soldiers of the line; resorting to violence as little as possible, 
and inviting the men to make common cause with the people. 
Afterwards they would march upon the Corps Législatif, and 
thence proceed to the Hôtel de Ville. This plan, to which 
Florent returned night after night, as though it were some 
dramatic scenario which relieved his over-excited nervous 
system, was as yet simply jotted down on scraps of paper, 
full of erasures, which showed how the writer had felt his 
way, and revealed each successive phase of his scientific yet 
puerile conception. When Lisa had glanced through the 
notes, without understanding some of them, she remained 
there trembling with fear; afraid to touch them further lest 
they should explode in her hands like live shells. 

A last memorandum frightened her more than any of the 
others. It was a half-sheet of paper on which Florent had 
sketched the distinguishing insignia which the chiefs and the 
lieutenants were to wear. By the side of these were rough 
drawings of the standards which the different companies were 
to carry; and notes in pencil even described what colours 
the banners should assume. The chiefs were to wear red 
scarves, and the lieutenants red armlets. 

To Lisa this seemed like an immediate realisation of the 
rising ; she saw all the men with their red badges marching 
past the pork-shop, firing bullets into her mirrors and marble, 
and carrying off sausages and chitterlings from the window. 
The infamous projects of her brother-in-law were surely 
directed against herself—against her own happiness. She 
closed the drawer and looked round the room, reflecting that 
it was she herself who had provided this man with a home— 
that he slept between her sheets and used her furniture. And 
she was especially exasperated at his keeping his abominable 
infernal machine in that little deal table which she herself 
had used at Uncle Gradelle’s before her marriage—a perfectly 
innocent, rickety little table. 

For a while she stood thinking what she should do. In 
the first place, it was useless to say anything to Quenu. For 
a moment it occurred to her to provoke an explanation with 
Florent, but she dismissed that idea, fearing lest he would 
only go and perpetrate his crime elsewhere, and Du 
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make a point of compromising them. Then gradually growing 

somewhat calmer, she came to the conclusion that her best 

plan would be to keep a careful watch over her brother-in-law. 

It would be time enough to take further steps at the first sign 
of danger. She already had quite sufficient evidence to send 
him back to the galleys. tt 

On returning to the shop again, she found Augustine in à 
state of great excitement. Little Pauline had disappeared 
more than half an hour before, and to Lisa’s anxious questions 
the young woman could only reply : ‘I don’t know where she 
can have got to, madame. She was on the pavement there 
with a little boy. I was watching them, and then I had to 
cut some ham for a gentleman, and I never saw them again.’ 

‘Tl wager it was Muche!’ cried Lisa. ‘Ah, the young 
scoundrel ! ? 

It was, indeed, Muche who had enticed Pauline away. 
The little girl, who was wearing a new blue-striped frock that 
day for the first time, had been anxious to exhibit it, and 
had accordingly taken her stand outside the shop, manifesting 
great propriety of bearing, and compressing her lips with the 
grave expression of a little woman of six who is afraid of 
soiling her clothes. Her short and stiffly-starched petticoats 
stood out like the skirts of a ballet girl, allowing a full view 
of her tightly-stretched white stockings and little sky-blue 
boots. Her pinafore, which hung low about her neck, was 
finished off at the shoulders with an edging of embroidery, 
below which appeared her pretty little arms, bare and rosy. 
She had small turquoise rings in her ears, a cross at her neck, 
a blue velvet ribbon in her well-brushed hair; and she dis- 
played all her mother’s plumpness and softness—the graceful- 
ness, indeed, of a new doll. 

Muche had caught sight of her from the market, where he 
was amusing himself by dropping little dead fishes into the 
gutter, following them along the kerb as the water carried 
them away, and declaring that they were swimming. However, 
the sight of Pauline standing in front of the shop and looking 
so smart and pretty made him cross over to her, capless as he 
was, with his blouse ragged, his trousers slipping down, and 
his whole appearance suggestive of a seven-year-old street- 
arab. His mother had certainly forbidden him to play any 
more with ‘that fat booby of a girl who was stuffed by her 
parents till she almost burst’; so he stood hesitating for a 
moment, but at last came up to Pauline, and wanted to feel 
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her pretty striped frock. The little girl, who had at first 
felt flattered, then put on a prim air and stepped back, ex- 
claiming in a tone of displeasure: ‘ Leave me alone. Mother 
says I’m not to have anything to do with you.’ 

This brought a laugh to the lips of Muche, who was a 
wily, enterprising young scamp. 

‘What a little flat you are!’ he retorted. ‘What does it 
matter what your mother says? Let’s go and play at shoving 
each other, eh ?’ 

He doubtless nourished some wicked idea of dirtying the 
neat little girl; but she, on seeing him prepare to give her a 
push in the back, retreated as though about to return inside 
the shop. Muche thereupon adopted a flattering tone like a 
born cajoler. 

‘You silly! I didn’t mean it,’ said he. ‘How nice you 
look like that! Is that little cross your mother’s?’ 

Pauline perked herself up, and replied that it was her own, 
whereupon Muche gently led her to the corner of the Rue 
Pirouette, touching her skirts the while and expressing his 
astonishment at their wonderful stiffness. All this pleased 
the little girl immensely. She had been very much vexed at 
not receiving any notice while she was exhibiting herself out- 
side the shop. However, in spite of all Muche’s blandish- 
ments, she still refused to leave the footway. 

‘You stupid fatty!’ thereupon exclaimed the youngster, 
relapsing into coarseness. ‘I'll squat you down in the gutter 
if you don’t look out, Miss Fine-airs!’ 

The girl was dreadfully alarmed. Muche had caught hold 
of her by the hand; but, recognising his mistake in policy, 
he again put on a wheedling air, and began to fumble in his 
pocket. 

‘T’ve got a sou,’ said he. 
The sight of the coin had a soothing effect upon Pauline. 

The boy held up the sou with the tips of his fingers, and 
the temptation to follow it proved so great that the girl at 
last stepped down into the roadway. Muche’s diplomacy was 
eminently successful. 

‘What do you like best?’ he asked. 
Pauline gave no immediate answer. She could not make 

up her mind; there were so many things that she liked. 
Muche, however, ran over a whole list of dainties—liquorice, 
molasses, gum-balls, and powdered sugar. The powdered 
sugar made the girl ponder. One dipped one’s fingers into it 
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and sucked them; it was very nice. For a while she gravely 
considered the matter. Then, at last making up her mind, 

she said : 
‘No, I like the mixed screws the best.’ | 
Muche thereupon took hold of her arm, and she unresist- 

ingly allowed him to lead her away. They crossed the Rue 
Rambuteau, followed the broad footway skirting the markets, 
and went as far as a grocer’s shop in the Rue de la Cossonnerie 
which was celebrated for its mixed screws. These mixed screws 
are small screws of paper in which grocers put up all sorts of 
damaged odds and ends, broken sugar-plums, fragments of 
crystallised chestnuts—all the doubtful residuum of their 
jars of sweets. Muche showed himself very gallant, allowed 
Pauline to choose the screw—a blue one—paid his sou, and 
did not attempt to dispossess her of the sweets. Outside, on 
the footway, she emptied the miscellaneous collection of scraps 
into both pockets of her pinafore; and they were such little 
pockets that they were quite filled. Then in delight she 
began to munch the fragments one by one, wetting her fingers 
to catch the fine sugary dust, with such effect that she melted 
the scraps of sweets, and the pockcts of her pinafore soon 
showed two brownish stains. Muche laughed slily to himself. 
He had his arm about the girl’s waist, and rumpled her frock 
at his ease whilst leading her round the corner of the Rue 
Pierre Lescot, in the direction of the Place des Innocents. 

“You'll come and play now, won’t you?’ he asked. 
‘ That’s nice what you’ve got in your pockets, ain't it? You 
see that I didn’t want to do you any harm, you big silly!’ 

Thereupon he plunged his own fingers into her pockets, 
and they entered the square together. To this spot, no doubt, 
he had all along intended to lure his victim. He did the 
honours of the square as though it were his own private 
property, and indeed it was a favourite haunt of his, where he 
often larked about for whole afternoons. Pauline had never 
before strayed so far from home, and would have wept likean 
abducted damsel had it not been that her pockets were full of 
sweets. The fountain in the middle of the flowered lawn was 
sending sheets of water down its tiers of basins, whilst, 
between the pilasters above, Jean Goujon’s nymphs, looking 
very white beside the dingy grey stonework, inclined their urns 
and displayed their nude graces in the grimy air of the Saint 
Denis quarter. The two children walked round the fountain, 
watching the water fall into the basins, and taking an interest 
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in tho grass, with thoughts, no doubt, of crossing the central 
lawn, or gliding into the clumps of holly and rhododendrons 
that bordered the railings of the square. Little Muche, how- 
ever, who had now effectually rumpled the back of the pretty 
frock, said, with his sly smile: 

‘Let’s play at throwing sand at each other, eh ?’ 
Pauline had no will of her own left; and they began to 

throw the sand at each other, keeping their eyes closed mean- 
while. The sand made its way in at the neck of the girl’s low 
bodice, and trickled down into her stockings and boots. Muche 
was delighted to see the white pinafore become quite yellow. 
But he doubtless considered that it was still far too clean. 

‘Let’s go and plant trees, shall we?’ he exclaimed 
suddenly. ‘I know how to make such pretty gardens.’ 

‘Really, gardens!’ murmured Pauline full of admiration. 
Then, as the keeper of the square happened to be absent, 

Muche told her to make some holes in one of the borders; 
and dropping on her knees in the middle of the soft mould, 
and leaning forward till she lay at full length on her stomach, 
she dug her pretty little arms into the ground. He, meantime, 
began to hunt for scraps of wood, and broke off branches. 
These were the garden-trees which he planted in the holes 
that Pauline made. He invariably complained, however, that 
the holes were not deep enough, and rated the girl as though 
she were an idle workman and he an indignant master. 
When she at last got up, she was black from head to foot. 
Her hair was full of mould, her face was smeared with it, she 
looked such a sight with her arms as black as a coalheaver’s 
that Muche clapped his hands with glee, and exclaimed : 
‘Now we must water the trees. They won’t grow, you know, 
if we don’t water them. 

That was the finishing stroke. They went outside the 
square, scooped the gutter-water up in the palms of their 
hands, and then ran back to pour it over the bits of wood. 
On the way, Pauline, who was so fat that she couldn’t run 
properly, let the water trickle between her fingers on to her 
frock, so that by the time of her sixth journey she looked 
as if she had been rolled in the gutter. Muche chuckled 
with delight on beholding her dreadful condition. He made 
her sit down beside him under a rhododendron near the 
garden they had made, and told her that the trees were 
already beginning to grow. He had taken hold of her hand 
and called her his little wife. 
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‘ You're not sorry now that you came, are you,’ he asked, 
‘instead of mooning about on the pavement, where there 

was nothing todo? I know all sorts of fun we can have in 
the streets; you must come with me again. You will, won't 
you? But you mustn’t say anything to your mother, mind. 
If you say a word to her, I'll pull your hair the next time I 
come past your shop.’ 

Pauline consented to everything; and then, as a last 
attention, Muche filled both pockets of her pinafore with 
mould. However, all the sweets were finished, and the girl 
began to get uneasy, and ceased playing. Muche thereupon 
started pinching her, and she burst into tears, sobbing that 
she wanted to go away. But at this the lad only grinned, 
and played the bully, threatening that he would not take her 
home at all. Then she grew terribly alarmed, and sobbed 
and gasped like a maiden in the power of a libertine. Muche 
would certainly have ended by punching her in order to stop 
her row, had not a shrill voice, the voice of Mademoiselle 
Saget, exclaimed, close by: ‘Why, I declare it’s Pauline! 
Leave her alone, you wicked young scoundrel!’ 

Then the old maid took the girl by the hand, with endless 
expressions of amazement at the pitiful condition of her clothes. 
Muche showed no alarm, but followed them, chuckling to 
himself, and declaring that it was Pauline who had wanted 
to come with him, and had tumbled down. 

Mademoiselle Saget was a regular frequenter of the Square 
des Innocents. Every afternoon she would spend a good 
hour there to keep herself well posted in the gossip of the 
common people. On either side there is a long crescent of 
benches placed end to end; and on these the poor folks 
who stifle in the hovels of the neighbouring narrow streets 
assemble in crowds. There are withered, chilly-looking old 
women in tumbled caps, and young ones in loose jackets and 
carelessly fastened skirts, with bare heads and tired, faded 
faces, eloquent of the wretchedness of their lives. There are 
some men also: tidy old buffers, porters in greasy jackets, 
and equivocal-looking individuals in black silk hats, while the 
foot-path is overrun by a swarm of youngsters dragging toy 
carts without wheels about, filling pails with sand, and scream- 
ing and fighting; a dreadful crew, with ragged clothes and 
dirty noses, teeming in the sunshine like vermin. 

Mademoiselle Saget was so slight and thin that she always 
managed to insinuate herself into a place on one of the 
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benches. She listened to what was being said, and started a 
conversation with her neighbour, some sallow-faced working- 
man’s wife, who sat mending linen, from time to time pro- 
ducing handkerchiefs and stockings riddled with holes from 
a little basket patched up with string. Moreover, Mademoi- 
selle Saget had plenty of acquaintances here. Amidst the 
excruciating squalling of the children, and the ceaseless 
rumble of the traffic in the Rue Saint Denis, she took part in 
no end of gossip, everlasting tales about the tradesmen of the 
neighbourhood, the grocers, the butchers, and the bakers, 
enough, indeed, to fill the columns of a local paper, and the 
whole envenomed by refusals of credit and covert envy, such as 
is always harboured by the poor. From these wretched 
creatures she also obtained the most disgusting revelations, 
the gossip of low lodging-houses and doorkeepers’ black-holes, 
all the filthy scandal of the neighbourhood, which tickled her 
inquisitive appetite like hot spice. 

As she sat with her face turned towards the markets, she 
had immediately in front of her the square and its three 
blocks of houses, into the windows of which her eyes tried to 
pry. She seemed to gradually rise and traverse the successive 
floors right up to the garret skylights. She stared at the 
curtains ; based an entire drama on the appearance of a head 
between two shutters; and, by simply gazing at the facades, 
ended by knowing the history of all the dwellers in these 
houses. The Baratte Restaurant, with its wine-shop, its gilt 
wrought-iron marquise, forming a sort of terrace whence 
peeped the foliage of a few plants in flower-pots, and its four 
low storeys, all painted and decorated, had an especial interest 
for her. She gazed at its yellow columns standing out 
against a background of tender blue, at the whole of its 
imitation temple-front daubed on the facade of a decrepit, 
tumble-down house, crowned at the summit by a parapet of 
painted zinc. Behind the red-striped window-blinds she 
espied visions of nice little lunches, delicate suppers, and 
uproarious, unlimited orgies. And she did not hesitate to 
invent lies about the place. It was there, she declared, that 
Florent came to gorge with those two hussies, the Méhudins, 
on whom he lavished his money. 

However, Pauline cried yet louder than before when the 
old maid took hold of her hand. Mademoiselle Saget at first 
led her towards the gate of the square; but before she got 
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there sho seomed to change her mind; for she sat down at the 
end of a bench and tried to pacify the child. À 

‘Come, now, give over crying, or the policeman will lock 
you up,’ she said to Pauline. ‘I'll take you home safely. 
You know me, don’t you? I’ma good friend. Come, come, 
let me see how prettily you can smile.’ 

The child, however, was choking with sobs and wanted 
to go away. Mademoiselle Saget thereupon quietly allowed 
her to continue weeping, reserving further remarks till she 
should have finished. The poor little creature was shivering 
all over; her petticoats and stockings were wet through, and 
as she wiped her tears away with her dirty hands she 
plastered the whole of her face with earth to the very tips of 
her ears. When at last she became a little calmer the old 
maid resumed in a caressing tone: ‘Your mamma isn’t 
unkind, is she? She’s very fond of you, isn’t she ?’ 

‘Oh, yes, indeed,’ replied Pauline, still sobbing. 
‘And your papa, he’s good to you, too, isn’t he? He 

doesn’t flog you, or quarrel with your mother, does he? 
What do they talk about when they go to bed?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know. I’m asleep then.’ 
‘Do they talk about your cousin Florent ?’ 
‘I don’t know.’ 
Mademoiselle Saget thereupon assumed a severe expression, 

and got up as if about to go away. 
‘I’m afraid you are a little story-teller,’ she said. ‘ Don’t 

you know that it’s very wicked to tell stories? I shall go 
away and leave you, if you tell me lies, and then Muche will 
come back and pinch you.’ 

Pauline began to cry again at the threat of being aban- 
doned. ‘Be quiet, be quiet, you wicked little imp!’ cried 
the old maid shaking her. ‘There, there, now, I won't go 
away. Ill buy you a stick of barley-sugar; yes, a stick of 
Een So you don’t love your cousin Florent, 
eh?’ 

‘No, mamma says he isn’t good.’ 
‘Ah, then, so you see your mother does say something.’ 
‘One night when I was in bed with Mouton—I sleep with 

Mouton sometimes, you know—I heard her say to father, 
“ Your brother has only escaped from the galleys to take us all 
back with him there.”’ 

Mademoiselle Saget gave vent to a faint ery, and sprang 
to her feet, quivering all over. A ray of light had just broken 
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upon her. Then without a word she caught hold of Pauline’s 
hand and made her run till they reached the pork-shop, her 
lips meanwhile compressed by an inward smile, and her eyes 
glistening with keen delight. At the corner of the Rue 
Pirouette, Muche, who had so far followed them, amused 
at seeing the girl running along in her muddy stockings, 
prudently disappeared. 

Lisa was now in a state of terrible alarm; and when she 
saw her daughter so bedraggled and limp, her consternation 
was such that she turned the child round and round, without 
even thinking of beating her. 

‘She has been with little Muche,’ said the old maid, in 
her malicious voice. ‘I took her away at once, and I’ve 
brought her home. I found them together in the square. I 
don’t know what they’ve been up to; but that young vagabond 
is capable of anything.’ 

Lisa could not find a word to say; and she did not know 
where to take hold of her daughter, so great was her disgust 
at the sight of the child’s muddy boots, soiled stockings, torn 
skirts, and filthy face and hands. The blue velvet ribbon, the 
earrings, and the necklet were all concealed beneath a crust of 
mud. But what put the finishing touch to Lisa’s exaspera- 
tion was the discovery of the two pockets filled with mould. 
She stooped and emptied them, regardless of the pink and 
white flooring of the shop. And as she dragged Pauline 
away, she could only gasp: ‘Come along, you filthy thing!’ 

Quite enlivened by this scene, Mademoiselle Saget now 
hurriedly made her way across the Rue Rambuteau. Her 
little feet scarcely touched the ground; her joy seemed to 
carry her along like a breeze which fanned her with a 
caressing touch. She had at last found out what she had 
so much wanted to know! For nearly a year she had been 
consumed by curiosity, and now at a single stroke she had 
gained complete power over Florent! This was unhoped-for 
contentment, positive salvation, for she felt that Tlorent 
would have brought her to the tomb had she failed much 
longer in satisfying her curiosity about him. At present she 
was complete mistress of the whole neighbourhood of the 
markets. There was no longer any gap in her information. 
She could have narrated the secret history of every street, 
shop by shop. And thus, as she entered the fruit-market, 
she fairly gasped with delight, in a perfect transport of 
pleasure. 
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‘Hallo, Mademoiselle Saget,’ cried La Sarriette from her 
stall, ‘what are you smiling to yourself like that about? 
Have you won the grand prize in the lottery ?’ 

‘No, no. Ah, my dear, if you only knew!’ — L 
Standing there amidst her fruit, La Sarriette, in her 

picturesque disarray, looked charming. Frizzy hair fell over 
her brow like vine branches. Her bare arms and neck, 
indeed all the rosy flesh she showed, bloomed with the 
freshness of peach and cherry. She had playfully hung some 
cherries on her ears, black cherries which dangled against her 
cheeks when she stooped, shaking with merry laughter. She 
was eating currants, and her merriment arose from the way 
in which she was smearing her face with them. Her lips 
were bright red, glistening with the juice of the fruit, as 
though they had been painted and perfumed with some 
seraglio face-paint. A perfume of plum exhaled from her 
gown, while from the kerchief carelessly fastened across her 
breast came an odour of strawberries. 

Fruits of all kinds were piled around her in her 
narrow stall. On the shelves at the back were rows of 
melons, so-called ‘cantaloups’ swarming with wart-\ike 
knots, ‘maraichers’ whose skin was covered with grey lace- 
like netting, and ‘culs-de-singe’ displaying smooth bare 
bumps. In front was an array of choice fruits, carefully 
arranged in baskets, and showing like smooth round cheeks 
seeking to hide themselves, or glimpses of sweet childish 
faces, half veiled by leaves. Especially was this the case 
with the peaches, the blushing peaches of Montreuil, with 
skin as delicate and clear as that of northern maidens, and 
the yellow, sun-burnt peaches from the south, brown like the 
damsels of Provence. The apricots, on their beds of moss, 
gleamed with the hue of amber or with that sunset glow which 
so warmly colours the necks of brunettes at the nape, just 
under the little wavy curls which fall below the chignon. 
The cherries, ranged one by one, resembled the short lips of 
smiling Chinese girls; the Montmorencies suggested the 
dumpy mouths of buxom women; the English ones were 
longer and graver-looking ; the common black ones seemed 
as though they had been bruised and crushed by kisses; while 
the white-hearts, with their patches of rose and white, 
appeared to smile with mingled merriment and vexation. 
Then piles of apples and pears, built up with architectural 
symmetry, often in pyramids, displayed the ruddy glow of 
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budding breasts and the gleaming sheen of shoulders, quite 
a show of nudity, lurking modestly behind a screen of fern- 
leaves. There were all sorts of varieties—little red ones so 
tiny that they seemed to be yet in the cradle, shapeless 
‘rambours’ for baking, ‘calvilles’ in light yellow gowns, 
sanguineous-looking ‘ Canadas,’ blotched ‘ chataignier’ apples, 
fair, freckled rennets and dusky russets. Then came the 
pears—the ‘ blanquettes,’ the ‘ British queens,’ the ‘ beurrés,’ 
the ‘ messirejeans,’ and the ‘duchesses ’—-some dumpy, some 
long and tapering, some with slender necks, and others with 
thick-set shoulders, their green and yellow bellies picked out 
at times with a splotch of carmine. By the side of these the 
transparent plums resembled tender, chlorotic virgins; the 
greengages and the Orleans plums paled as with modest 
innocence, while the mirabelles lay like the golden beads of a 
rosary forgotten in a box amongst sticks of vanilla. And the 
strawberries exhaled a sweet perfume—a perfume of youth— 
especially those little ones which are gathered in the woods, 
and which are far more aromatic than the large ones grown in 
gardens, for these breathe an insipid odour suggestive of the 
watering-pot. Raspberries added their fragrance to the pure 
scent. The currants—red, white, and black—smiled with a 
knowing air; whilst the heavy clusters of grapes, laden with 
intoxication, lay languorously at the edges of their wicker 
baskets, over the sides of which dangled some of the berries, 
scorched by the hot caresses of the voluptuous sun. 

It was there that La Sarriette lived in an orchard, as it 
were, in an atmosphere of sweet, intoxicating scents. The 
cheaper fruits—the cherries, plums, and strawberries—were 
piled up in front of her in paper-lined baskets, and the juice 
oozing from their bruised ripeness stained the stall-front, and 
steamed, with a strong perfume, in the heat. She would feel 
quite giddy on those blazing July afternoons when the melons 
enveloped her with a powerful, vaporous odour of musk; and 
then with her loosened kerchief, fresh as she was with the 
springtide of life, she brought sudden temptation to all who 
saw her. It was she—it was her arms and neck which gave 
that semblance of amorous vitality to her fruit. On the stall 
next to her an old woman, a hideous old drunkard, displayed 
nothing but wrinkled apples, pears as flabby as herself, and 
cadaverous apricots of a witch-like sallowness. La Sarriette’s 
stall, however, spoke of love and passion. The cherries looked 
like the red kisses of her bright lips; the silky peaches were 
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not more delicate than her neck; to the plums she seemed to 
have lent the skin from her brow and chin ; while some of her 
own crimson blood coursed through the veins of the currants. 
All the scents of the avenue of flowers behind her stall were 
but insipid beside the aroma of vitality which exhaled from 
her open baskets and falling kerchief. 

That day she was quite intoxicated by the scent of a large 
arrival of mirabelle plums, which filled the market. She 
could plainly see that Mademoiselle Saget had learnt some 
great piece of news, and she wished to make her talk. But 
the old maid stamped impatiently whilst she repeated: ‘No, 
no; I’ve no time. I’m in a great hurry to see Madame 
Lecœur. I’ve just learnt something and no mistake. You 
can come with me, if you like.’ 

As a matter of fact, she had simply gone through the 
fruit-market for the purpose of enticing La Sarriette to go 
with her. The girl could notresist the temptation. Monsieur 
Jules, clean-shaven and as fresh as a cherub, was seated there, 
swaying to and fro on his chair. 

‘Just look after the stall for a minute, will you?’ La 
Sarriette said to him. ‘I'll be back directly.’ 

Jules, however, got up and called after her, in a thick 
voice: ‘NotI; no fear! I’m off! I’m not going to wait an 
hour for you, as I did the other day. And, besides, those 
cursed plums of yours quite make my head ache.’ 

Then he calmly strolled off, with his hands in his pockets, 
and the stall was left to look after itself. Mademoiselle Saget 
went so fast that La Sarriette had to run. In the butter 
pavilion a neighbour of Madame Lecceur’s told them that she 
was below in the cellar; and so, whilst La Sarriette went 
down to find her, the old maid installed herself amidst the 
cheeses. 

The cellar under the butter-market is a very gloomy spot. 
The rows of store-rooms are protected by a very fine wire 
meshing, as a safeguard against fire; and the gas-jets, which 
are very few and far between, glimmer like yellow splotches 
destitute of radiance in the heavy, malodorous atmosphere 
beneath the low vault. Madame Lecœur, however, was at 
work on her butter at one of the tables placed parallel with 
the Rue Berger, and here a pale light filtered through the 
vent-holes. The tables, which are continually sluiced with a 
flood of water from the taps, are as white as though they 
were quite new. With her back turned to the pump in the 
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rear, Madame Lecœur was kneading her butter in a kind of 
oak box. She took some of different sorts which lay beside 
her, and mixed the varieties together, correcting one by 
another, just as is done in the blending of wines. Bent 
almost double, and showing sharp, bony shoulders, and arms 
bared to the elbows, as scraggy and knotted as pea-rods, she 
dug her fists into the greasy paste in front of her, which was 
assuming a whitish and chalky appearance. It was trying 
work, and she heaved a sigh at each fresh effort. 

‘Mademoiselle Saget wants to speak to you, aunt,’ said 
La Sarriette. 

Madame Lecceur stopped her work, and pulled her cap 
over her hair with her greasy fingers, seemingly quite care- 
less of staining it. ‘I’ve nearly finished. Ask her to wait 
a moment,’ she said. 

‘She’s got something very particular to tell you,’ continued 
La Sarriette. 

‘I won’t be more than a minute, my dear.’ 
Then she again plunged her arms into the butter, which 

buried them up to the elbows. Previously softened in warm 
water, it covered Madame Lecceur’s parchment-like skin as 
with an oily film, and threw the big purple veins that streaked 
her flesh into strong relief. La Sarriette was quite disgusted 
by the sight of those hideous arms working so frantically 
amidst the melting mass. However, she could recall the time 
when her own pretty little hands had manipulated the butter 
for whole afternoons at atime. It had even been a sort of 
almond-paste to her, a cosmetic which had kept her skin 
white and her nails delicately pink; and even now her slender 
fingers retained the suppleness it had endowed them with. 

‘I don’t think that butter of yours will be very good, 
aunt,’ she continued, after a pause. ‘ Some of the sorts seem 
much too strong.’ 

‘I’m quite aware of that,’ replied Madame Lecœur, be- 
tween a couple of groans. ‘But what can I do? I must use 
everything up. There are some folks who insist upon having 
butter cheap, and so cheap butter must be made for them. 
Oh! it’s always quite good enough for those who buy it.’ 

La Sarriette reflected that she would hardly care to eat 
butter which had been worked by her aunt’s arms. Then 
she glanced at a little jar full of a sort of reddish dye. ‘Your 
colouring is too pale,’ she said. 

This colouring-matter—‘raucourt, as the Parisians call 
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it—is used to give the butter a fine yellow tint. The butter- 
women imagine that its composition is known only to them- 
selves, and keep it very secret. However, it is merely made 
from anotta : ! though a composition of carrots and marigolds 
is at times substituted for it. 

‘Come, do be quick!’ La Sarriette now exclaimed, for she 
was getting impatient, and was, moreover, no longer accus- 
tomed to the malodorous atmosphere of the cellar. ‘Made- 
moiselle Saget will be going. I fancy she’s got something 
very important to tell you about my uncle Gavard.’ 

On hearing this, Madame Lecceur abruptly ceased work- 
ing. She at once abandoned both butter and dye, and did 
not even wait to wipe her arms. With a slight tap of her 
hand she settled her cap on her head again, and made her 
way up the steps, at her niece’s heels, anxiously repeating: 
“Do you really think that she’ll have gone away ?’ 

She was reassured, however, on catching sight of Made- 
moiselle Saget amidst the cheeses. The old maid had taken 
good care not to go away before Madame Lecceur’s arrival. 
The three women seated themselves at the far end of the 
stall, crowding closely together, and their faces almost touch- 
ing one another. Mademoiselle Saget remained silent for 
two long minutes, and then, seeing that the others were 
burning with curiosity, she began, in her shrill voice: ‘ You 
know that Florent! Well, I can tell you now where he 
comes from.’ 

For another moment she kept them in suspense; and 
then, in a deep, melodramatic voice, she said: ‘He comes 
from the galleys!’ 

The cheeses were reeking around the three women. On 
the two shelves at the far end of the stall were huge masses 
of butter: Brittany butters overflowing from baskets; Nor- 
mandy butters, wrapped in canvas, and resembling models of 
stomachs over which some sculptor had thrown damp cloths 
to keep them from drying ; while other great blocks had been 
cut into, fashioned into perpendicular rocky masses full of 

' Anotta, which is obtained from the pulp surrounding the seeds of 
the Bixa Orellana, is used for a good many purposes besides the colour- 
ing of butter and cheese. It frequently enters into the composition of 
chocolate, and is employed to dye nankeen. Police-court proceedings 
have also shown that it is well known to the London milkmen, who 
are in the habit of adding water to their merchandise.— Trans. 
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crevasses and valleys, and resembling fallen mountain crests 
gilded by the pale sun of an autumn evening. 

Beneath the stall show-table, formed of a slab of red 
marble veined with grey, baskets of eggs gleamed with a chalky 
whiteness; while on layers of straw in boxes were Bondons, 
placed end to end, and Gournays, arranged like medals, form- 
ing darker patches tinted with green. But it was upon the 
table that the cheeses appeared in greatest profusion. Here, by 
the side of the pound-rolls of butter lying on white-beet leaves, 
spread a gigantic Cantal cheese, cloven here and there as by an 
axe; then came a golden-hued Cheshire, and next a Gruyère, 
resembling a wheel fallen from some barbarian chariot; whilst 
farther on were some Dutch cheeses, suggesting decapitated 
heads suffused with dry blood, and having all that hardness 
of skulls which in France has gained them the name of 
‘death’s heads.’ Amidst the heavy exhalations of these, a 
Parmesan set a spicy aroma. Then there came three Brie 
cheeses displayed on round platters, and looking like melan- 
choly extinct moons. Two of them, very dry, were at the 
full; the third, in its second quarter, was melting away in 
a white cream, which had spread into a pool and flowed over 
the little wooden barriers with which an attempt had been 
made to arrest its course. Next came some Port Saluts, 
similar to antique discs, with exergues bearing their makers’ 
names in print. A Romantour, in its tin-foil wrapper, sug- 
gested a bar of nougat or some sweet cheese astray amidst all 
these pungent, fermenting curds. The Roqueforts under their 
glass covers also had a princely air, their fat faces marbled 
with blue and yellow, as though they were suffering from 
some unpleasant malady such as attacks the wealthy gluttons 
who eat too many truffles. And on a dish by the side of these, 
the hard grey goats’ milk cheeses, about the size of a child’s 
fist, resembled the pebbles which the billy-goats send rolling 
down the stony paths as they clamber along ahead of their 
flocks. Next came the strong-smelling cheeses: the Mont 
d’Ors, of a bright yellow hue, and exhaling a comparatively 
mild odour; the Troyes, very thick, and bruised at the edges, 
and of a far more pungent smell, recalling the dampness of a 
cellar; the Camemberts, suggestive of high game; the square 
Neufchatels, Limbourgs, Marolles, and Pont l'Evêques, each 
adding its own particular sharp scent to the malodorous 
bouquet, till it became perfectly pestilential; the Livarots, 
ruddy in hue, and as irritating to the throat as sulphur 

ty 
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fumes; and, lastly, stronger than all the others, the Olivets, 
wrapped in walnut leaves, like the carrion which peasants 
cover with branches as it lies rotting in the hedgerow under 
the blazing sun. 

The heat of the afternoon had softened the cheeses; the 
patches of mould on their crusts were melting, and glistening 
with tints of ruddy bronze and verdigris. Beneath their cover 
of leaves, the skins of the Olivets seemed to be heaving as 
with the slow, deep respiration of a sleeping man. A Livarot 
was swarming with life; and in a fragile box behind the 
scales a Géromé flavoured with aniseed diffused such a 
pestilential smell that all around it the very flies had fallen 
lifeless on the grey-veined slab of ruddy marble. 

This Géromé was almost immediately under Mademoiselle 
Saget’s nose ; so she drew back, and leaned her head against 
the big sheets of white and yellow paper which were hanging 
in a corner. 

‘Yes,’ she repeated, with an expression of disgust, ‘he 
comes from the galleys! Ah, those Quenu-Gradelles have no 
reason to put on so many airs!’ 

Madame Lecœur and La Sarriette, however, kad burst 
into exclamations of astonishment: ‘It wasn’t possible, 
surely! What had he done to be sent to the galleys? Could 
anyone, now, have ever suspected that Madame Quenu, whose 
virtue was the pride of the whole neighbourhood, would 
choose a convict for a lover?’ 

‘Ah, but you don’t understand it at all!’ cried the old 
maid impatiently. ‘ Just listen, now, while I explain things. 
I was quite certain that I had seen that great lanky fellow 
somewhere before.’ 

Then she proceeded to tell them Florent’s story. She 
had recalled to mind a vague report which had circulated 
of a nephew of old Gradelle being transported to Cayenne for 
murdering six gendarmes at a barricade. She had even seen 
this nephew on one occasion in the Rue Pirouette. The pre- 
tended cousin was undoubtedly the same man. Then she 
began to bemoan her waning powers. Her memory was quite 
going, she said; she would soon be unable to remember any- 
thing. And she bewailed her perishing memory as bitterly as 
any learned man might bewail the loss of his notes represent- 
ing the work of a life-time, on seeing them swept away by a 
gust of wind. 

‘Six gendarmes!’ murmured La Sarriette, admiringly ; 
‘he must have a very heavy fist !’ 
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‘And he’s made away with plenty of others, as well,’ 
added Mademoiselle Saget. ‘ I shouldn’t advise you to meet 
him at night!’ 

‘What a villain!’ stammered out Madame Lecceur, quite 
terrified. 

The slanting beams of the sinking sun were now enfilading 
the pavilion, and the odour of the cheeses became stronger 
than ever. That of the Marolles seemed to predominate, 
borne hither and thither in powerful whiffs. Then, however, 
the wind appeared to change, and suddenly the emanations of 
the Limbourgs were wafted towards the three women, pungent 
and bitter, like the last gasps of a dying man. 

‘But in that case,’ resumed Madame Lecceur, ‘he must be 
fat Lisa’s brother-in-law. And we thought that he was her 
lover !’ 

The women exchanged glances. This aspect of the case 
took them by surprise. They were loth to give up their first 
theory. However, La Sarriette, turning to Mademoiselle Saget, 
remarked : ‘ That must have been all wrong. Besides, you your- 
self say that he’s always running after the two Méhudin girls.’ 

‘Certainly he is,’ exclaimed Mademoiselle Saget sharply, 
fancying that her word was doubted. ‘He dangles about 
them every evening. But, after all, it’s no concern of ours, is 
it? We are virtuous women, and what he does makes no 
difference to us, the horrid scoundrel !’ 

‘No, certainly not,’ agreed the other two. ‘He’s a con- 
summate villain.’ 

The affair was becoming tragical. Of course beautiful Lisa 
was now out of the question, but for this they found ample 
consolation in prophesying that Florent would bring about 
some frightful catastrophe. It was quite clear, they said, that 
he had got some base design in his head. When people like him 
escaped from gaol it was only to burn everything down; anl 
if he had come to the markets it must assuredly be for some 
abominable purpose. Then they began to indulge in the 
wildest suppositions. The two dealers declared that they 
would put additional padlocks to the doors of their store- 
rooms; and La Sarriette called to mind that a basket of 
peaches had been stolen from her during the previous week. 
Mademoiselle Saget, however, quite frightened the two others 
by informing them that that was not the way in which 
the Reds behaved; they despised such trifles as baskets of 
peaches ; their plan was to band themselves together in com- 
" RQ 
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panies of two or three hundred, kill everybody they came 

across, and then plunder and pillage at their ease. That was 

‘politics, she said, with the superior air of one who knew 

what she was talking about. Madame Lecœur felt quite ill. 

She already saw Florent and his accomplices hiding in the 
cellars, and rushing out during the night to set the markets 
in flames and sack Paris. 

‘Ah! by the way,’ suddenly exclaimed the old maid, 
‘now I think of it, there’s all that money of old Gradelle’s! 
Dear me, dear me, those Quenus can’t be at all at their ease!’ 

She now looked quite gay again. The conversation took 
a fresh turn, and the others fell foul of the Quenus when 
Mademoiselle Saget had told them the history of the treasure 
discovered in the salting-tub, with every particular of which 
she was acquainted. She was even able to inform them of 
the exact amount of the money found—eighty-five thousand 
francs—though neither Lisa nor Quenu was aware of having 
revealed this to a living soul. However, it was clear that the 
Quenus had not given the great lanky fellow his share. He 
was too shabbily dressed for that. Perhaps he had never 
even heard of the discovery of the treasure. Plainly enough, 
they were all thieves in his family. Then the three women 
bent their heads together and spoke in lower tones. They 
were unanimously of opinion that it might perhaps be 
dangerous to attack the beautiful Lisa, but it was decidedly 
necessary that they should settle the Red Republican’s hash, 
so that he might no longer prey upon the purse of poor 
Monsieur Gavard. 

At the mention of Gavard there came a pause. The gossips 
looked at each other with a circumspect air. And then, as 
they drew breath, they inhaled the odour of the Camemberts, 
whose gamy scent had overpowered the less penetrating 
emanations of the Marolles and the Limbourgs, and spread 
around with remarkable power. Every now and then, how- 
ever, a slight whiff, a flutelike note, came from the Parmesan, 
while the Bries contributed a soft, musty scent, the gentle, 
insipid sound, as it were, of damp tambourines. Next fol- 
lowed an overpowering refrain from the Livarots, and after- 
wards the Géromé, flavoured with aniseed, kept up the 
symphony with a kigh prolonged note, like that of a vocalist 
during a pause in the accompaniment. 

‘I have seen Madame Léonce,’ Mademoiselle Saget at last 
continued, with a significant expression. 
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At this the two others became extremely attentive, 
Madame Léonce was the doorkeeper of the house where 
Gavard lived in the Rue de la Cossonnerie. It was an old house 
standing back, with its ground floor occupied by an importer 
of oranges and lemons, who had had the frontage coloured 
blue as high as the first floor. Madame Léonce acted as 
Gavard’s housekeeper, kept the keys of his cupboards and 
closets, and brought him up tisane when he happened to 
catch cold. She was a severe-looking woman, between fifty 
and sixty years of age, and spoke slowly, but at endless length. 
Mademoiselle Saget, who went to drink coffee with her every 
Wednesday evening, had cultivated her friendship more closely 
than ever since the poultry-dealer had gone to lodge in the 
house. They would talk about the worthy man for hours at 
atime. They both professed the greatest affection for him, 
and a keen desire to ensure his comfort and happiness. 

‘Yes, I have seen Madame Léonce,’ repeated the old maid. 
‘We had a cup of coffee together last night. She was greatly 
worried. It seems that Monsieur Gavard never comes home 
now before one o’clock in the morning. Last Sunday she 
took him up some broth, as she thought he looked quite 
ill.’ 

‘Oh, she knows very well what she’s about,’ exclaimed 
Madame Lecœur, whom these attentions to Gavard somewhat 
alarmed. 

Mademoiselle Saget felt bound to defend her friend. ‘ Oh, 
really, you are quite mistaken,’ said she. ‘Madame Léonce 
is much above her position; she is quite a lady. If she 
wanted to enrich herself at Monsieur Gavard’s expense, she 
might easily have done so long ago. It seems that he leaves 
everything lying about in the most careless fashion. It’s 
about that, indeed, that I want to speak to you. But you'll 
not repeat anything I say, will you? I am telling it you in 
strict confidence.’ 

Both the others swore that they would never breathe a 
word of what they might hear; and they craned out their 
necks with eager curiosity, whilst the old maid solemnly 
resumed: ‘ Well, then, Monsieur Gavard has been behaving 
very strangely of late. He has been buying firearms—a great 
big pistol—one of those which revolve, you know. Madame 
Léonce says that things are awful, for this pistol is always 
lying about on the table or the mantelpiece; and she daren't 
dust anywhere near it. But that isn’t all His money——’ 
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‘His money!’ echoed Madame Lecœur, with blazing 
cheeks, 

‘ Well, he’s disposed of all his stocks and shares. He’s 
sold everything, and keeps a great heap of gold in a cup- 
board.’ 

‘A heap of gold!’ exclaimed La Sarriette in ecstasy. 
‘Yes, a great heap of gold. It covers a whole shelf, and 

is quite dazzling. Madame Léonce told me that one morning 
Gavard opened the cupboard in her presence, and that the 
money quite blinded her, it shone so.’ 

There was another pause. The eyes of the three women 
were blinking as though the dazzling pile of gold was before 
them. Presently La Sarriette began to laugh. 

‘What a jolly time I would have with Jules if my uncle 
would give that money to me!’ said she. 

Madame Lecceur, however, seemed quite overwhelmed by 
this revelation, crushed beneath the weight of the gold which 
she could not banish from her sight. Covetous envy thrilled 
her. But at last, raising her skinny arms and shrivelled 
hands, her finger-nails still stuffed with butter, she stammered 
in a voice full of bitter distress: ‘Oh, I mustn’t think of it! 
It’s too dreadful!’ 

‘Well, it would all be yours, you know, if anything were 
to happen to Monsieur Gavard,’ retorted Mademoiselle Saget. 
‘If I were in your place, I should look after my interests. 
That revolver means nothing good, you may depend upon it. 
Monsieur Gavard has got into the hands of evil counsellors: 
and I’m afraid it will all end badly.’ 

Then the conversation again turned upon Florent. The 
three women assailed him more violently than ever. And 
afterwards, with perfect composure, they began to discuss what 
would be the result of all these dark goings-on so far as he 
and Gavard were concerned; certainly it would be no pleasant 
one if there was any gossiping. And thereupon they swore 
that they themselves would never repeat a word of what they 
knew; not, however, because that scoundrel Florent merited 
any consideration, but because it was necessary, at all costs, 
to save that worthy Monsieur Gavard from being compromised. 
Then they rose from their seats, and Mademoiselle Saget was 
turning as if to go away when the butter-dealer asked her: 
‘All the same, in case of accident, do you think that Madame 
Léonce can be trusted? I dare say she hes the key of the 
ewpboard.’ 
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‘Well, that’s more than I can tell you,’ replied the old 
maid. ‘I believe she’s a very honest woman; but, after all, 
there’s no telling. There are circumstances, you know, which 
tempt the best of people. Anyhow, I’ve warned you both; 
and you must do what you think proper.’ 

As the three women stood there, taking leave of each 
other, the odour of the cheeses seemed to become more 
pestilential than ever. It was a cacophony of smells, ranging 
from the heavily oppressive odour of the Dutch cheeses and 
the Gruyéres to the alkaline pungency of the Olivets. From 
the Cantal, the Cheshire, and the goats’ milk cheeses there 
seemed to come a deep breath like the sound of a bassoon, 
amidst which the sharp, sudden whiffs of the Neufchâtels, 
the Troyes, and the Mont d’Ors contributed short, detached 
notes. And then the different odours appeared to mingle one 
with another, the reek of the Limbourgs, the Port Saluts, the 
Géromés, the Marolles, the Livarots, and the Pont l’Evéques 
uniting in one general, overpowering stench sufficient to pro- 
voke asphyxia. And yet it almost seemed as though it were 
not the cheeses but the vile words of Madame Lecceeur and 
Mademoiselle Saget that diffused this awful odour. 

‘I’m very much obliged to you, indeed I am,’ said the 
butter-dealer. ‘If ever I get rich, you shall not find yourself 
forgotten.’ 

The old maid still lingered in the stall. Taking up a Bon- 
don, she turned it round, and put it down on the slab again. 
Then she asked its price. 

‘To me!’ she added, with a smile. 
‘Oh, nothing to you,’ replied Madame Leceur. ‘Tl 

make you a present of it” And again she exclaimed: ‘Ah, 
if I were only rich!’ 

Mademoiselle Saget thereupon told her that some day or 
other she would berich. The Bondon had already disappeared 
within the old maid’s bag. And now the butter-dealer returned 
to the cellar, while Mademoiselle Saget escorted La Sarriette 
back to her stall. On reaching it they talked for a moment 
or two about Monsieur Jules. The fruits around them diffused 
a fresh scent of summer. 

‘It smells much nicer here than at your aunt’s,’ said the 
old maid. ‘I felt quite ill a little time ago. I can’t think 
how she manages to exist there. But here it’s very sweet and 
pleasant. It makes you look quite rosy, my dear.’ 

La Sarriette began to laugh, for she was fond of compli- 
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ments. Then she served a lady with a pound of mirabelle 
plums, telling her that they were as sweet as sugar. 

‘I should like to buy some of those mirabelles too,’ 
murmured Mademoiselle Saget, when the lady had gone 
away; ‘only I want so few. A lone woman, you know.’ 

“Take a handful of them,’ exclaimed the pretty brunette. 
‘That won’t ruin me. Send Jules back to me if you see him, 
will you? You'll most likely find him smoking his cigar on 
the first bench to the right as you turn out of the covered 
way.’ 
tomes Saget distended her fingers as widely as 

possible in order to take a handful of mirabelles, which 
joined the Bondon in the bag. Then she pretended to leave 
the market, but in reality made a détour by one of the covered 
ways, thinking, as she walked slowly along, that the mira- 
belles and Bondon would not make a very substantial dinner. 
When she was unable, during her afternoon perambulations, 
to wheedle the stallkeepers into filling her bag for her, she 
was reduced to dining off the merest scraps. So she now 
slyly made her way back to the butter pavilion, where, on the 
side of the Rue Berger, at the back of the offices of the oyster 
salesmen, there were some stalls at which cooked meat was 
sold. Every morning little closed box-like carts, lined with 
zine and furnished with ventilators, drew up in front of the 
larger Parisian kitchens and carried away the leavings of the 
restaurants, the embassies, and State Ministries. These leay- 
ings were conveyed to the market cellars and there sorted. By 
nine o’clock plates of food were displayed for sale at prices 
ranging from three to five sous, their contents comprising 
slices of meat, scraps of game, heads and tails of fishes, bits 
of galantine, stray vegetables, and, by way of dessert, cakes 
scarcely cut into, and other confectionery. Poor starving 
wretches, scantily-paid clerks, and women shivering with 
fever were to be seen crowding around, and the street lads 
occasionally amused themselves by hooting the pale-faced 
individuals, known to be misers, who only made their pur- 
chases after slyly glancing about them to see that they were not 
observed.! Mademoiselle Saget wriggled her way to a stall, 
the keeper of which boasted that the scraps she sold came 

1 The dealers in these scraps are called bijoutiers, or jewellers, whilst 
the scraps themselves are known as harlequins, the idea being that they 
are of all colours and shapes when mingled together, thus suggesting 
harlequin’s variegated attire — Trans, 
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exclusively from the Tuileries. One day, indeed, she had 
induced the old maid to buy a slice of leg of mutton by 
informing her that it had come from the plate of the Emperor 
himself ; and this slice of mutton, eaten with no little pride, 
had been a soothing consolation to Mademoiselle Saget’s 
vanity. The wariness of her approach to the stall was, more- 
over, solely caused by her desire to keep well with the neigh- 
bouring shop-people, whose premises she was eternally haunting 
without ever buying anything. Her usual tactics were to 
quarrel with them as soon as she had managed to learn their 
histories, when she would bestow her patronage upon a fresh 
set, desert it in due course, and then gradually make friends 
again with those with whom she had quarrelled. In this way 
she made the complete circuit of the market neighbourhood, 
ferreting about in every shop and stall. Anyone would have 
imagined that she consumed an enormous amount of pro- 
visions, whereas, in point of fact, she lived solely upon 
presents and the few scraps which she was compelled to buy 
when people were not in the giving vein. 

On that particular evening there was only a tall old man 
standing in front of the stall. He was sniffing at a plate con- 
taining a mixture of meat and fish. Mademoiselle Saget, in 
her turn, began to sniff at a plate of cold fried fish. The 
price of it was three sous, but, by dint of bargaining, she got 
it for two. The cold fish then vanished into the bag. Other 
customers now arrived, and with a uniform impulse lowered 
their noses over the plates. The smell of the stall was very 
disgusting, suggestive alike of greasy dishes and a dirty sink.! 

‘Come and see me to-morrow,’ the stallkeeper called out 
to the old maid, ‘and I'll put something nice on one side for 
you. There’s going to be a grand dinner at the Tuileries 
to-night.’ 

Mademoiselle Saget was just promising to come, when, 
happening to turn round, she discovered Gavard looking at 
her and listening to what she was saying. She turned very 
red, and, contracting her skinny shoulders, hurried away, 

1 Particulars of the strange and repulsive trade in harlequins, which 
even nowadays is not extinct, will be found in Privat d’Anglemont’s 
well-known book Paris Anecdote, written at the very period with which 
M. Zola deals in the present work. My father, Henry Vizetelly, also 
gave some account of it in his Glances Back through Seventy Years, in 
a chapter describing the odd ways in which certain Parisians contrive to 
get a living. — Trans, 
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affecting not to recognise. him. Gavard, however, followed 
her for a few yards, shrugging his shoulders and muttering 
to himself that he was no longer surprised at the old shrew’s 
malice, now he knew that ‘she poisoned herself with the 
filth carted away from the Tuileries.’ 

On the very next morning vague rumours began to circulate 
in the markets. Madame Lecœur and La Sarriette were in 
their own fashion keeping the oaths of silence they had taken. 
For ber part, Mademoiselle Saget warily held her tongue, 
leaving the two others to circulate the story of Florent’s 
antecedents. At first only a few meagre details were hawked 
about in low tones; then various versions of the facts got into 
circulation, incidents were exaggerated, and gradually quite a 
legend was constructed, in which Florent played the part of a 
perfect bogey man. He had killed ten gendarmes at the 
barricade in the Rue Greneta, said some ; he had returned to 
France on a pirate ship whose crew scoured the seas to 
murder everyone they came across, said others; whilst a 
third set declared that ever since his arrival he had been 
observed prowling about at night-time with suspicious-looking 
characters, of whom he was undoubtedly the leader. Soon 
the imaginative market-women indulged in the highest flights 
of fancy, revelled in the most melodramatic ideas. There was 
talk of a band of smugglers plying their nefarious calling in 
the very heart of Paris, and of a vast central association 
formed for systematically robbing the stalls in the markets. 
Much pity was expressed for the Quenu-Gradelles, mingled 
with malicious allusions to their uncle’s fortune. That fortune 
was an endless subject of discussion. The general opinion 
was that Florent had returned to claim his share of the 
treasure; however, as no good reason was forthcoming to 
explain why the division had not taken place already, it was 
asserted that Florent was waiting for some opportunity which 
might enable him to pocket the whole amount. The Quenu- 
Gradelles would certainly be found murdered some morning, 
it was said; and arumour spread that dreadful quarrels already 
sel place every night between the two brothers and beautiful 

isa. 
When these stories reached the ears of the beautiful 

Norman, she shrugged her shoulders and burst out laughing. 
‘Get away with you!’ she cried; ‘you don’t know him. 

Why, the dear fellow’s as gentle as a lamb.’ 
She had recently refused the hand of Monsieur Lebigre, 
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who had at last ventured upon a formal proposal. For two 
months past he had given the Méhudins a bottle of some 
liqueur every Sunday. It was Rose who brought it, and she 
was always charged with a compliment for La Normande, 
some pretty speech which she faithfully repeated, without 
appearing in the slighest degree embarrassed by the peculiar 
commission. When Monsieur Lebigre was rejected, he did 
not pine, but to show that he took no offence and was still 
hopeful, he sent Rose on the following Sunday with two 
bottles of champagne and a large bunch of flowers. She 
gave them into the handsome fish-girl’s own hands, repeating, 
as she did so, the wine-dealer’s prose madrigal : 

‘Monsieur Lebigre begs you to drink this to his health, 
which has been greatly shaken by you know what. He hopes 
that you will one day be willing to cure him, by being for him 
as pretty and as sweet as these flowers.’ 

La Normande was much amused by the servant’s delighted 
air. She kissed her as she spoke to her of her master, and 
asked her if he wore braces, and snored at nights. Then she 
made her take the champagne and flowers back with her. 
‘Tell Monsieur Lebigre,’ said she, ‘that he’s not to send you 
here again. It quite vexes me to see you coming here so 
meekly, with your bottles under your arms.’ 

‘Oh, he wishes me to come,’ replied Rose, as she went 
away. ‘It is wrong of you to distress him. He is a very 
handsome man.’ 

La Normande, however, was quite conquered by Florent’s 
affectionate nature. She continued to follow Muche’s lessons 
of an evening in the lamplight, indulging the while in a dream 
of marrying this man who was so kind to children. She 
would still keep her fish-stall, while he would doubtless rise 
to à position of importance in the administrative staff of the 
markets. This dream of hers, however, was scarcely furthered 
by the tutor’s respectful bearing towards her. He bowed to 
her, and kept himself at a distance, when she would have liked 
to laugh with him, and love him as she knew how to love. 
But it was just this covert resistance on Florent’s part which 
continually brought her back to the dream of marrying him, 
She realised that he lived in a loftier sphere than her own; 
and by becoming his wife she imagined that her vanity would 
reap no little satisfaction. 

She was greatly surprised when she learned the history of 
the man she loved. He had never mentioned a word of those 
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things to her; and she scolded him about it. His extraordinary 
adventures only increased her tenderness for him, and for 
evenings together she made him relate all that had befallen 
him. She trembled with fear lest the police should discover 
him; but he reassured her, saying that the matter was now 
too old for the police to trouble their heads about it. One 
evening he told her of the woman on the Boulevard Mont- 
martre, the woman in the pink bonnet, whose blood had dyed 
his hands. He still frequently thought of that poor creature. 
His anguish-stricken mind had often dwelt upon her during 
the clear nights he had passed in Cayenne; and he had 
returned to France with a wild dream of meeting her again 
on some footway in the bright sunshine, even though he could 
still feel her corpse-like weight across his legs. And yet, he 
thought, she might perhaps have recovered. At times he 
received quite a shock while he was walking through the 
streets, on fancying that he recognised her; and he followed 
pink bonnets and shawl-draped shoulders with a wildly beat- 
ing heart. When he closed his eyes he could see her walking, 
and advancing towards him; but she let her shawl slip down, 
showing the two red stains on her chemisette; and then he 
saw that her face was pale as wax, and that her eyes were 
blank, and her lips distorted by pain. For a long time he 
suffered from not knowing her name, from being forced to 
look upon her as a mere shadow, whose recollection filled him 
with sorrow. Whenever any idea of woman crossed his mind it 
was always she that rose up before him, as the one pure, 
tender wife. He often found himself fancying that she might 
be looking for him on that boulevard where she had fallen 
dead, and that if she had met him a few seconds sooner she 
would have given him a life of joy. And he wished for no 
other wife; none other existed for him. When he spoke of 
her, his voice trembled to such a degree that La Normande, 
her wits quickened by her love, guessed his secret, and felt 
jealous. 

‘Oh, it’s really much better that you shouldn't see her 
again,’ she said maliciously. ‘She can’t look particularly 
nice by this time.’ 

Fiorent turned pale with horror at the vision which these 
words evoked. His love was rotting in her grave. He could 
not forgive La Normande’s savage cruelty, which hence- 
forth made him seo the grinning jaws and hollow eyes of a 
skeleton within that lovely pink bonnet. Whenever the fish- 
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girl tried to joke with him on the subject he turned quite 
angry, and silenced her with almost coarse language. 

That, however, which especially surprised the beautiful 
Norman in these revelations was the discovery that she had 
been quite mistaken in supposing that she was enticing a lover 
away from handsome Lisa. This so diminished her feeling 
of triumph, that for a week or so her love for Florent abated. 
She consoled herself, however, with the story of the inhe- 
ritance, no longer calling Lisa a strait-laced prude, but a thief 
who kept back her brother-in-law’s money, and assumed 
sanctimonious airs to deceive people. Every evening, while 
Muche took his writing lesson, the conversation turned upon 
old Gradelle’s treasure. 

‘Did anyone ever hear of such an idea?’ the fish-girl 
would exclaim, with a laugh. ‘Did the old man want to salt 
his money, since he put it in a salting-tub? Eighty-five 
thousand francs! That’s a nice sum of money! And, 
besides, the Quenus, no doubt, lied about it—there was perhaps 
two or three times as much. Ah, if I were in your place, I 
shouldn’t lose any time about claiming my share; indeed I 
shouldn’t.’ 

‘I’ve no need of anything,’ was Florent’s invariable 
answer. ‘I shouldn’t know what to do with the money if I 
had it.’ 

‘Oh, you’re no man!’ cried La Normande, losing all 
control over herself. ‘It’s pitiful! Can’t you see that the 
Quenus are laughing atyou? That great fat thing passes all 
her husband’s old clothes over to you. I’m not saying this 
to hurt your feelings, but everybody makes remarks about 
it. Why, the whole neighbourhood has seen the greasy pair 
of trousers, which you’re now wearing, on your brother’s legs 
for three years and more! If I were in your place I’d throw 
their dirty rags in their faces, and insist upon my rights. 
Your share comes to forty-two thousand five hundred frances, 
doesn’t it? Well, I shouldn’t go out of the place till I’d got 
forty-two thousand five hundred francs.’ 

It was useless for Florent to explain to her that his sister- 
in-law had offered to pay him his share, that she was taking 
care of it for him, and that it was he himself who had 
refused to receive it. He entered into the most minute parti- 
culars, seeking to convince her of the Quenus’ honesty, but 
she sarcastically replied: ‘Oh yes, I dare say! I know all 
about their honesty. That fat thing folds it up every morn- 
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ing and puts it away in her wardrobe for fear it should get 
soiled. Really, I quite pity you, my poor friend. It’s easy 
to gull you, for you can’t see any further than a child of five. 
One of these days she’ll simply put your money in her pocket, 
and you'll never look on it again. Shall I go, now, and 
claim your share for you, just to see whatshe says? There‘d 
be some fine fun, I can tell you! Id either have the money, 
or I’d break everything in the house—I swear I would!’ 

‘No, no; it’s no business of yours,’ Florent replied, quite 
alarmed. ‘I'll see about it; I may possibly be wanting some 
money soon.’ 

At this La Normande assumed an air of doubt, shrugged 
her shoulders, and told him that he was really too chicken- 
hearted. Her one great aim now was to embroil him with 
the Quenu-Gradelles, and she employed every means she 
could think of to effect her purpose, both anger and banter, 
as well as affectionate tenderness. She also cherished another 
design. When she had succeeded in marrying Florent, she 
would go and administer a sound cuffing to beautiful Lisa, if 
the latter did not yield up the money. Asshelay awake in her 
bed at night she pictured every detail of the scene. She saw 
herself sitting down in the middle of the pork-shop in the 
busiest part of the day, and making a terrible fuss. She 
brooded over this idea to such an extent, it obtained such a 
hold upon her, that she would have been willing to marry 
Florent simply in order to be able to go and demand old 
Gradelle’s forty-two thousand five hundred francs. 

Old Madame Méhudin, exasperated by La Normande’s. 
dismissal of Monsieur Lebigre, proclaimed everywhere that 
her daughter was mad, and that the ‘long spindle-shanks ’ must 
have administered some insidious drug to her. When she 
learned the Cayenne story, her anger was terrible. She called 
Florent a convict and murderer, and said it was no wonder 
that his villainy had kept him lank and flat. Her versions of 
Florent’s biography were the most horrible of all that were 
circulated in the neighbourhood. At home she kept a mode- 
rately quiet tongue in her head, and restricted herself to 
muttered indignation, and a show of locking up the drawer 
where the silver was kept whenever Florent arrived. One 
day, however, after a quarrel with her elder daughter, she 
exclaimed : 

‘Things can’t go on much longer like this! It is that vile 
man who is setting you against me. Take care that you 
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don’t try me too far, or l’Il go and denounce him to the police. 
I will, as true as I stand here!’ 

‘You'll denounce him!’ echoed La Normande, trembling 
violently, and clenching her fists. ‘You'd better not! Ah, 
if you weren’t my mother y 

At this, Claire, who was a spectator of the quarrel, began 
to laugh, with a nervous laughter that seemed to rasp her 
throat. For some time past she had been gloomier and more 
erratic than ever, invariably showing red eycs and a pale 
face. 

‘Well, what would you do?’ she asked. ‘ Would you give 
her a cuffing? Perhaps you'd like to give me, your sister, 
one as well? I dare say it will end in that. But Pll clear 
the house of him. I'll go to the police to save mother the 
trouble.’ 

Then, as La Normande almost choked with the angry 
threats that rose to her throat, the younger girl added: ‘I'll 
spare you the exertion of beating me. I'll throw myself into 
the river as I come back over the bridge.’ 

Big tears were streaming from her eyes; and she rushed 
off to her bedroom, banging the doors violently behind her. 
Old Madame Méhudin said nothing more about denouncing 
Florent. Muche, however, told La Normande that he met 
his grandma talking with Monsieur Lebigre in every corner 
in the neighbourhood. 

The rivalry between the beautiful Norman and the 
beautiful Lisa now assumed a less aggressive but more dis- 
turbing character. In the afternoon, when the red-striped 
canvas awning was drawn down in front of the pork-shop, the 
fish-girl would remark that the big fat thing felt afraid, and 
was conccaling herself. She was also much exasperated by 
the occasional lowering of the window-blind, on which was 
pictured a hunting-breakfast in a forest glade, with ladies and 
gentlemen in evening dress partaking of a red pasty, as big as 
themselves, on the yellow grass. 

Beautiful Lisa, however, was by no means afraid. As 
soon as the sun began to sink she drew up the blind; and, as 
she sat knitting behind her counter, she serenely scanned the 
market-square, where numerous urchins were poking about 
in the soil under the gratings which protected the roots of 
the plane-trees, while porters smoked their pipes on the 
benches along the footway, at either end of which was an 
advertisement column covered with theatrical posters, altcr- 
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nately green, yellow, red, and blue, like some harlequin’s 
costume. And while pretending to watch the passing vehicles, 
Lisa would really be scrutinising the beautiful Norman. She 
might occasionally be seen bending forward, as though her eyes 
were following the Bastille and Place Wagram omnibus to 
the Pointe Saint Eustache, where it always stopped for a 
time. But this was only a manœuvre to enable her to get a 
better view of the fish-girl, who, as a set-off against the blind, 
retorted by covering her head and fish with large sheets of 
brown paper, on the pretext of warding off the rays of the 
setting sun. The advantage at present was on Lisa’s side, 
for as the time for striking the decisive blow approached she 
manifested the calmest serenity of bearing, whereas her rival, 
in spite of all her efforts to attain the same air of distinction, 
always lapsed into some piece of gross vulgarity, which she 
afterwards regretted. La Normande’s ambition was to look 
‘like a lady.’ Nothing irritated her more than to hear people 
extolling the good manners of her rival. This weak point 
of hers had not escaped old Madame Méhudin’s observation, 
and she now directed all her attacks upon it. 

‘I saw Madame Quenu standing at her door this evening,’ 
she would say sometimes. ‘It is quite amazing how well she 
wears. And she’s so refined-looking, too; quite the lady, 
indeed. It’s the counter that does it, I’m sure. A fine counter 
gives a woman such a respectable look.’ 

In this remark there was a veiled allusion to Monsieur 
Lebigre’s proposal. The beautiful Norman would make no 
reply; but for a moment or two she would seem deep in 
thought. In her mind’s eye she saw herself behind the counter 
of the wine-shop at the other corner of the strect, forming a 
pendent, as it were, to beautiful Lisa. It was this that first 
shook her love for Florent. 

To tell the truth, it was now becoming a very difficult 
thing to defend Florent. The whole neighbourhood was in 
arms against him; it seemed as though everyone had an 
immediate interest in exterminating him. Some of the mar- 
ket people swore that he had sold himself to the police; 
while others asserted that he had been seen in the butter- 
cellar, attempting to make holes in the wire grating, with the 
intention of tossing lighted matches through them. There 
was a vast increase of slander, a perfect flood of abuse, the 
source of which could not be exactly determined. The fish- 
pavilion was the last one to join in the revolt against the 
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inspector. The fish-wives liked Florent on account of his 
gentleness, and for some time they defended him; but, 
influenced by the stallkeepers of the butter and fruit 
pavilions, they at last gave way. Then hostilities began 
afresh between these huge, swelling women and the lean and 
lank inspector. He was lost in the whirl of the voluminous 
petticoats and buxom bodices which surged furiously around 
his scraggy shoulders. However, he understood nothing, but 
ea his course towards the realisation of his one haunting 
idea. 

At every hour of the day, and in every corner of the 
market, Mademoiselle Saget’s black bonnet was now to be 
seen in the midst of this outburst of indignation. Her little 
pale face seemed to multiply. She had sworn a terrible 
vengeance against the company which assembled in Monsieur 
Lebigre’s little cabinet. . She accused them of having circu- 
lated the story that she lived on waste scraps of meat. The 
truth was that Gavard had told the others one evening that 
the ‘old nanny-goat’ who came to play the spy upon them 
gorged herself with the filth which the Bonapartist clique 
tossed away. Clémence felt quite ill on hearing this, and 
Robine hurriedly gulped down a draught of beer, as though 
to wash his throat. In Gavard’s opinion, the scraps of meat 
left on the Emperor’s plate were so much political ordure, 
the putrid remnants of all the filth of the reign. Thenceforth 
_the party at Monsieur Lebigre’s looked on Mademoiselle Saget 
as à creature whom no one could touch except with tongs. 
She was regarded as some unclean animal that battened upon 
corruption. Clémence and Gavard circulated the story so 
freely in the markets that.the old maid found herself seriously 
injured in her intercourse with the shopkeepers, who uncere- 
moniously bade her go off to the scrap-stalls when she came 
to hagele and gossip at their establishments without the least 
intention of buying anything. This cut her off from her 
sources of information; and sometimes she was altogether 
ignorant of what was happening. She shed tears of rage, 
and in one such moment of anger she bluntly said to La 
Sarrictte and Madame Lecœur: ‘ You needn’t give me any 
more hints: I’ll settle your Gavard’s hash for him now—that 
I will!’ 

The two women were rather startled, but refrained from 
all protestation, The next day, however, Mademoiselle Saget 
had calmed down, and again expressed much tender-hearted 

8 
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‘pity for that poor Monsieur Gavard who was so badly advised, 
and was certainly hastening to his ruin. | 

Gavard was undoubtedly compromising himself. Ever 

since the conspiracy had begun to ripen he had carried the 
revolver, which caused Madame Liéonce so much alarm, in his 
pocket wherever he went. It was a big, formidable-looking 
weapon, which he had bought of the principal gunmaker in 
Paris. He exhibited it to all the women in the poultry- 
market, like a schoolboy who has got some prohibited novel 
hidden in his desk. First he would allow the barrel to peer 
out of his pocket, and call attention to it with a wink. Then 
he affected a mysterious reticence, indulged in vague hints 
and insinuations—played, in short, the part of a man who 
revelled in feigning fear. The possession of this revolver 
gave him immense importance, placed him definitely amongst 
the dangerous characters of Paris. Sometimes, when he 
was safe inside his stall, he would consent to take it out of 
his pocket, and exhibit it to two or three of the women. He 
made them stand before him so as to conceal him with their 
petticoats, and then he brandished the weapon, cocked the 
lock, caused the breech to revolve, and took aim at one of the 
geese or turkeys that were hanging in the stall. He was 
immensely delighted at the alarm manifested by the women ; 
but eventually reassured them by stating that the revolver 
was not loaded. However, he carried a supply of cartridges 
about with him, in a case which he opened with the most 
elaborate precautions. When he had allowed his friends to 
feel the weight of the cartridges, he would again place both 
weapon and ammunition in his pockets. And afterwards, 
crossing his arms over his breast, he would chatter away 
jubilantly for hours. 

‘A man’s a man when he’s got a weapon like that,’ he 
would say with a swaggering air. ‘I don’t care a fig now for 
the gendarmes. A friend and I went to try it last Sunday on 
the plain of Saint Denis. Of course, you know, a man doesn't 
tell everyone that he’s got a plaything of that sort. But, ah! 
my dears, we fired at a tree, and hit it every time. Ah, 
you'll see, you'll see. You'll hear of Anatole one of these 
days, I can tell you.’ 

He had bestowed the name of Anatole upon the revolver ; 
and he carried things so far that in a week’s time both weapon 
and cartridges were known to all the women in the pavilion. 
His friendship for Florent seemed to them suspicious ; he was 
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too sleek and rich to be visited with the hatred that was 
manifested towards the inspector; still, he lost the esteem of 
the shrewder heads amongst his acquaintances, and succeeded 
in terrifying the timid ones. This delighted him immensely. 

‘It is very imprudent for a man to carry firearms about 
with him,’ said Mademoiselle Saget. ‘Monsieur Gavard’s 
revolver will end by playing him a nasty trick.’ 

Gavard now showed the most jubilant bearing at Monsieur 
Lebigre’s. Florent, since ceasing to take his meals with the 
Quenus, had come almost to live in the little ‘cabinet.’ He 
breakfasted, dined, and constantly shut himself up there. 
In fact he had converted the place almost into a sort of 
private room of his own, where he left his old coats and books 
and papers lying about. Monsieur Lebigre had offered no 
objection to these proceedings; indeed, he had even removed 
one of the tables to make room for a cushioned bench, on 
which Florent could have slept had he felt so inclined. When 
the inspector manifested any scruples about taking advantage 
of Monsieur Lebigre’s kindness, the latter told him to do as 
he pleased, saying that the whole house was at his service. 
Logre also manifested great friendship for him, and even 
constituted himself his lieutenant. He was constantly dis- 
cussing affairs with him, rendering an account of the steps he 
was supposed to take, and furnishing the names of newly 
affiliated associates. Logre, indeed, had now assumed the 
duties of organiser; on him rested the task of bringing the 
various plotters together, forming the different sections, and 
weaving each mesh of the gigantic net into which Paris was 
to fall at a given signal. Florent meantime remained the 
leader, the soul of the conspiracy. 

However, much as the hunchback seemed to toil, he 
attained no appreciable result. Although he had loudly 
asserted that in each district of Paris he knew two or three 
groups of men as determined and trustworthy as those who 
met at Monsieur Lebigre’s, he had never yet given any precise 
information about them, but had merely mentioned a name 
here and there, and recounted stories of endless alleged secret 
expeditions, and the wonderful enthusiasm that the people 
manifested for the cause. He made a great point of the 
hand-grasps he had received. So-and-so, whom he thou’d 
and thee’d, had squeezed his fingers and declared he would join 
them. At the Gros Caillou a big, burly fellow, who would 
make a magnificent sectional leader, had almost eee his 
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arm in his enthusiasm; while in the Rue Popincourt a whole 
group of working men had embraced him. He declared that 
at a day’s notice a hundred thousand active supporters could 
be gathered together. Each time that he made his appear- 
ance in the little room, wearing an exhausted air, and 
dropping with apparent fatigue on the bench, he launched 
into fresh variations of his usual reports, while Florent duly 
took notes of what he said, and relied on him to realise 
his many promises. And soon in Florent’s pockets the plot 
assumed life. The notes were looked upon as realities, as 
indisputable facts, upon which the entire plan of the rising 
was constructed. All that now remained to be done was to 
wait for a favourable opportunity, and Logre asserted with 
passionate gesticulations that the whole thing would go on 
wheels. 

Florent was at last perfectly happy. His feet no longer 
seemed to tread the ground; he was borne aloft by his burn- 
ing desire to pass sentence on all the wickedness he had seen 
committed. He had all the credulity of a little child, all-the 
confidence of a hero. If Logre had told him that the Genius 
of Liberty perched on the Colonne de Juillet ! would come down 
and set itself at their head, he would hardly have expressed 
any surprise. In the evenings, at Monsieur Lebigre’s, he 
showed great enthusiasm and spoke effusively of the approach- 
ing battle, as though it were a festival to which all good and 
honest folks would be invited. But although Gavard in his 
delight began to play with his revolver, Charvet got more 
snappish than ever, and sniggered and shrugged his shoulders. 
His rival’s assumption of the leadership angered him ex- 
tremely; indeed, quite disgusted him with politics. One evening 
when, arriving early, he happened to find himself alone with 
Logre and Lebigre, he frankly unbosomed himself. 

‘Why,’ said he, ‘that fellow Florent hasn’t an idea about 
politics, and would have done far better to seek a berth as 
writing-master in a ladies’ school! It would be nothing short 
of a misfortune if he were to succeed, for, with his visionary 
social sentimentalities, he would crush us down beneath his 
confounded working men! It’s all that, you know, which 
ruins the party. We don’t need any more tearful senti- 
mentalists, humanitarian poets, people who kiss and slobber 

! The column erected on the Place de la Bastille in memory of the 
Revolution of July 1830, by which Charles X. was dethroned.—Trans. 
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over each other for the merest scratch. But he won’t succeed ! 
He’ll just get locked up, and that will be the end of it.’ 

Logre and the wine-dealer made no remark, but allowed 
Charvet to talk on without interruption. 

‘And he’d have been locked up long ago,’ he continued, 
‘if he were anything as dangerous as he fancies he is. The 
airs he puts on just because he’s been to Cayenne are quite 
sickening. But I’m sure that the police knew of his return 
the very first day he set foot in Paris, and if they haven’t 
interfered with him it’s simply because they hold him in 
contempt.’ 

At this Logre gave a slight start. 
‘They've been dogging me for the last fifteen years,’ 

resumed. the Hébertist, with a touch of pride, ‘ but you don’t 
hear me proclaiming it from the house-tops. However, he 
won’t catch me taking part in his riot. I’m not going to let 
myself be nabbed like a mere fool. I dare say he’s already 
got half-a-dozen spies at his heels, who will take him by the 
scruff of the neck whenever the authorities give the word.’ 

‘Oh, dear, no! What an idea!’ exclaimed Monsieur 
Lebigre, who usually observed complete silence. He was 
rather pale, and looked at Logre, who was gently rubbing his 
hump against the partition. 

That's mere imagination,’ murmured the hunchback. 
‘Very well; call it imagination, if you like,’ replied the 

tutor ; ‘but I know how these things are arranged. At all 
events, I don’t mean to let the “ coppers ”’ nab me this time. 
You others, of course, will please yourselves, but if you take 
my advice—and you especially, Monsieur Lebigre—you'll take 
care not to let your establishment be compromised, or the 
authorities will close it.’ 

At this Logre could not restrain a smile. On several sub- 
sequent occasions Charvet plied him and Lebigre with similar 
arguments, as though he wished to detach them from Florent’s 
project by frightening them; and he was much surprised at 
the calmness and confidence which they both continued to 
manifest. For his own part, he still came pretty regularly in 
the evening with Clémence. The tall brunette was no longer 
a clerk at the fish auctions—Monsieur Manoury had dis- 
charged her. 

‘Those salesmen are all scoundrels!’ Logre growled, when 
he heard of her dismissal. | | 

Thereupon Clémence, who, lolling back against the parti- 
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tion, was rolling a cigarette between her long, slim fingers, 

replied in a sharp voice: ‘Oh, it’s fair fighting! We don’t 
hold the game political views, you know. That fellow 
-Manoury, who’s making no end of money, would lick the 
Emperor’s boots. For my part, if I were .an auctioneer, 
I wouldn’t keep him in my service for an hour.’ 

The truth was that she had been indulging in some clumsy 
pleasantry, amusing herself one day by inseribing in the sale- 
book, alongside of the dabs and skate and mackerel sold by 
auction, the names of some of the best-known ladies and 
gentlemen of the Court. This bestowal of piscine names 
upon high dignitaries, these entries of the sale of duchesses 
and baronesses at thirty sous apiece, had caused Monsieur 
Manoury much alarm. Gavard was still laughing over it. 

‘Well, never mind!’ said he, patting Clémence’s arm; 
‘you are every inch a man, you are!’ 

Clémence had discovered a new method of mixing her 
grog. She began by filling her glass with hot water; and 
after adding some sugar she poured the rum drop by drop 
upon the slice of lemon floating on the surface, in such wise 
that it did not mix with the water. Then she lighted it and 
with a grave expression watched it blaze, slowly smoking her 
cigarette while the flame of the alcohol cast a greenish tinge 
over her face. ‘Grog,’ however, was an expensive luxury in 
which she could not afford to indulge after she had lost 
her place. Charvet told her, with a strained laugh, that she 
was no longer a millionaire. She supported herself by giving 
French lessons, at a very early hour in the morning, to a 
young lady residing in the Rue de Miromesnil, who was per- 
fecting her education in secrecy, unknown even to her maid. 
And so now Clémence merely ordered a glass of beer in the 
evenings, but this she drank, it must be admitted, with the 
most philosophical composure. 

The evenings in the little sanctum were now far less noisy 
than they had been. Charvet would suddenly lapse into 
silence, pale with suppressed rage, when the others deserted 
him to listen to his rival. The thought that he had been the 
king of the place, had ruled the whole party with despotic 
power before Florent’s appearance there, gnawed at his heart, 
and he felt all the regretful pangs of a dethroned monarch. 
If he still came to the meetings, it was only because he could 
not resist the attraction of the little room where he had spent 
so many happy hours in tyrannising over Gavard and Robine, 
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In those days even Logre’s hump had been his property, as 
well as Alexandre’s fleshy arms and Lacaille’s gloomy face. 
He had done what he liked with them, stuffed his opinions down 
their throats, belaboured their shoulders with his sceptre. 
But now he endured much bitterness of spirit; and ended 
by quite ceasing to speak, simply shrugging his shoulders and 
whistling disdainfully, without condescending to combat the 
absurdities vented in his presence. What exasperated him 
more than anything else was the gradual way in which he 
had been ousted from his position of predominance without 
being conscious of it. He could not see that Florent was in any 
way his superior, and after hearing the latter speak for hours, 
in his gentle and somewhat sad voice, he often remarked : 
‘Why, the fellow’s a parson! he only wants a cassock !’ 

The others, however, to all appearance eagerly absorbed 
whatever the inspector said. When Charvet saw Florent’s 
clothes hanging from every peg, he pretended not to know 
where he could put his hat so that it would not be soiled. 
He swept away the papers that lay about the little room, 
declaring that there was no longer any comfort for anyone in 
the place since that ‘gentleman’ had taken possession of it. 
He even complained to the landlord, and asked if the room 
belonged to a single customer or to the whole company. 
This invasion of his realm was indeed the last straw. Men 
were brutes, and he conceived an unspeakable scorn for 
humanity when he saw Logre and Monsieur Lebigre fixing 
their eyes on Florent with rapt attention. Gavard with his 
revolver irritated him, and Robine, who sat silent behind his 
glass of beer, seemed to him to be the only sensible person in 
the company, and one who doubtless judged people by their 
real value, and was not led away by mere words. As for 
Alexandre and Lacaille, they confirmed him in his belief that 
‘the people’ were mere fools, and would require at least ten 
years of revolutionary dictatorship to learn how to conduct 
themselves. 

Logre, however, declared that the sections would soon 
be completely organised; and Florent began to assign the 
different parts that each would have to play. One evening, 
after a final discussion in which he again got worsted, Charvet 
rose up, took his hat, and exclaimed : ‘ Well, P'll wish you all 
good night. You can get your skulls cracked if it amuses 
you; but I would have you understand that I won’t take any 
part in the business. Ihave never abetted anybody’s ambition.’ 
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Clémence, who had also risen and was putting on her 
shawl, coldly added: ‘ The plan’s absurd.’ : 

Then, as Robine sat watching their departure with a 
gentle glance, Charvet asked him if he were not coming with 
them; but Robine, having still some beer left in his glass, 
contented himself with shaking hands. Charvet and Clémence 
never returned again; and Lacaille one day informed the 
company that they now frequented a beer-house in the Rue 
Serpente. He had seen them through the window, gesticu- 
lating with great energy, in the midst of an attentive group of 
very young men. 

Florent was never able to enlist Claude amongst his 
supporters. He had once entertained the idea of gaining him 
over to his own political views, of making a disciple of him, 
an assistant in his revolutionary task ; and in order to initiate 
him he had taken him one evening to Monsieur Lebigre’s. 
Claude, however, spent the whole time in making a sketch of 
Robine, in his hat and chestnut cloak, and with his beard 
resting on the knob of his walking-stick. 

‘Really, you know,’ he said to Florent, as they came away, 
‘all that you have been saying inside there doesn’t interest 
me in the least. It may be very clever, but, for my own part, 
I see nothing in it. Still, you’ve got a splendid fellow there, 
that blessed Robine. He’s as deep as a well. I'll come with 
you again some other time, but it won’t be for politics. I 
shall make sketches of Logre and Gavard, so as to put them 
with Robine in a picture which I was thinking about while 
you were discussing the question of—what do you call it? 
eh? Oh! the question of the two Chambers. Just fancy, 
now, a picture of Gavard and Logre and Robine talking 
politics, entrenched behind their glasses of beer! It would 
be the success of the Salon, my dear fellow, an overwhelming 
success, a genuine modern picture !’ 

Florent was grieved by the artist’s political scepticism ; 
so he took him up to his bedroom, and kept him on the 
narrow balcony in front of the bluish mass of the markets, till 
two o’clock in the morning, lecturing him, and telling him 
that he was no man to show himself so indifferent to the 
happiness of his country. 

‘Well, you’re perhaps right,’ replied Claude, shaking his 
head ; ‘I’m an egotist. I can’t even say that I paint for the 
good of my country; for, in the first place, my sketches 
frighten everybody, and then, when I’m busy painting, I think 
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about nothing but ihe pleasure I take in it, When I’m 
painting, it is as though I were tickling myself; it makes me 
laugh all over my body. Well, I can’t help it, you know; 
it’s my nature to be like that; and you can’t expect me to go 
and drown myself in consequence. Besides, France can 
get on very well without me, as my aunt Lisa says. And— 
may I be quite frank with you ?—if I like you it’s because 
you seem to me to follow politics just as I follow painting. 
You titillate yourself, my good friend.’ 

Then, as Florent protested, he continued : 
‘Yes, yes; you are an artist in your own way; you dream 

of politics, and I'll wager you spend hours here at night 
gazing at the stars and imagining they are the voting-papers 
of infinity. And then you titillate yourself with your ideas 
of truth and justice; and this is so evidently the case that 
those ideas of yours cause just as much alarm to common- 
place middle-class folks as my sketches do. Between our- 
selves, now, do you imagine that if you were Robine I should 
take any pleasure in your friendship? Ah, no, my friend 
you are a great poet !’ 

Then he began to joke on the subject, saying that politics 
caused him no trouble, and that he had got accustomed to 
hear people discussing them in beer-shops and studios. This 
led him to speak of a caféin the Rue Vauvilliers; the café on 
the ground-floor of the house where La Sarriette lodged. 
This smoky place, with its torn, velvet-cushioned seats, and 
marble table-tops discoloured by the drippings from coffee- 
cups, was the chief resort of the young people of the 
markets. Monsieur Jules reigned there over a company of 
porters, apprentices, and gentlemen in white blouses and 
velvet caps. Two curling ‘Newgate knockers’ were glued 
against his temples; and to keep his neck white he had it 
scraped with a razor every Saturday at a hair-dresser’s in the 
Rue des Deux Ecus. At the café he gave the tone to his 
associates, especially when he played billiards with studied 
airs and graces, showing off his figure to the best advantage. 
After the game the company would begin to chat. They 
were a very reactionary set, taking a delight in the doings of 
‘society.’ For his part, Monsieur Jules read the lighter 
boulevardian newspapers, and knew the performers at the 
smaller theatres, talked familiarly of the celebrities of the day, 
and could always tell whether the piece first performed the 
previous evening had been a success or à failure. He had a 
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weakness, however, for politics. His ideal man was Morny, 
as he curtly called him. He read the reports of the discussions 
of the Corps Législatif, and laughed with glee over the slightest 
words that fell from Morny’s lips. Ah, Morny was the man 
to sit upon your rascally republicans! And he would assert 
that only the scum detested the Emperor, for his Majesty 
desired that all respectable people should have a good time 
of it. 

‘T’va been to the café occasionally,’ Claude said to Florent, 
‘The young men there are vastly amusing, with their clay 
pipes and their talk about the Court balls! To hear them 
chatter you might almost fancy they were invited to the 
Tuileries. La Sarriette’s young man was making great fun 
of Gavard the other evening. He called him uncle. When 
La Sarriette came downstairs to look for him she was 
obliged to pay his bill. It cost her six francs, for he had 
lost at billiards, and the drinks they had played for were 
owing. And now, good night, my friend, and pleasant dreams. 
If ever you become a Minister, I'll give you some hints on 
the beautifying of Paris.’ 

Florent was obliged to relinquish the hope of making a 
docile disciple of Claude. This was a source of grief to him, 
for, blinded though he was by his fanatical ardour, he at last 
grew conscious of the ever-increasing hostility which sur- 
rounded him. Even at the Méhudins’ he now met with a 
colder reception: the old woman would laugh slyly; Muche 
no longer obeyed him, and the beautiful Norman cast glances 
of hasty impatience at him, unable as she was to overcome 
his coldness. At the Quenus’, too, he had lost Auguste’s 
friendship. The assistant nn longer came to see him in his 
room on the way to bed, being greatly alarmed by the re- 
ports which he heard concerning this man with whom he had 
previously shut himself up till midnight. Augustine had 
made her lover swear that he would never again be guilty 
of such imprudence; however, it was Lisa who turned the 
young man into Florent’s determined enemy by begging him 
and Augustine to defer their marriage till her cousin should 
vacate the little bedroom at the top of the house, as she did 
not want to give that poky dressing-room on the first floor to 
the new shop-girl whom she would have to engage. From 
that time forward Auguste was anxious that the ‘convict’ 
should be arrested. He had found such a pork-shop as he 
had long dreamed of, not at Plaisance certainly, but at Mont- 
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rouge, à little farther away. And now trade had much 
improved, and Augustine, with her silly, overgrown-girl’s 
laugh, said that she was quite ready. So every night, when- 
ever some slight noise awoke him, Auguste was thrilled with 
delight as he imagined that the police were at last arresting 
Florent. 

Nothing was said at the Quenu-Gradelles’ about all the 
rumours which circulated. There was a tacit understanding 
amongst the staff of the pork-shop to keep silent respecting 
them in the presence of Quenu. The latter, somewhat sad- 
dened by the falling-out between his brother and his wife, 
sought consolation in stringing his sausages and salting his 
pork. Sometimes he would come and stand on his door-step, 
with his red face glowing brightly above his white apron, 
which his increasing corpulence stretched quite taut, and 
never did he suspect all the gossip which his appearance set 
on foot in the markets. Some of the women pitied him, and 
thought that he was losing flesh, though he was, indeed, stouter 
than ever; while others, on the contrary, reproached him 
for not having grown thin with shame at having such a 
brother as Florent. He, however, like one of those betrayed 
husbands who are always the last to know what has befallen 
them, continued in happy ignorance, displaying a light-hearted- 
ness which was quite affecting. He would stop some neigh- 
bour’s wife on the footway to ask her if she found his brawn 
or truffled boar’s head to her liking, and she would at once 
assume à sympathetic expression, and speak in a condoling 
way, as though all the pork on his premises had got jaun- 
dice. 

‘What do they all mean by looking at me with such a 
funereal air?’ he asked Lisa one day. ‘Do you think I’m 
looking ill?’ 

Lisa, well aware that he was terribly afraid of illness, 
and groaned and made a dreadful disturbance if he suffered the 
slightest ailment, reassured him on this point, telling him 
that he was as blooming as a rose. The fine pork-shop, how- 
ever, was certainly becoming gloomy; the mirrors seemed to 
pale, the marbles grew frigidly white, and the cooked meats 
on the counter stagnated in yellow fat or lakes of cloudy jelly. 
One day, even, Claude came into the shop to tell his aunt 
that the display in the window looked quite ‘in the dumps.’ 
This was really the truth. The Strasburg tongues on their 
beds of blue paper-shavings had a melancholy whiteness of 
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hue, like the tongues of invalids; and the whilom chubky 
hams seemed to be wasting away beneath their mournful 
green top-knots. Inside the shop, too, when customers asked 
for a black-pudding, or ten sous’ worth of bacon, or half a 
pound of lard, they spoke in subdued, sorrowful voices, as 
though they were in the bed-chamber of a dying man. There 
were always two or three lachrymose women in front of the 
chilled heating-pan. Beautiful Lisa meantime discharged 
the duties of chief mourner with silent dignity. Her white 
apron fell more primly than ever over her black dress. Her 
hands, scrupulously clean and closely girded at the wrists by 
long white sleevelets, her face with its becoming air of sadness, 
plainly told all the neighbourhood, all the inquisitive gossips 
who streamed into the shop from morning to night, that they, 
the Quenu-Gradelles, were suffering from unmerited mis- 
fortune, but that she knew the cause of it, and would triumph 
over it at last. And sometimes she stooped to look at the 
two gold-fish, who also seemed ill at ease as they swam 
languidly around the aquarium in the window, and her glance 
seemed to promise them better days in the future. 

_ Beautiful Lisa now only allowed herself one indulgence. 
She fearlessly patted Marjolin’s satiny chin. The young man 
had just come out of the hospital. His skull had healed, 
and he looked as fat and merry as ever; but even the little 
intelligence he had possessed had left him, he was now quite 
an idiot. The gash in his skull must have reached his brain, 
for he had become a mere animal. The mind of a child of 
five dwelt in his sturdy frame. He laughed and stammered, 
he could no longer pronounce his words properly, and he was 
as submissively obedient as a sheep. Cadine took entire pos- 
session of him again; surprised, at first, at the alteration in 
him, and then quite delighted at having this big fellow to do 
exactly as she liked with. He was her doll, her toy, her slave 
in all respects but one: she could not prevent him from going 
off to Madame Quenu’s every now and then. She thumped 
him, but he did not seem to feel her blows; as soon as she 
had slung her basket round her neck, and set off to sell her 
violets in the Rue du Pont Neuf and the Rue de Turbigo, he 
went to prowl about in front of the pork-shop. 

‘Come in!’ Lisa cried to him. 
She generally gave him some gherkins, of which he was 

extremely fond ; and he ate them, laughing in a childish way, 
whilst he stood in front of the counter. The sight of the 
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handsome mistress of the shop filled him with rapture; he 
often clapped his hands with joy and began to jump about 
and vent little cries of pleasure, like a child delighted at 
something shown to it. On the first few occasions when he 
came to see her after leaving the hospital Lisa had feared 
that he might remember what had happened. 

‘ Does your head still hurt you?’ she asked him. 
But he swayed about and burst into a merry laugh as he 

answered no; and then Lisa gently inquired: ‘You had a 
fall, hadn’t you?’ 

‘Yes, a fall, fall, fall,’ he sang, in a happy voice, tapping 
his skull the while. 

Then, as though he were in a sort of ecstasy, he continued 
in lingering notes, as he gazed at Lisa, ‘ Beautiful, beautiful, 
beautiful!’ This quite touched Madame Quenu. She had 
prevailed upon Gavard to keep him in his service. It was on 
the occasions when he so humbly vented his admiration that 
she caressed his chin, and told him that he was a good lad. 
He smiled with childish satisfaction, at times closing his eyes 
like some domestic pet fondled by its mistress; and Lisa 
thought to herself that she was making him some compensa- 
tion for the blow with which she had felled him in the cellar 
of the poultry market. | 

However, the Quenus’ establishment still remained under 
a cloud. Florent sometimes ventured to show himself, and 
shook hands with his brother, while Lisa observed a frigid 
silence. He even dined with them sometimes on Sundays, at 
long intervals, and Quenu then made great efforts at gaiety, 
but could not succeed in imparting any cheerfulness to the 
meal. He ate badly, and ended by feeling altogether put out. 
One evening, after one of these icy family gatherings, he 
said to his wife with tears in his eyes : 

‘What can be the matter with me? Is it true that I’m 
not ill? Don’t you really see anything wrong in my appear- 
ance? I feel just as though I’d got a heavy weight some- 
where inside me. And I’m so sad and depressed, too, 
without in the least knowing why. What can it be, do you 
think?’ 
É ‘Oh, a little attack of indigestion, I dare say,’ replied 

isa. 
‘No, no; it’s been going on too long for that; I fecl 

quite crushed down. Yet the business is going on all right; 
I’ve no great worries, and I am leading just the same steady 
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life as ever. But you, too, my dear, don’t look well; you 

seem melancholy. If there isn’t a change for the better soon, 

I shall send for the doctor.’ 
Lisa looked at him with a grave expression. 
‘There’s no need of a doctor,’ she said, ‘things will soon 

be all right again. There's something unhealthy in the 
atmosphere just now. All the neighbourhood is unwell.’ 
Then, as if yielding to an impulse of anxious affection, she 
added: ‘Don’t worry yourself, my dear. I can’t have you 
falling il; that would be the crowning blow.’ 

As a rule she sent him back to the kitchen, knowing that 
the noise of the choppers, the tuneful simmering of the fat, 
and the bubbling of the pans had a cheering effect upon him. 
In this way, too, she kept him at a distance from the indiscreet 
chatter of Mademoiselle Saget, who now spent whole morn- 
ings in the shop. The old maid seemed bent on arousing Lisa’s 
alarm, and thus driving her to some extreme step. She began 
by trying to obtain her confidence. 

‘What a lot of mischievous folks there are about!' she 
exclaimed; ‘folks who would be much better employed in 
minding their own business. If you only knew, my dear 
Madame Quenu—but no, really, I should never dare to repeat 
such things to you.’ ; 

And, as Madame Quenu replied that she was quite in- 
different to gossip, and that it had no effect upon her, the old 
maid whispered into her ear across the counter: ‘ Well, 
people say, you know, that Monsieur Florent isn’t your cousin 
at all.’ 

Then she gradually allowed Lisa to see that she knew the 
whole story ; by way of proving that she had her quite at her 
mercy. When Lisa confessed the truth, equally as a matter 
of diplomacy, in order that she might have the assistance of 
some one who would keep her well posted in all the gossip of 
the neighbourhood, the old maid swore that for her own part 
she would be as mute as a fish, and deny the truth of the 
reports about Florent, even if she were to be led to the stake 
for it. And afterwards this drama brought her intense enjoy- 
ment; every morning she came to the shop with some fresh 
piece of disturbing news. 

‘You must be careful,’ she whispered one day; ‘I have 
just heard two women in the tripe-market talking about you 
know what. I can’t interrupt people and tell them they are 
lying, you know. It would look so strange. But the story’s 



THE FAT AND THE THIN 271 

got about, and it’s spreading farther every day. It can’t be 
stopped now, I fear; the truth will have to come out.’ 

A few days later she returned to the assault in all earnest. 
She made her appearance looking quite scared, and waited 
impatiently till there was no cue in the shop, when she burst 
out in her sibilant voice : 

‘Do you know what people are saying now? Well, they 
say that all those men who meet at Monsieur Lebigre’s have 
got guns, and are going to break out again as they did in ’48. 
It’s quite distressing to see such a worthy man as Monsieur 
Gavard—rich, too, and so respectable—leaguing himself with 
such scoundrels! I was very anxious to let you know, on 
account of your brother-in-law.’ 

‘Oh, it’s mere nonsense, I’m sure; it can’t be serious,’ 
rejoined Lisa, just to incite the old maid to tell her more. 

‘Not serious, indeed! Why, when one passes along the 
Rue Pirouette in the evening one can hear them screaming out 
in the most dreadful way. Oh! they make no mystery of it 
all. You know yourself how they tried to corrupt your 
husband. And the cartridges which I have seen them making 
from my own window, are they mere nonsense? Well, well, 
I’m only telling you this for your own good.’ 

‘Oh! I’m sure of that, and I’m very much obliged to 
you,’ replied Lisa; ‘but people do invent such stories, you 
know.’ 

‘Ah, but this is no invention, unfortunately. The whole 
neighbourhood is talking of it. It is said, too, that if the 
police discover the matter there will be a great many people 
com promised—Monsieur Gavard, for instance.’ 

Madame Quenu shrugged her shoulders as though to say 
that Monsieur Gavard was an old fool, and that it would do 
him good to be locked up. 

‘Well, I merely mention Monsieur Gavard as I might 
mention any of the others, your brother-in-law, for instance,’ 
resumed the old maid with a wily glance. ‘ Your brother-in- 
law is the leader, it seems. That’s very annoying for you, 
and I’m very sorry for you, very sorry indeed ; for if the police 
were to make a descent here they might march Monsieur 
Quenu off as well. Two brothers, you know, they’re like two 
fingers of the same hand.’ 

Beautiful Lisa protested against this, but she turned very 
pale, for Mademoiselle Saget’s last thrust had touched a 
vulnerable point. From that day forward the old maid was 
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ever bringing her stories of innocent people who had been 

thrown into prison for extending hospitality to criminal 

scoundrels. In the evening, when La Saget went to get her 

black-currant syrup at the wine-dealer’s, she prepared her 

budget for the next morning. Rose was but little given to 
gossiping, and the old maid reckoned chiefly on her own eyes 
and cars. She had been struck by Monsieur Lebigre’s ex- 
tremely kind and obliging manner towards Florent, his eager- 
ness to keep him at his establishment, all the polite civilities, 
for which the little money which the other spent in the house 
could never recoup him. And this conduct of Monsieur 
Lebigre’s surprised her the more as she was aware of the 
position in which the two men stood in respect to the beauti- 
ful Norman. 

‘It looks as though Lebigre were fattening him up for 
sale,’ she reflected. ‘Whom can he want to sell him to, I 
wonder ?’ 

One evening when she was in the bar she saw Logre fling 
himself on the bench in the sanctum, and heard him speak 
of his perambulations through the faubourgs, with the 
remark that he was dead beat. She cast a hasty glance at 
his feet, and saw that there was not a speck of dust on his 
boots. Then she smiled quietly, and went off with her black- 
currant syrup, her lips closely compressed. 

She used to complete her budget of information on getting 
back to her window. It was very high up, commanding a 
view of all the neighbouring houses, and proved a source of 
endless enjoyment to her. She was constantly installed atit, 
as though it were an observatory from which she kept watch 
upon everything that went on in the neighbourhood. She 
was quite familiar with all the rooms opposite her, both on 
the right and the left, even to the smallest details of their 
furniture. She could have described, without the least 
omission, the habits of their tenants, have related if the lat- 
ter’s homes were happy or the contrary, have told when and 
how they washed themselves, what they had for dinner, and 
who it was that came to see them. Then she obtained a side 
view of the markets, and not a woman could walk along the 
Rue Rambuteau without being seen by her; and she could 
have correctly stated whence the woman had come and whither 
she was going, what she had got in her basket, and, in short, 
every detail about her, her husband, her clothes, her children, 
and her means. ‘That’s Madame Loret, over there; she’s 
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giving her son a fine education ; that’s Madame Hutin, a poor 
little woman who’s dreadfully neglected by her husband; 
that’s Mademoiselle Cécile, the butcher's daughter, a girl that 
no one will marry because she’s scrofulous.’ In this way she 
could have continued jerking out biographical scraps for days 
together, deriving extraordinary amusement from the most 
trivial, uninteresting incidents. However, as soon as eight 
o’clock struck, she only had eyes for the frosted ‘cabinet’ 
window on which appeared the black shadows of the coterie 
of politicians. She discovered the secession of Charvet and 
Clémence by missing their bony silhouettes from the milky 
transparency. Not an incident occurred in that room but she 
sooner or later learnt it by some sudden motion of those 
silent arms and heads. She acquired great skill in inter- 
pretation, and could divine the meaning of protruding noses, 
spreading fingers, gaping mouths, and shrugging shoulders ; 
and in this way she followed the progress of the conspiracy 
step by step, in such wise that she could have told day by day 
how matters stood. One evening the terrible outcome of it 
all was revealed to her. She saw the shadow of Gavard’s 
revolver, a huge silhouette with pointed muzzle showing very 
blackly against the glimmering window. It kept appearing 
and disappearing so rapidly that it seemed as though the 
room was fullof revolvers. Those were the firearms of which 
Mademoiselle Saget had spoken to Madame Quenu. On 
another evening she was much puzzled by the sight of endless 
lengths of some material or other, and came to the conclusion 
that the men must be manufacturing cartridges. The next 
morning, however, she made her appearance in the wine-shop 
by eleven o’clock, on the pretext of asking Rose if she could 
let her have a candle, and, glancing furtively into the little 
sanctum, she espied a heap of red material lying on the table. 
This greatly alarmed her, and her next budget of news was 
one of decisive gravity. 

‘I don’t want to alarm you, Madame Quenu,’ she said, ‘ but 
matters are really looking very serious. Upon my word, I’m 
quite alarmed. You must on no account repeat what I am 
going to confide to you. They would murder me if they knew 
I had told you.’ - : 

Then, when Lisa had sworn to say nothing that might 
compromise her, she told her about the red material. 

‘T can’t think what it can be. There was a great heap of 
it. It looked just like rags soaked in blood. Logre, the 

7 
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hunchback, you know, put one of the pieces over his shoulder. 

He looked like a headsman. You may be sure this is some 

fresh trickery or other.’ : ? 
Lisa made no reply, but seemed deep in thought whilst, 

with lowered eyes, she handled à fork and mechanically 
arranged some pieces of salt pork on a dish. 

‘If I were you,’ resumed Mademoiselle Saget softly, ‘I 
shouldn’t be easy in mind; I should want to know the mean- 
ing of it all Why shouldn’t you go upstairs and examine 
your brother-in-law’s bedroom ?’ 

At this Lisa gave a slight start, let the fork drop, and 
glanced uneasily at the old maid, believing that she had dis- 
covered her intentions. But the other continued: ‘You 
would certainly be justified in doing so. There’s no knowing 
into what danger your brother-in-law may lead you, if you 
don’t put a check on him. They were talking about you 
yesterday at Madame Taboureau’s. Ah! you have a most 
devoted friend in her. Madame Taboureau said that you 
were much too easy-going, and that if she were you she would 
have put an end to all this long ago.’ 

‘Madame Taboureau said that ?’ murmured Lisa thought- 
fully. 

‘Yes, indeed she did; and Madame Taboureau is a woman 
whose advice is worth listening to. Try to find out the 
meaning of all those red bands; and if you do, you'll tell me, 
won’t you?’ 

Lisa, however, was no longer listening to her. She was 
gazing abstractedly at the edible snails and Gervais cheeses 
between the festoons of sausages in the window. She seemed 
absorbed in a mental conflict, which brought two little 
furrows to her brow. The old maid, however, poked her 
nose over the dishes on the counter. 

‘Ah, some slices of saveloy !’ she muttered, as though she 
were speaking to herself. ‘They'll get very dry cut up like 
that. And that black-pudding’s Don I see—a fork’s been 
stuck into it, lexpect. It ought to be taken away—it’s soiling 
the dish.’ 

Lisa, still absent-minded, gave her the black-pudding and 
slices of saveloy. ‘You may take them,’ she said, ‘if you 
would care for them.’ 

The black bag swallowed them up. Mademoiselle Saget 
‘Was s0 accustomed to receiving presents that she had actually 
ceased to return thanks for them. Every morning she carried 
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away all the scraps of the pork-shop. And now she went off 
with the intention of obtaining her dessert from La Sarriette 
and Madame Lecœur, by gossiping to them about Gavard. 

When Lisa was alone again she installed herself on the 
bench behind the counter, as though she thought she would 
be able to come to a sounder decision if she were comfort- 
ably seated. For the last week she had been very anxious. 
Florent had asked Quenu for five hundred francs one evening, 
in the easy, matter-of-course way of a man who had money 
lying to his credit at the pork-shop. Quenu referred him to 
his wife. This was distasteful to Florent, who felt somewhat 
uneasy on applying to beautiful Lisa. But she immediately 
went up to her bedroom, brought the money down and gave 
it to him, without saying a word, or making the least inquiry 
as to what he intended to do with it. She merely remarked 
that she had made a note of the payment on the paper con- 
taining the particulars of Florent’s share of the inheritance. 
Three days later he took a thousand francs. 

‘It was scarcely worth while trying to make himself out 
so disinterested,’ Lisa said to Quenu that night, as they went 
to bed. ‘I did quite right, you see, in keeping the account. 
By the way, I haven’t noted down the thousand francs I gave 
Lim to-day.’ 

She sat down at the secrétaire, and glanced over the page 
of figures. Then she added: ‘I did well to leave a blank 
space. I'll put down what I pay him on the margin. You'll 
see, now, he'll fritter it all away by degrees. That’s what 
I’ve been expecting for a long time past.’ 

Quenu said nothing, but went to bed feeling very much 
put out. Every time that his wife opened the secrétaire the 
drawer gave out a mournful creak which pierced his heart. He 
even thought of remonstrating with his brother, and trying to 
prevent him from ruining himself with the Méhudins; but 
when the time came, he did not dare to do it. Two days 
later Florent asked for another fifteen hundred francs. Logre 
had said one evening that things would ripen much faster if 
they could only get some money. The next day he was 
enchanted to find these words of his, uttered quite at random, 
result in the receipt of a little pile of gold, which he promptly 
pocketed, sniggering as he did so, and his hunch fairly 
shaking with delight. From that time forward money was 
constantly being needed: one section wished to hire a room 
where they could meet, while another was compelled to Due 

T 
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for various needy patriots. Then there were arms and am- 
munition to be purchased, men to be enlisted, and private police 
expenses. Florent would have paid for anything. He had 
bethought himself of Uncle Gradelle’s treasure, and recalled 
La Normande’s advice. So he made repeated calls upon 
Lisa’s secrétaire, being merely kept in check by the vague 
fear with which his sister-in-law’s grave face inspired him. 
Never, thought he, could he have spent his money in a holier 
cause. Logre now manifested the greatest enthusiasm, and 
wore the most wonderful rose-coloured neckerchiefs and the 
shiniest of varnished boots, the sight of which made Lacaille 
glower blackly. 

‘That makes three thousand francs in seven days,’ Lisa 
remarked to Quenu. ‘What do you think of that? A pretty 
state of affairs, isn’t it? If he goes on at this rate his fifty 
thousand francs will last him barely four months. And yet 
it took old Gradelle forty years to put his fortune together!’ 

‘It’s all your own fault!’ cried Quenu. ‘There was no 
occasion for you to say anything to him about the money.’ 

Lisa gave her husband a severe glance. ‘It is his own,’ 
she said ; ‘and he is entitled to take it all. It’s not the giving 
him the money that vexes me, but the knowledge that he 
must make a bad use of it. I tell you again, as I have been 
ae you for a long time past, all this must come to an 
end.’ 

‘Do whatever you like; I won’t prevent you,’ at last 
exclaimed the pork-butcher, who was tortured by his 
cupidity. 

He still loved his brother; but the thought of fifty 
thousand francs squandered in four months was agony to 
him. As for his wife, after all Mademoiselle Saget’s chatter- 
ing she guessed what became of the money. The old maid 
having ventured to refer to the inheritance, Lisa had taken 
advantage of the opportunity to let the neighbourhood know 
that Florent was.drawing his share, and spending it after his 
own fashion. ‘ nes TES 

It was on the following day that the story of the strips of 
red material impelled Lisa to take definite action. For a few 
moments she remained struggling with herself whilst gazing 
at the depressed appearance of the shop. The sides of pork 
hung all around in a sullen fashion, and Mouton, seated beside 
a bowl of fat, displayed the ruffled coat and dim eyes of a cat 
who no longer digests his meals in peace. Thereupon Lisa 
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called to Augustine and told her to attend to the counter, and 
she herself went up to Florent’s room. 

When she entered it, she received quite a shock. The 
bed, hitherto so spotless, was quite ensanguined by a 
bundle of long red scarves dangling down to the floor. . On 
the mantelpiece, between the gilt cardboard boxes and the 
old pomatum-pots, were several red armlets and clusters of 
red cockades, looking like pools of blood. And hanging from 
every nail and peg against the faded grey wall-paper were 
pieces of bunting, square flags—yellow, blue, green, and black— 
in which Lisa recognised the distinguishing banners of the 
twenty sections. The childish simplicity of the room seemed 
quite scared by all this revolutionary decoration. The aspect 
of guileless stupidity which the shop-girl had left behind her, 
the white innocence of the curtains and furniture, now glared 
as with the reflection of a fire; while the photograph of 
Auguste and Augustine looked white with terror. Lisa 
walked round the room, examining the flags, the armlets, and 
the scarves, without touching any of them, as though she 
feared that the dreadful things might burn her. She was 
reflecting that she had not been mistaken, that it was indeed 
on these and similar things that Florent’s money had been 
spent, And to her this seemed an utter abomination, an in- 
credibility which set her whole being surging with indignation. 
To think that her money, that money which had been so 
honestly earned, was being squandered to organise and defray 
the expenses of an insurrection ! 

She stood there, gazing at the expanded blossoms of the 
pomegranate on the balcony—blossoms which seemed to her 
like an additional supply of crimson cockades—and listening 
to the sharp notes of the chaffinch, which resembled the 
echo of a distant fusillade. And then it struck her that the 
insurrection might break out the next day, or perhaps that 
very evening. She fancied she could see the banners streaming 
in the air and the scarves advancing in line, while a sudden 
roll of drums broke on her ear. Then she hastily went down- 
stairs again, without even glancing at the papers which were 
lying on the table. She stopped on the first floor, went into 
her own room, and dressed herself. 

In this critical emergency Lisa arranged her hair with 
scrupulous care and perfect calmness. She was quite reso- 
lute; not a quiver of hesitation disturbed her; but a sterner 
expression than usual had come into her eyes. As she 
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fastened her black silk dress, straining the waistband with 

all the strength of her fingers, she recalled Abbé Roustan’s 
words; and she questioned herself, and her conscience 
auswered that she was going to fulfil a duty. By the time 
she drew her broidered shawl round her broad shoulders, she 
felt that she was about to perform a deed of high morality. 
She put on a pair of dark mauve gloves, secured a thick veil 
to her bonnet ; and before leaving the room she double-locked 
the secrétaire, with a hopeful expression on her face which 
seemed to say that that much worried piece of furniture 
would at last be able to sleep in peace again. 

Quenu was exhibiting his white paunch at the shop door 
when his wife came down. He was surprised to see her going 
out in full dress at ten o’clock in the morning. ‘Hallo! where 
are you off to?’ he asked. 

She pretended that she was going out with Madame 
Taboureau, and added that she would call at the Gaité 
Theatre to buy some tickets. Quenu hurried after her to tell 
her to secure some front seats, so that they might be able to 
see well. Then, as he returned to the shop, Lisa made her 
way to the cab-stand opposite St. Eustache, got into a 
cab, pulled down the blinds, and told the driver to go to the 
Gaité Theatre. She felt afraid of being followed. When 
she had booked two seats, however, she directed the cabman 
to drive her to the Palais de Justice. There, in front of the 
gate, she discharged him, and then quietly made her way 
through the halls and corridors to the Préfecture of Police. 

She soon lost herself in a noisy crowd of police-officers 
and gentlemen in long frock-coats, but at last gave a man 
half a franc to guide her to the Prefect’s rooms. She found, 
however, that the Prefect only received such persons as came 
with letters of audience; and she was shown into a small 
apartment, furnished after the style of a boarding-house 
parlour. A fat, bald-headed official, dressed in black from 
head to foot, received her there with sullen coldness. What 
was her business? he inquired. Thereupon she raised her 
veil, gave her name, and told her story, clearly and distinctly, 
without a pause. The bald man listened with a weary air. 

‘You are this man’s sister-in-law, are you not?’ he 
inquired, when she had finished. 

‘Yes,’ Lisa candidly replied. ‘We are honest, straight- 
forward people, and I am anxious that my husband should 
not be compromised.’ 
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The official shrugged his shoulders, as though to say that 
the whole affair was a great nuisance. 

‘Do you know,’ he said impatiently, ‘that I have been 
pestered with this business for more than a year past? 
Denunciation after denunciation has been sent to me, and I 
am being continually goaded and pressed to take action. You 
will understand that if I haven’t done so as yet, it is because 
I prefer to wait. We have good reasons for our conduct in 
the matter. Stay, now, here are the papers relating to it. 
I'll let you see them.’ 

He laid before her an immense collection of papers in a 
blue wrapper. Lisa turned them over. They were like 
detached chapters of the story she had just been relating. 
The commissaires of police at Havre, Rouen, and Vernon 
notified Florent’s arrival within their respective jurisdictions. 
Then came a report which announced that he had taken up 
his residence with the Quenu-Gradelles. Next followed his 
appointment at the markets, an account of his mode of life, 
the spending of his evenings at Monsieur Lebigre’s; not a 
detail was deficient. Lisa, quite astounded as she was, 
noticed that the reports were in duplicate, so that they must 
have emanated from two different sources. And at last she 
came upon a pile of letters, anonymous letters of every shape, 
and in every description of handwriting. They brought her 
amazement to a climax. In one letter she recognised the 
villainous hand of Mademoiselle Saget, denouncing the people 
who met in the little sanctum at Lebigre’s. On a large 
piece of greasy paper she identified the heavy pot-hooks of 
Madame Lecceur; and there was also a sheet of cream-laid 
note-paper, ornamented with a yellow pansy, and covered with 
the scrawls of La Sarriette and Monsieur Jules. These two 
letters warned the Government to beware of Gavard. Farther 
on Lisa recognised the coarse style of old Madame Méhudin, 
who in four pages of almost indecipherable scribble repeated 
all the wild stories about Florent that circulated in the 
markets. However, what startled her more than anything 
else was the discovery of a bill-head of her own establishment, 
with the inscription Quenu-Gradelle, Pork-butcher, on its face, 
whilst on the back of it Auguste had penned a denunciation 
of the man whom he looked upon as an obstacle to his 
marriage. 

The official had acted upon a secret idea in placing these 
papers before her. ‘You don’t recognise any of these hand- 
writings, do you?’ he asked. 
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‘No,’ she stammered, rising from her seat, quite oppressed 

by what she had just learned ; and she hastily pulled down 

her veil again to conceal the blush of confusion which was 

rising to her cheeks. Her silk dress rustled, and her dark 

gloves disappeared beneath her heavy shawl. | 
“You see, madame,’ said the bald man with a faint smile, 

‘your information comes a little late. But I promise you that 
your visit shall not be forgotten. And tell your husband not to 
stir. It is possible that something may happen soon that——’ 

He did not complete his sentence, but, half rising from 
his armchair, made a slight bow to Lisa. It was a dismissal, 
and she took her leave. In the ante-room she caught sight 
of Logre and Monsieur Lebigre, who hastily turned their 
faces away; but she was more disturbed than they were. 
She went her way through the halls and along the corridors, 
feeling as if she were in the clutches of this system of police 
which, it now seemed to her, saw and knew everything. At 
last she came out upon the Place Dauphine. When she 
reached the Quai de l’Horloge she slackened her steps, and 
felt refreshed by the cool breeze blowing from the Seine. 

She now had a keen perception of the utter uselessness 
of what she had done. Her husband was in no danger what- 
ever; and this thought, whilst relieving her, left her a some- 
what remorseful feeling. She was exasperated with Auguste 
and the women who had put her in such a ridiculous position. 
She walked on yet more slowly, watching the Seine as it 
flowed past. Barges, black with coal-dust, were floating down 
the greenish water; and all along the bank anglers were 
casting their lines. After all, it was not she who had betrayed 
Florent. This reflection suddenly occurred to her and 
astonished her. Would she have been guilty of a wicked 
action, then, if she had been his betrayer? She was quite 
perplexed; surprised at the possibility of her conscience 
having deceived her. Those anonymous letters seemed 
extremely base. She herself had gone openly to the autho- 
rities, given her name, and saved innocent people from being 
compromised. Then at the sudden thought of old Gradelle’s 
fortune she again examined herself, and felt ready to throw 
the money into the river if such a course should be necessary 
to remove the blight which had fallen on the pork-shop. 
No, she was not avaricious, she was sure she wasn’t; it 
was no thought of money that had prompted her in what 
she had just done. As she crossed the Pont au Change she 
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grew quite calm agaïn, recovering all her superb equanimity. 
On the whole, it was much better, she felt, that others should 
have anticipated her at the Préfecture. She would not have 
to deceive Quenu, and she would sleep with an easier con- 
science. 

‘Have you booked the seats ?’ Quenu asked her when she 
returned home. 

He wanted to see the tickets, and made Lisa explain to 
him the exact position the seats occupied in the dress-circle. 
Lisa had imagined that the police would make a descent upon 
the house immediately after receiving her information, and 
her proposal to go to the theatre had only been a wily scheme 
for getting Quenu out of the way while the officers were 
arresting Florent. She had contemplated taking him for an 
outing in the afternoon—one of those little jaunts which they 
occasionally allowed themselves. They would then drive in 
an open cab to the Bois de Boulogne, dine at a restaurant, 
and amuse themselves for an hour or two at some café con- 
cert. But there was no need to go out now, she thought ; so 
she spent the rest of the day behind her counter, with a rosy 
glow on her face, and seeming brighter and gayer, as though 
she were recovering from some indisposition. 

‘You see, I told you it was fresh air you wanted!’ ex- 
claimed Quenu. ‘ Your walk this morning has brightened 
you up wonderfully !’ 

‘No, indeed,’ she said after a pause, again assuming her 
Si of severity ; ‘the streets of Paris are not at all healthy 
places.’ 

In the evening they went to the Gaité to see the perform- 
ance of ‘ La Grâce de Dieu.’ Quenu, in a frock-coat and drab 
gloves, with his hair carefully pomatumed and combed, was 
occupied most of the time in hunting for the names of the 
performers in the programme. Lisa looked superb in her low 
dress as she rested her hands in their tight-fitting white 
gloves on the crimson velvet balustrade. They were both of 
them deeply affected by the misfortunes of Marie. The com- 
mander, they thought, was certainly a desperate villain ; 
while Pierrot made them laugh from the first moment of his 
appearance on the stage. But at last Madame Quenu cried. 
The departure of the child, the prayer in the maiden's 
chamber, the return of the poor mad creature, moistened her 
eyes with gentle tears, which she brushed away with her 
handkerchief, 
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However, the pleasure which the evening afforded her 
turned into a feeling of triumph when she caught sight of 
La Normande and her mother sitting in the upper gallery. 
She thereupon puffed herself out more than ever, sent 
Quenu off to the refreshment bar for a box of caramels, and 
began to play with her fan, a mother-of-pearl fan, elaborately 
gilt. The fish-girl was quite crushed; and bent her head 
down to listen to her mother, who was whispering to her. 
When the performance was over and beautiful Lisa and the 
beautiful Norman met in the vestibule they exchanged a vague 
smile. 

Florent had dined early at Monsieur Lebigre’s that day. 
He was expecting Logre, who had promised to introduce to 
him a retired sergeant, a capable man, with whom they were 
to discuss the plan of attack upon the Palais Bourbon and 
the Hétel de Ville. The night closed in, and the fine rain, 
which had begun to fall in the afternoon, shrouded the vast 
markets in a leaden gloom. They loomed darkly against the 
copper-tinted sky, while wisps of murky cloud skimmed 
by almost on a level with the roofs, looking as though they 
were caught and torn by the points of the lightning-con- 
ductors. Florent felt depressed by the sight of the muddy 
streets, and the streaming yellowish rain which seemed to 
sweep the twilight away and extinguish it in the mire. He 
watched the crowds of people who had taken refuge on the 
foot-pavements of the covered ways, the umbrellas flitting 
past in the downpour, and the cabs that dashed with increased 
clatter and speed along the wellnigh deserted roads. Pre- 
sently there was a rift in the clouds; and a red glow arose 
in the west. Then a whole army of street-sweepers came 
into sight at the end of the Rue Montmartre, driving a lake 
of liquid mud before them with their brooms. 

Logre did not turn up with the sergeant ; Gavard had gone 
to dine with some friends at Batignolles, and so Florent was 
reduced to spending the evening alone with Robine. He had 
all the talking to himself, and ended by feeling very low- 
spirited. His companion merely wagged his beard, and 
stretched out his hand every quarter of an hour to raise his 
glass of beer to his lips. At last Florent grew so bored that 
he went off to bed. Robine, however, though left to himself, 
still lingered there, contemplating his glass with an expression 
of deep thought. Rose and the waiter, who had hoped to 
shut up early, as the coterie of politicians was absent, had to 
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wait à long half-hour before he at last made up his mind 
to leave. 

When Florent got to his room, he felt afraid to go to bed. 
He was suffering from one of those nervous attacks which 
sometimes plunged him into horrible nightmares until dawn. 
On the previous day he had been to Clamart to attend the 
funeral of Monsieur Verlaque, who had died after terrible 
sufferings; and he still felt sad at the recollection of the 
narrow coffin which he had seen lowered into the earth. 
Nor could he banish from his mind the image of Madame 
Verlaque, who, with a tearful voice, though there was not a 
tear in her eyes, kept following him and speaking to him 
about the coffin, which was not paid for, and of the cost of 
the funeral, which she was quite at a loss about, as she 
had not a copper in the place, for the druggist, on hearing of 
her husband’s death on the previous day, had insisted upon 
his bill being paid. So Florent had been obliged to advance 
the money for the coffin and other funeral expenses, and had 
even given the gratuities to the mutes. Just as he was going 
away, Madame Verlaque looked at him with such a heart- 
broken expression that he left her twenty francs. 

And now Monsieur Verlaque's death worried him very 
much. It affected his situation in the markets. He might 
lose his berth, or perhaps be formally appointed inspector. 
In either case he foresaw vexatious complications which might 
arouse the suspicions of the police. He would have been 
delighted if the insurrection could have broken out the very 
next day, so that he might at once have tossed the laced cap 
of his inspectorship into the streets. With his mind full of 
harassing thoughts like these, he stepped out upon the balcony, 
as though soliciting of the warm night some whiff of air to 
cool his fevered brow. The rain had laid the wind, and a 
stormy heat still reigned beneath the deep blue, cloudless 
heavens. The markets, washed by the downpour, spread out 
below him, similar in hue to the sky, and, like the sky, studded 
with the yellow stars of their gas-lamps. 

Leaning on the iron balustrade, Florent reflected that 
sooner or later he would certainly be punished for having 
accepted that inspectorship. It seemed to lie like a stain 
on his life. He had become an official of the Préfecture, for- 
swearing himself, serving the Empire in spite of all the oaths 
he had taken in his exile. His anxiety to please Lisa, the 
charitable purpose to which he had devoted the salary he 
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received, the just and scrupulous manner in which he had 
always struggled to carry out his duties, no longer seemed to 
him valid excuses for his base abandonment of principle. If 
he had suffered in the midst of all that sleek fatness, he had 
deserved to suffer. And before him arose a vision of the evil 
year which he had just spent, his persecution by the fish- 
wives, the sickening sensations he had felt on close, damp days, 
the continuous indigestion which had afflicted his delicate 
stomach, and the latent hostility which was gathering strength 
against him. All these things he now accepted as chastise- 
ment. That dull rumbling of hostility and spite, the cause 
of which he could not divine, must forebode some coming 
catastrophe before whose approach he already stooped, with 
the shame of one who knows there is a transgression that he 
must expiate. Then he felt furious with himself as he 
thought of the popular rising he was preparing ; and reflected 
that he was no longer unsullied enough to achieve success. 

In how many dreams he had indulged in that lofty little 
room, with his eyes wandering over the spreading roofs of the 
market pavilions! They usually appeared to him like grey 
seas that spoke to him of far-off countries. On moonless 
nights they would darken and turn into stagnant lakes of 
black and pestilential water. But on bright nights they became 
shimmering fountains of light, the moonbeams streaming over 
both tiers like water, gliding along the huge plates of zinc, 
and flowing over the edges of the vast superposed basins. 
Then frosty weather seemed to turn these roofs into rigid ice, 
like the Norwegian bays over which skaters skim ; while the 
warm June nights lulled them into deep sleep. One December 
night, on opening his window, he had seen them white with 
snow, so lustrously white that they lighted up the coppery sky. 
Unsullied by a single footstep, they then stretched out like 
the lonely plains of the Far North, where never a sledge 
intrudes. Their silence was beautiful, their soft peacefulness 
suggestive cf innocence. 

And at each fresh aspect of the ever-changing panorama 
before him, Florent yielded to dreams which were now sweet, 
now full of bitter pain. The snow calmed him; the vast 
sheet of whiteness seemed to him like a veil of purity thrown 
over the filth of the markets. The bright, clear nights, the 
shimmering moonbeams, carried him away into the fairy- 
land of story-books. It was only the dark, black nights, the 
burning nights of June, when he beheld, as it were, a mias- 
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matic marsh, the stagnant water of a dead and accursed sea, 
that filled him with gloom and grief; and then ever the same 
dreadful visions haunted his brain. 

The markets were always there. He could never open 
the window and rest his elbows on the balustrade without 
having them before him, filling the horizon. He left the 
pavilions in the evening only to behold their endless roofs as 
he went to bed. They shut him off from the rest of Paris, 
ceaselessly intruded their huge bulk upon him, entered into 
every hour of his life. That night again horrible fancies 
came to him, fancies aggravated by the vague forebodings of 
evil which distressed him. The rain of the afternoon had 
filled the markets with malodorous dampness, and as they 
wallowed there in the centre of the city, like some drunken. 
man lying, after his last bottle, under the table, they cast all. 
their foul breath into his face. He seemed to see a thick 
vapour rising up from each pavilion. In the distance the 
meat and tripe markets reeked with the sickening steam of 
blood ; nearer in, the vegetable and fruit pavilions diffused 
the odour of pungent cabbages, rotten apples, and decaying 
leaves; the butter and cheese exhaled a poisonous stench; 
from the fish-market came a sharp, fresh gust; while from 
the ventilator in the tower of the poultry pavilion just 
below him, he could see a warm steam issuing, a fetid cur- 
rent rising in coils like the sooty smoke from a factory 
chimney. And all these exhalations coalesced above the 
roofs, drifted towards the neighbouring houses, and spread 
themselves out in a heavy cloud which stretched over the 
whole of Paris. It was as though the markets were bursting 
within their tight belt of iron, were heating the slumber of 
the gorged city with the stertorous fumes of their midnight 
indigestion. 

However, on the footway down below Florent presently 
heard a sound of voices, the laughter of happy folks. Then 
the door of the passage was closed noisily. It was Quenu and 
Lisa coming home from the-theatre. .Stupefied and intoxi- 
cated, as it were, by the atmosphere he was breathing, 
Florent thereupon left the balcony, his nerves: still painfully: 
excited by the thought of the tempest which he could feel 
gathering round his head. The source of his misery was 
yonder, in those markets, heated by the day’s excesses. He 
closed the window with violence, and left them wallowing in 
the darkness, naked and perspiring beneath the stars. 
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CHAPTER VI 

A weex later, Florent thought that he would at last be able 
to proceed to action. A sufficiently serious outburst of public 
dissatisfaction furnished an opportunity for launching his in- 
surrectionary forces upon Paris. The Corps Législatif, whose 
members had lately shown great variance of opinion respecting 
certain grants to the Imperial family, was now discussing a 
bill for the imposition of a very unpopular tax, at which the 
lower orders had already begun to growl. The Ministry, fear- 
ing a defeat, was straining every nerve. It was probable, 
thought Florent, that no better pretext for a rising would for a 
long time present itself. 

One morning, at daybreak, he went to reconnoitre the 
neighbourhood of the Palais Bourbon. He forgot all about 
his duties as inspector, and lingered there, studying the 
approaches of the palace, till eight o’clock, without ever thinking 
that his absence would revolutionise the fish-market. He 
perambulated all the surrounding streets, the Rue de Lille, the 
Rue de l’Université, the Rue de Bourgogne, the Rue Saint 
Dominique, and even extended his examination to the Esplanade 
des Invalides, stopping at certain crossways, and measuring 
distances as he walked along. Then, on coming back to the 
Quai d’Orsay, he sat down on the parapet, and determined 
that the attack should be made simultaneously from all sides. 
The contingents from the Gros-Caillou district should arrive 
by way of the Champ de Mars; the sections from the north 
of Paris should come down by the Madeleine; while those 
from the west and the south would follow the quays, or make 
their way in small detachments through the then narrow 
streets of the Faubourg Saint Germain. However, the other 
side of the river, the Champs Elysées, with their open avenues, 
caused him some uneasiness; for he foresaw that cannon 
would be stationed there to sweep the quays. He thereupon 
modified several details of his plan, and marked down in a 
memorandum-book the different positions which the several 
sections should occupy during the combat. The chief attack, 
he concluded, must certainly be made from the Rue de 
Bourgogne and the Rue de l’Université, while a diversion 
might be effected on the side of the river. 

Whilst he thus pondered over his plans the eight o'clock 
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un, warming the nape of his neck, shone gaily on the broad 
ootways, and gilded the columns of the great structure in 
rontof him. In imagination he already saw the contemplated 
attle ; clusters of men clinging round those columns, the 
rates burst open, the peristyle invaded; and then scraggy 
rms suddenly appearing high aloft and planting a banner 
here. 

At last he slowly went his way homewards again with his 
raze fixed upon the ground. But all at once a cooing sound 
nade him look up, and he saw that he was passing through 
he garden of the Tuileries. A number of wood-pigeons, 
idling their necks, were strutting over a lawn near by. 
‘lorent leant for a moment against the tub of an orange-tree, 
nd looked at the grass and the pigeons steeped in sunshine. 
right ahead under the chestnut-trees all was black. The 
rarden was wrapped in a warm silence, broken only by the 
listant rumbling which came from behind the railings of the 
ue de Rivoli. The scent of all the greenery affected Florent, 
eminding him of Madame Frangois. However, a little girl 
an past, trundling a hoop, and alarmed the pigeons. They 
lew off, and settled in a row on the arm of a marble statue 
f an antique wrestler standing in the middle of the lawn, 
md once more, but with less vivacity, they began to coo and 
idle their necks. 

As Florent was returning to the markets by way of the 
tue Vauvilliers, he heard Claude Lantier calling to him. 
Che artist was going down into the basement of the poultry 
vavilion. ‘Come with me!’ he cried. ‘I’m looking for that 
ute Marjolin.’ | 

Florent followed, glad to forget his thoughts and to defer 
lis return to the fish-market for a little longer. Claude told 
tim that his friend Marjolin now had nothing further to wish 
or: he had become an utter animal. Claude entertained an 
dea of making him pose on all-fours in future. Whenever he 
ost his temper over some disappointing sketch he came to 
pend whole hours in the idiot’s company, never speaking, but 
triving to catch his expression when he laughed. 

‘He'll be feeding his pigeons, I dare say,’ he said; ‘but 
fortunately I don’t know whereabouts Monsieur Gavard’s 
tore-room is.’ 

They groped about the cellar. In the middle of it some 
vater was trickling from a couple of taps in the dim gloom. 
‘he store-rooms here are reserved for pigeons exclusively, and 
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all along the trellising they heard faint cooings, like the 
hushed notes of birds nestling under the leaves when daylight 
is departing. Claude began to laugh as he heard it. 

‘Tt sounds as though all the lovers in Paris were embracing 
each other inside here, doesn’t it ?’ he exclaimed to his com- 
panion. 

However, they could not find a single store-room open, and 
were beginning to think that Marjolin could not be in the 
cellar, when a sound of loud, smacking kisses made them 
suddenly halt before a door which stood slightly ajar. Claude 
pulled it open and beheld Marjolin, whom Cadine was kissing, 
whilst he, a mere dummy, offered his face without feeling the 
slightest thrill at the touch of her lips. 
i : Aa so this is your little game, is it ?’ said Claude with a 
augh. 

‘Oh,’ replied Cadine, quite unabashed, ‘he likes being 
kissed, because he feels afraid now in the dim light. You do 
feel frightened, don’t you?’ 

Like the idiot he was, Marjolin stroked his face with his 
hands as though trying to find the kisses which the girl had just 
printed there. And he was beginning to stammer out that he 
was afraid, when Cadine continued: ‘ And, besides, I came 
to help him; I’ve been feeding the pigeons.’ 

Florent looked at the poor creatures. All along the 
shelves were rows of lidless boxes, in which pigeons, showing 
their motley plumage, crowded closely on their stiffened legs. 
Every now .and then a tremor ran along the moving 
mass; and then the birds settled down again, and nothing 
was heard but their confused, subdued notes. Cadine had a 
saucepan near her; she filled her mouth with the water and 
tares which it contained, and then, taking up the pigeons one 
by one, shot the food down their throats with amazing rapidity. 
The poor creatures struggled and nearly choked, and finally 
fell down in the boxes with swimming eyes, intoxicated, as it 
were, by all the food which they were thus forced to swallow.! 

‘Poor creatures!’ exclaimed Claude. ARE 
‘Oh, so much the worse for them,’ said Cadine, who had 

now finished. ‘They are much nicer eating when they've 
been well fed. In a couple of hours or so all those over 
yonder will be given a dose of salt water. That makes their 

1 This is the customary mode of fattening pigeons at the Paris mar- 
kets. The work is usually done by men who make a specialty of it, 
and are called gaveurs.—Trans. 
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flesh white and tender. Then two hours afterwards they'll 
be killed. If you would like to see the killing, there are some 
here which are quite ready. Marjolin will settle their account 
for them in a jiffy.’ 

Marjolin carried away a box containing some fifty pigeons, 
and Claude and Florent followed him. Squatting upon the 
ground near one of the water-taps, he placed the box by his 
side. Then he laid a framework of slender wooden bars on the 
top of a kind of zinc trough, and forthwith began to kill the 
pigeons. His knife flashed rapidly in his fingers, as he seized 
the birds by the wings, stunned them by a blow on the head 
from the knife-handle, and then thrust the point of the blade 
into their throats. They quivered for an instant, and ruffled 
their feathers as Marjolin laid them in a row, with their heads 
between the wooden bars above the zinc trough, into which 
their blood fell drop by drop. He repeated each different 
movement with the regularity of clockwork, the blows from 
the knife-handle falling with a monotonous tick-tack as he 
broke the birds’ skulls, and his hand working backwards and 
forwards like a pendulum as he took up the living pigeons on 
one side and laid them down dead on the other. Soon, more- 
over, he worked with increasing rapidity, gloating over the 
massacre with glistening eyes, squatting there like a huge 
delighted bull-dog enjoying the sight of slaughtered vermin. 
Presently, too, he burst into a laugh, and began to sing, 
‘Tick-tack! tick-tack!’ whilst his tongue clucked as an 
accompaniment to the rhythmical movements of his knife. 
The pigeons hung down like wisps of silken stuff. 

‘Ah, you enjoy that, don’t you, you great stupid?’ ex- 
claimed Cadine. ‘How comical those pigeons look when they 
bury their heads in their shoulders to hide their necks! 
They’re horrid things, you know, and would give one nasty 
bites if they got the chance.’ Then she laughed more loudly 
at Marjolin’s increasing, feverish haste; and added: ‘I’ve 
killed them sometimes myself, but I can’t get on as quickly 
as he does. One day he killed a hundred in ten minutes.’ 

The wooden frame was nearly full; the blood could be 
heard falling into the zinc trough; and as Claude happened 
to turn round he saw Florent looking so pale that he hurriedly 
led him away. When they got above-ground again he made 
him sit down on a step. 

‘Why, what’s the matter with you?’ he exclaimed, tap- 
U 
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ping him on the shoulder. ‘You're fainting away like a 

woman |’ | : 
‘It's the smell of the cellar,’ murmured Florent, feeling a 

little ashamed of himself. | 
The truth was, however, that those pigeons, which were 

forced to swallow tares and salt water, and then had their 
skulls broken and their throats slit, had reminded him of the 
wood-pigeons of the Tuileries gardens, strutting over the 
green turf, with their satiny plumage flashing iridescently in 
the sunlight. He again heard them cooing on the arm of 
the marble wrestler amidst the hushed silence of the garden, 
while children trundled their hoops in the deep gloom of the 
chestnuts. And then, on seeing that big fair-haired animal 
massacring his boxful of birds, stunning them with the 
handle of his knife and driving its point into their throats, in 
the depths of that foul-smelling cellar, he had felt sick and 
faint, his legs had almost given way beneath him, while his 
eyelids quivered tremulously. | 

‘ Well, you’d never do for a soldier!’ Claude said to him 
when he recovered from his faintness. ‘Those who sent you 
to Cayenne must have been very simple-minded folks to fear 
such a man as you! Why, my good fellow, if ever you do put 
yourself at the head of arising, you won’t dare to fire a shot. 
You'll be too much afraid of killing somebody.’ 

Florent got up without making any reply. He had 
become very gloomy, his face was furrowed by deep wrinkles ; 
and he walked off, leaving Claude to go back to the cellar 
alone. As he made his way towards the fish-market his 
thoughts returned to his plan of attack, to the levies of 
armed men who were to invade the Palais Bourbon. Cannon 
would roar from the Champs Elysées; the gates would be 
burst open ; blood would stain the steps, and men’s brains 
would bespatter the pillars. A vision of the fight passed 
rapidly before him; and he beheld himself in the midst of it, 
deadly pale, and hiding his face in his hands, not daring to 
look around him. 

As he was crossing the Rue du Pont Neuf he fancied that 
he espied Auguste’s pale face peering round the corner of the 
fruit pavilion. The assistant seemed to be watching for some 
one, and his eyes were starting from his head with an expres- 
sion of intense excitement. Suddenly, however, he vanished 
and hastened back to the pork-shop. 
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#What’s the matter with him ?’ thought Florent. ‘Is he 
frightened of me, I wonder ?’ ; 

Some very serious occurrences had taken place that morn- 
ing at the Quenu-Gradelles’, Soon after daybreak, Auguste, 
breathless with excitement, had awakened his mistress to tell 
her that the police had come to arrest Monsieur Florent. 
And he added, with stammering incoherence, that the latter 
had gone out, and that he must have done so with the intention 
of escaping. Lisa, careless of appearances, at once hurried 
up to her brother-in-law’s room in her dressing-wrapper, and 
took possession of La Normande’s photograph, after glancing 
round to see if there was anything lying about that might 
compromise herself and Quenu. As she was making her way 
downstairs again, she met the police agents on the first floor. 
The commissary requested her to accompany them to 
Florent’s room, where, after speaking to her for a moment in 
a low tone, he installed himself with his men, bidding her open 
the shop as usual so as to avoid giving the alarm to anyone. 
The trap was set. 

Lisa’s only worry in the matter was the terrible blow that 
the arrest would prove to poor Quenu. She was much afraid 
that if he learned that the police were in the house, he would 
spoil everything by his tears; so she made Auguste swear to 
observe the most rigid silence on the subject. Then she went 
back to her room, put on her stays, and concocted some story 
for the benefit of Quenu, who was still drowsy. Half-an-hour 
later she was standing at the door of the shop with all her 
usual neatness of appearance, her hair smooth and glossy, 
and her face glowing rosily. Auguste was quietly setting out 
the window. Quenu came for a moment on to the footway, 
yawning slightly, and ridding himself of all sleepiness in the 
fresh morning air. There was nothing to indicate the drama 
that was in preparation upstairs. 

The commissary himself, however, gave the alarm to the 
neighbourhood by paying a domiciliary visit to the Méhudins’ 
abode in the Rue Pirouette. He was in possession of the 
most precise information. In the anonymous letters which 
had been sent to the Préfecture, all sorts of statements were 
made respecting Florent’s alleged intrigue with the beautiful 
Norman. Perhaps, thought the commissary, he had now 
taken refuge with her; and so, accompanied by two of his 
men, he proceeded to knock at the door in the name of the 
law. The Méhudins had only just got up. The old woman 

02 
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opened the door in a fury; but suddenly calmed down and 

began to smile when she learned the business on hand. 

She seated herself and fastened her clothes, while declaring 

to the officers: ‘ We are honest folks here, and kave nothing 
to be afraid of. You can search wherever you like.’ 

However, as La Normande delayed to open the door of her 
room, the commissary told his men to break it open. The 
young woman was scarcely clad when the others entered, and 
this unceremonious invasion, which she could not understand, 
fairly exasperated her. She flushed crimson from anger 
rather than from shame, and seemed as though she were 
about to fly at the officers. The commissary, at the sight, 
stepped forward to protect his men, repeating in his cold 
voice : ‘In the name of the law! In the name of the law!’ 

Thereupon La Normande threw herself upon a chair, and 
burst into a wild fit of hysterical sobbing at finding herself 
so powerless. Ske was quite at a loss to understand what 
these men wanted with her. The commissary, however, had 
noticed how scantily she was clad, and taking a shawl from 
@ peg, he flung it over her. Still she did not wrap it round 
her, but only sobbed the more bitterly as she watched the 
men roughly searching the apartment. 

‘But what have I done?’ she at last stammered out. 
‘ What are you looking for here ?’ 

Thereupon the commissary pronounced the name of 
Florent ; and La Normande, catching sight of the old woman, 
who was standing at the door, cried out: ‘Oh, the wretch ! 
This is her doing!’ and she rushed at her mother. 

She would have struck her if she had reached her; but 
the police agents held her back, and forcibly wrapped her in 
the shawl. Meanwhile, she struggled violently, and exclaimed 
in a choking voice : 

‘What do you take me for? That Florent has never 
been in this room,I tell you. There was nothing at all be- 
tween us. People are always trying to injure me in the 
neighbourhood ; but just let anyone come here and say any- 
thing before my face, and then you'll see! You'll lock me 
up afterwards, I dare say, but I don’t mind that! Florent, 
indeed! What a lie! What nonsense!’ 

This flood of words seemed to calm her; and her anger 
now turned agaiast Florent, who was the cause of all the 
peal Addressing the commissary, she sought to justify 
erself, 
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‘T did not know his real character, sir,’ she said. ‘ He 
had such a mild manner that he deceived us all. I was 
unwilling to believe all I heard, because I know people are 
so malicious. He only came here to give lessons to my little 
boy, and went away directly they were over. I gave him a 
meal here now and again, that’s true, and sometimes made 
him a present of a fine fish. That's all. But this will be a 
warning to me, and you won’t catch me showing the same 
kindness to anyone again.’ 

‘But hasn’t he given you any of his papers to take care 
of ?’ asked the commissary. 

‘Oh no, indeed! I swear it. I’d give them up to you at 
once if he had. I’ve had quite enough of this, I can tell 
you! It’s no joke to see you tossing all my things about and 
ferreting everywhere in this way. Oh! you may look; there’s 
nothing.’ 

The officers, who had examined every article of furniture, 
now wished to enter the little closet where Muche slept. The 
child had been awakened by the noise, and for the last few 
moments he had been crying bitterly, as though he imagined 
that he was going to be murdered. 
. ‘This is my boy’s room,’ said La Normande, opening the 
oor. 

Muche, quite naked, ran up and threw his arms round his 
mother’s neck. She pacified him, and laid him down in her 
own bed. The officers came out of the little room again 
almost immediately, and the commissary had just made up 
his mind to retire, when the child, still in tears, whispered in 
his mother’s ear: ‘They'll take my copy-books. Don’t let 
them have my copy-books.’ 

‘Oh, yes; that’s true,’ cried La Normande; ‘there are 
some copy-books. Wait a moment, gentlemen, and I'll give 
them to you. I want you to see that I’m not hiding anything 
from you. There, you'll find some of his writing inside these. 
You’re quite at liberty to hang him as far as I’m concerned; 
you won’t find me trying to cut him down.’ 

Thereupon she handed Muche’s books and the copies set 
by Florent to the commissary. But at this the boy sprang 
angrily out of bed, and began to scratch and bite his mother, 
who put him back again with a box on the ears. Then he 
began to bellow. 

In the midst of the uproar, Mademoiselle Saget appeared 
on the threshold, craning her neck forward. Finding all the 
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doors open, she had come in to offer her services to old Madame 
Méhudin. She spied about and listened, and expressed ex- 

treme pity for these poor women, who had no one to defend 
them. The commissary, however, had begun to read the 
copies with a grave air. The frequent repetition of such words as 
‘ tyrannically,’ ‘liberticide,’ ‘ unconstitutional,’ and ‘ revolu- 
tionary’ made him frown; and on reading the sentence, 
‘When the hour strikes, the guilty shall fall,’ he tapped his 
fingers on the paper and said: ‘This is very serious, very 
serious indeed.’ 

Thereupon he gave the books to one of his men, and 
went off. Claire, who had hitherto not shown herself, now 
opened her door, and watched the police officers go down 
the stairs. And afterwards she came into her sister’s bed- 
room, which she had not entered for a year. Mademoiselle 
Saget appeared to be on the best of terms with La Nor- 
mande, and was hanging over her in a caressing way, bringing 
the shawl forward to cover her the better, and listening to 
her angry indignation with an expression of the deepest 
sympathy. 

‘You wretched coward!’ exclaimed Claire, planting her- 
self in front of her sister. 

La Normande sprang up, quivering with anger, and let 
the shawl fall to the floor. 

“Ah, you've been playing the spy, have you?’ she 
screamed. ‘ Dare to repeat what you’ve just said!’ 

‘You wretched coward!’ repeated Claire, in still more 
insulting tones than before. 

Thereupon La Normande struck Claire with all her force; 
and in return Claire, turning terribly pale, sprang upon her 
sister and dug her nails into her neck. They struggled to- 
gether for a moment or two, tearing at each other’s hair and 
trying to choke one another. Claire, fragile though she 
was, pushed La Normande backward with such tremendous 
violence that they both fell against the wardrobe, smashing 
the mirror on its front. Muche was roaring, and old Madame 
Méhudin called to Mademoiselle Saget to come and help her 
to separate the sisters. Claire, however, shook herself free. 

‘Coward! coward!’ she cried; ‘I'll go and tell the poor 
fellow that it is you who have betrayed him.’ 

Her mother, however, blocked the doorway, and would not 
Jet her pass, while La Normande seized her from behind, and 
then, Mademoiselle Saget coming to the assistance of the other 
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two, the three of them dragged Claire into her bedroom and 
locked the door upon her, in spite of all her frantic resistance. 
In her rage she tried to kick the door down, and smashed 
everything in the room. Soon afterwards, however, nothing 
could be heard except a furious scratching, the sound of metal 
scraping at the plaster. The girl was trying to loosen the 
door hinges with the points of her scissors. 

‘She would have murdered mo if she had had a knife,’ 
said La Normande, looking about for her clothes, in order to 
dress herself. ‘She'll be doing something dreadful, you'll 
see, one of these days, with that jealousy of hers! We 
mustn’t let her get out on any account: she’d bring the 
whole neighbourhood down upon us!’ 

Mademoiselle Saget went off in all haste. She reached 
the corner of the Rue Pirouette just as the commissary of 
police was re-entering the side passage of the Quenu-Gradelles’ 
house. She grasped the situation at once, and entered the 
shop with such glistening eyes that Lisa enjoined silence 
by a gesture which called her attention to the presence of 
Quenu, who was hanging up some pieces of salt pork. As 
soon as he had returned to the kitchen, the old maid in a 
low voice described the scenes that had just taken place at 
the Méhudins’.. Lisa, as she bent over the counter, with her 
hand resting on a dish of larded veal, listened to her with 
the happy face of one who triumphs. Then, as a customer 
entered the shop, and asked for a couple of pig’s trotters, 
Lisa wrapped them up, and handed them over with a 
thoughtful air. 

‘For my own part, I bear La Normande no ill-will,’ she 
said to Mademoiselle Saget, when they were alone again. ‘I 
used to be very fond of her, and have always been sorry that 
other people made mischief between us. The proof that I’ve 
no animosity against her is here in this photograph, which I 
saved from falling into the hands of the police, and which 
I’m quite ready to give her back if she will come and ask me 
for it herself.’ ; 

She took the photograph out of her pocket as she spoke. 
Mademoiselle Saget scrutinised it and sniggered as she read 
the inscription, ‘ Louise, to her dear friend Florent.’ 

‘I’m not sure you'll be acting wisely,’ she said in her 
cutting voice. ‘You'd do better to keep it.’ 

“No, no,’ replied Lisa ; ‘I’m anxious for all this silly non- 
sense to come to an end. To-day is the day of reconciliation. 
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We've had enough unpleasantness, and the neighbourhood’s 
now going to be quiet and peaceful again.’ 

‘Well, well, shall I go and tell La Normande thai you are 
expecting her ?’ asked the old maid. _ 

‘Yes; I shall be very glad if you will.’ 
Mademoiselle Saget then made her way back to the Rue 

Pirouette, and greatly frightened the fish-girl by telling her 
that she had just seen her photograph in Lisa’s pocket. She 
could not, however, at once prevail upon her to comply with 
her rival’s terms. La Normande propounded conditions of 
her own. She would go, but Madame Quenu must come to 
the door of the shop to receive her. Thus the old maid was 
obliged to make another couple of journeys between the two 
rivals before their meeting could be satisfactorily arranged. 
At last, however, to her great delight, she succeeded in 
negotiating the peace which was destined to cause so much 
talk and excitement. As she passed Claire’s door for the 
last time she still heard the sound of the scissors scraping 
away at the plaster. 

When she had at last carried a definite reply to Madame 
Quenu, Mademoiselle Saget hurried off to find Madame 
Lecœur and La Sarriette; and all three of them took up their 
position on the footway at the corner of the fish-market, just 
in front of the pork-shop. Here they would be certain to 
have a good view of every detail of the meeting. They felt 
extremely impatient, and while pretending to chat together 
kept an anxious look-out in the direction of the Rue Pirouette, 
along which La Normande must come. The news of the recon- 
ciliation was already travelling through the markets, and 
while some saleswomen stood up behind their stalls trying to 
get a view of what was taking place, others, still more in- 
quisitive, actually left their places and took up a position in 
the covered way. Every eye in the markets was directed upon 
the pork-shop ; the whole neighbourhood was on the tip-toe 
of expectation. 

It was a very solemn affair. When La Normande at last 
turned the corner of the Rue Pirouette the excitement was so 
great that the women held their breath. 

‘She has got her diamonds on,’ murmured La Sarriette. 
‘ Just look how she stalks along,’ added Madame Lecceur ; 

‘the stuck-up creature !’ 
The beautiful Norman was, indeed, advancing with the 

mien of a queen who condescends to make peace. She had 
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made à most careful toilet, frizzing her hair and turning up a 
zorner of her apron to display her cashmere skirt. She had 
even put on a new and rich lace bow. Conscious that the 
whole market was staring at her, she assumed a still haughtier 
air as she approached the pork-shop. When she reached the 
Joor she stopped. 

‘Now it’s beautiful Lisa’s turn,’ remarked Mademoiselle 
Saget. ‘Mind you pay attention.’ 

Beautiful Lisa smilingly quitted her counter. She crossed 
the shop-floor at a leisurely pace, and came and offered her 
hand to the beautiful Norman. She also was smartly dressed, 
with her dazzling linen and scrupulous neatness. A murmur 
ran through the crowd of fish-wives, all their heads gathered 
close together, and animated chatter ensued. The two 
women had gone inside the shop, and the crépines in the 
window prevented them from being clearly seen. However, 
they seemed to be conversing affectionately, addressing pretty 
compliments to one another. 

‘See!’ suddenly exclaimed Mademoiselle Saget, ‘the 
beautiful Norman’s buying something! What is it she’s 
buying? It’s a chitterling, I believe! Ah! Look! look! 
You didn’t see it, did you? Well, beautiful Lisa just gave 
her the photograph ; she slipped it into her hand with the 
chitterling.’ 

Fresh salutations were then seen to pass between the two 
women; and the beautiful Lisa, exceeding even the courtesies 
which had been agreed upon, accompanied the beautiful 
Norman to the footway. There they stood laughing together, 
exhibiting themselves to the neighbourhood like a couple of 
good friends. The markets were quite delighted; and the 
saleswomen returned to their stalls, declaring that everything 
had passed off extremely well. 

Mademoiselle Saget, however, detained Madame Lecœur 
and La Sarriette. The drama was not over yet. All three 
kept their eyes fixed on the house opposite with such keen 
suriosity that they seemed trying to penetrate the very walls. 
To pass the time away they once more began to talk of the 
oeautiful Norman. 

‘She’s without a lover now,’ remarked Madame Lecœur. 
‘Oh! she’s got Monsieur Lebigre,’ replied La Sarriette, 

with a laugh, 
‘But surely Monsieur Lebigre won’t have anything more 

jo say to her.’ 
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Mademoiselle Saget shrugged her shoulders. ‘Ah, you 
don’t know him,’ she said. ‘He won’t care a straw about all 

this business. He knows what he’s about, and La Normande 
is rich. They'll come together in a couple of months, you'll 
see. Old Madame Méhudin’s been scheming to bring about 

their marriage for a long time past.’ 2 
‘Well, anyway,’ retorted the butter-dealer, ‘ the commis- 

sary found Florent at her lodgings.’ 
“No, no, indeed; I’m sure I never told youthat. The long 

spindle-shanks had gone away,’ replied the old maid. She 
paused to take breath; then resumed in an indignant tone, 
‘What distressed me most was to hear of all the abominable 
things that the villain had taught little Muche. You’d really 
never believe it. There was a whole bundle of papers.’ 

‘What sort of abominable things?’ asked La Sarriette 
with interest. 

‘Oh, all kinds of filth. The commissary said there was 
quite sufficient there to hang him. The fellow’s a perfect, 
monster! To go and demoralise a child! Why, it’s almost 
past believing! Little Muche is certainly a scamp, bué that’s 
no reason why he should be given over to the “ Reds,” is it 2” 

‘Certainly not,’ assented the two others. ; 
‘ However, all these mysterious goings-on will come to an 

end now. You remember my telling you once that there was 
some strange goings-on at the Quenus’? Well, you see, I 
was right in my conclusions, wasn’t 1? Thank God, how- 
ever, the neighbourhood will now be able to breathe easily. 
It was high time strong steps were taken, for things had 
got to such a pitch that one actually felt afraid of being 
murdered in broad daylight. There was no pleasure in life, 
All the dreadful stories and reports one heard were enough 
to worry one to death. And it was all owing to that man, 
that dreadful Florent. Now beautiful Lisa and the beautiful 
Norman have sensibly made friends again. It was their duty 
to do so for the sake of the peace and quietness of us all. 
Everything will go on satisfactorily now, you'll find. Ah! 
there’s poor Monsieur Quenu laughing yonder ! ' 

Quenu had again come on to the footway, and was joking 
with Madame Taboureau’s little servant. He seemed quite 
gay and skittish that morning. He took hold of the little 
servant’s hands, and squeezed her fingers so tightly, in the 
exuberance of his spirits, that he made her cry out. Lisa 
had the greatest trouble to get him to go back into the kitchen, 
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She was impatiently pacing about the shop, fearing lest 
Florent should make his appearance; and she called to her 
husband to come away, dreading a meeting between him and 
his brother. 

‘She’s getting quite vexed,’ said Mademoiselle Saget. 
‘Poor Monsieur Quenu, you see, knows nothing at all about 
what’s taking place. Just look at him there, laughing like 
achild! Madame Taboureau, you know, said that she should 
have nothing more to do with the Quenus if they persisted in 
bringing themselves into discredit by keeping that Florent 
with them.’ 

‘Well, now, I suppose, they will stick to the fortune, 
remarked Madame Lecœur. 

‘Oh no, indeed, my dear. The other one hag had his 
share already.’ 

‘Really? How do you know that ?’ 
‘Oh, it’s clear enough, that is!’ replied the old maid after 

a momentary hesitation, but without giving any proof of her 
assertions. ‘He’s had even more than his share. The Quenus 
will be several thousand francs out of pocket. Money flies, 
you know, when a man has such vices as he has. I dare say 
you don’t know that there was another woman mixed up in it 
all. Yes, indeed, old Madame Verlaque, the wife of the 
former inspector; you know the sallow-faced thing well 
enough.’ 

The others protested that it surely wasn’t possible. Why, 
Madame Verlaque was positively hideous ! 

‘What! do you think me a liar?’ cried Mademoiselle 
Saget, with angry indignation. ‘ Why, her letters to him have 
been found, a whole pile of letters, in which she asks for 
money, ten and twenty francs at a time. There’s no doubt 
at all about it. I’m quite certain in my own mind that they 
killed the husband between them.’ 

La Sarriette and Madame Lecœur were convinced; but 
they were beginning to get very impatient. They had been 
waiting on the footway for more than an hour, and feared 
that somebody might be robbing their stalls during their 
long absence. So Mademoiselle Saget began to give them 
some further interesting information to keep them from going 
off. Florent could not have taken to flight, said she ; he was 
certain to return, and it would be very interesting to see him 
arrested. Then she went on to describe the trap that had 
been laid for him, while Madame Lecœur and La Sarriette 



300 THE FAT AND THE THIN 

continued scrutinising the house from top to bottom, keeping 
watch upon every opening, and at each moment expecting to 

see the hats of the detectives appear at one of the doors or 
windows. 

‘Who would ever imagine, now, that the place was full of 
police ?’ observed the butter-dealer. . 

‘Oh! they’re in the garret at the top,’ said the old maid. 
‘They've left the window open, you see, just as they found it. 
Look! I think I can see one of them hiding behind the 
pomegranate on the balcony.’ 

The others excitedly craned out their necks, but could see 
nothing. 

‘Ah, no, it’s only a shadow,’ continued Mademoiselle 
Saget. ‘The little curtains even are perfectly still. The 
detectives must be sitting down in the room, and keeping 
uiet.’ 

Just at that moment the women caught sight of Gavard 
coming out of the fish-market with a thoughtful air. They 
looked at him with glistening eyes, without speaking. They 
had drawn close to one another, and stood there rigid in their 
drooping skirts. The poultry-dealer came up to them. 

‘ Have you seen Florent go by ?’ he asked. 
They replied that they had not. 
‘I want to speak to him at once,’ continued Gavard. 

‘He isn’t in the fish-market. He must have gone up to his 
room. But you would have seen him, though, if he had.’ 

The two women had turned rather pale. They still kept 
looking at each other with a knowing expression, their lips 
twitching slightly every now and then. ‘We have only been 
here some five minutes,’ said Madame Lecceur unblushingly, 
as her brother-in-law still stood hesitating. 

‘Well, then, I'll go upstairs and see. I'll risk the five 
flights,’ rejoined Gavard with a laugh. 

La Sarriette stepped forward as though she wished to 
a him, but her aunt took hold of her arm and drew her 
ack, 

‘Let him alone, you big simpleton!’ she whispered. ‘It's 
the best thing that can happen to him. It'll teach him to 
treat us with more respect in future.’ 

‘He won’t say again that I eat tainted meat,’ muttered 
Mademoiselle Saget in a low tone. 

They said nothing more. La Sarriette was very red ; but 
the two others still remained quite yellow. But they now 
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averted their heads, feeling confused by each other’s looks, 
and at a loss what to do with their hands, which they buried 
beneath their aprons. Presently their eyes instinctively 
came back to the house, penetrating the walls, as it were, 
following Gavard in his progress up the stairs. When they 
imagined that he had entered Florent’s room they again 
exchanged furtive glances. La Sarriette laughed nervously. 
All at once they fancied they could see the window curtains 
moving, and this led them to believe that a struggle was 
taking place. But the house-front remained as tranquil as 
ever in the sunshine; and another quarter of an hour of 
unbroken quietness passed away, during which the three 
women’s nervous excitement became more and more intense. 
‘They were beginning to feel quite faint when a man hurriedly 
came out of the passage and ran off to get a cab. Five 
minutes later Gavard appeared, followed by two police officers. 
Lisa, who had stepped out on to the footway on observing 
the cab, hastily hurried back into the shop. 

_ Gavard was very pale. The police had searched him up- 
stairs, and had discovered the revolver and cartridge case in 
his possession. Judging by the commissary’s stern expres- 
sion on hearing his name, the poultry-dealer deemed himself 
lost. This was a terrible ending to his plotting that had never 
entered into his calculations. The Tuileries would never 
forgive him! His legs gave way beneath him as though the 
firing party was already awaiting him outside. When he got 
into the street, however, his vanity lent him sufficient strength 
to walk erect; and he even managed to force a smile, as he 
knew the market people were looking at him. They should 
see him die bravely, he resolved. 

However, La Sarriette and Madame Lecceur rushed up to 
him and anxiously inquired what was the matter ; and the 
butter-dealer began to cry, while La Sarriette embraced her 
uncle, manifesting the deepest emotion. As Gavard held her 
clasped in his arms, he slipped a key into her hand, and 
whispered in her ear: ‘Take everything, and burn the 
papers.’ 

Then he got into the cab with the same mien as he 
would have ascended the scaffold. As the vehicle disap- 
peared round the corner of the Rue Pierre Lescot, Madame 
Lecœur observed La Sarriette trying to hide the key in her 
pocket. 

‘It’s of no use you trying that little game on me, my dear,’ 
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she exclaimed, clenching her teeth; ‘I saw him slip it into 

your hand, Ags true as there’s a God in Heaven, I’ll go to 

the gaol and tell him everything, if you don’t treat me 

properly.’ | 
‘Of course I shall treat you properly, aunt, dear,’ replied 

La Sarriette, with an embarrassed smile. 
‘Very well, then, let us go to his rooms at once. It’s of 

no use to give the police time to poke their dirty hands in the 
cupboards.’ 

Mademoiselle Saget, who had been listening with gleaming 
eyes, followed them, running along in the rear as quickly as 
her short legs could carry her. She had no thought, now, of 
waiting for Florent. From the Rue Rambuteau to the Rue 
de la Cossonnerie she manifested the most humble obsequious- 
ness, and volunteered to explain matters to Madame Léonce, 
the doorkeeper. 

‘ We'll see, we'll see,’ the butter-dealer curtly replied. 
However, on reaching the house a preliminary parley 

—a8 Mademoiselle Saget had opined—proved to be necessary. 
Madame Léonce refused to allow the women to go up to her 
tenant’s room. She put on an expression of severe austerity, 
and seemed greatly shocked by the sight of La Sarriette’s 
loosely fastened fichu. However, after the old maid had 
whispered a few words to her and she was shown the key, 
she gave way. When they got upstairs she surrendered the 
rooms and furniture to the others article by article, appa- 
rently as heartbroken as if she had been compelled to 
show a party of burglars the place where her own money 
was seorcted. 

‘ There, take everything and have done with it!’ she cried 
at last, throwing herself into an arm-chair. 

La Sarriette was already eagerly trying the key in the 
locks of the different closets. Madame Lecceur, all suspicion, 
pressed her so closely that she exclaimed: ‘ Really, aunt, you 
get in my way. Do leave my arms free, at any rate.’ 

At last they succeeded in opening a wardrobe opposite the 
window, between the fireplace and the bed. And then all 
four women broke into exclamations. On the middle shelf 
lay some ten thousand francs in gold, methodically arranged 
in little piles. Gavard, who had prudently deposited the bulk 
of his fortune in the hands of a notary, had kept this sum by 
him for the purposes of the coming outbreak. He had been 
wont to say with great solemnity that his contribution to the 
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revolution was quite ready. The fact was that he had sold out 
certain stock, and every night took an intense delight in con- 
templating those ten thousand francs, gloating over them, and 
finding something quite roysterous and insurrectional in their 
appearance. Sometimes when he was in bed he dreamed that 
a fight was going on in his wardrobe ; he could hear guns 
being fired there, paving-stones being torn up and piled into 
barricades, and voices shouting in clamorous triumph ; and 
he said to himself that it was his money fighting against the 
Government. 

La Sarriette, however, had stretched out her hands with 
a cry of delight. 

* Paws off, little one!’ exclaimed Madame Lecœur in a 
hoarse voice. 

As she stood there in the reflection of the gold, she looked 
yellower than ever—her face discoloured by biliousness, her 
eyes glowing feverishly from the liver complaint which was 
secretly undermining her. Behind her Mademoiselle Saget 
on tip-toe was gazing ecstatically into the wardrobe, and 
Madame Léonce had now risen from her seat, and was 
growling sulkily. 

‘My uncle said that I was to take everything,’ declared 
the girl. 

‘And am I to have nothing, then; I who have done so 
much for him ?’ cried the doorkeeper. 

Madame Lecceur was almost choking with excitement. 
She pushed the others away, and clung hold of the wardrobe, 
screaming: ‘It all belongs to me! I am his nearest relative. 
You are a pack of thieves, you are! I’d rather throw it all out 
of the window than see you have it!’ 

Then silence fell, and they all four stood glowering at each 
other. The kerchief that La Sarriette wore over her breast 
was now altogether unfastened, and she displayed her bosom 
heaving with warm life, her moist red lips, her rosy nostrils. 
Madame Lecceur grew still more sour as she saw how lovely 
the girl looked in the excitement of her longing desire. 

‘Well,’ she said in a lower tone, ‘we won’t fight about it. 
You are his niece, and I'll divide the money with you. We 
will each take a pile in turn.’ 

Thereupon they pushed the other two aside. The butter- 
dealer took the first pile, which at once disappeared within 
her skirts. Then La Sarriette took a pile. They kept a close 
watch upon one another, ready to fight at the slightest attempt 
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at cheating. Their fingers were thrust forward in turn, the 

hideous knotted fingers of the aunt and the white fingers of 

the niece, soft and supple as silk. Slowly they filled their 

pockets. When there was only one pile left, La Sarriette ob- 

jected to her aunt taking it, as she had commenced; and she 

suddenly divided it between Mademoiselle Saget and Madame 
Léonce, who had watched them pocket the gold with feverish 
impatience. 

‘Much obliged to you!’ snarled the doorkeeper. ‘ Fifty 
francs for having coddled him up with tisane and broth! The 
old deceiver told me he had no relatives ! ’ 

Before locking the wardrobe up again, Madame Lecœur 
searched it thoroughly from top to bottom. It contained all 
the political works which were forbidden admission into the 
country, the pamphlets printed at Brussels, the scandalous 
histories of the Bonapartes, and the foreign caricatures 
ridiculing the Emperor. One of Gavard’s greatest delights 
was to shut himself up with a friend, and show him all these 
compromising things. 

‘He told me that I was to burn all the papers,’ said 
La Sarriette. 

‘Oh, nonsense! we’ve no fire, and it would take us too 
long. The police will soon be here! We must get out of 
this!’ 

They all four hastened off; but they had not reached the 
bottom of the stairs before the police met them, and made 
Madame Téonce return with them upstairs. The three others, 
making themselves as small as possible, hurriedly escaped 
into the street. They walked away in single file at a brisk 
pace; the aunt and niece considerably incommoded by the 
weight of their drooping pockets. Mademoiselle Saget had 
kept her fifty francs in her closed fist, and remained deep in 
thought, brooding over a plan for extracting something more 
from the heavy pockets in front of her. 

‘Ah!’ she exclaimed, as they reached the corner of the 
fish-market, ‘we've got here at a lucky moment. There’s 
Florent yonder, just going to walk into the trap.’ 

Florent, indeed, was just then returning to the markets 
after his prolonged perambulation. He went into his office 
to change his coat, and then set about his daily duties, seeing 
that the marble slabs were properly washed, and slowly 
strolling along the alleys. He fancied that the fish-wives 
looked at him in a somewhat strange manner; they chuckled 
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too, and smiled significantly as he passed them. Some new 
vexation, he thought, was in store for him. For some time 
past those huge, terrible women had not allowed him a day’s 
peace. However, as he passed the Méhudins’ stall he was 
very much surprised to hear the old woman address him in a 
honeyed tone: ‘ There’s just been a gentleman inquiring for 
you, Monsieur Florent ; a middle-aged gentleman. He's gone 
to wait for you in your room.’ 

As the old fish-wife, who was squatting, all of a heap, 
on her chair, spoke these words, she felt such a delicious 
thrill of satisfied vengeance that her huge body fairly quivered. 
Florent, still doubtful, glanced at the beautiful Norman; but 
the young woman, now completely reconciled with her mother, 
turned on her tap and slapped her fish, pretending not to hear 
what was being said. 

‘You are quite sure?’ said Florent to Mother Méhudin. 
‘Oh, yes, indeed. Isn’t that so, Louise?’ said the old 

woman in a shriller voice. 
Florent concluded that it must be some one who wanted 

to see him about the great business, and he resolved to go up 
to his room. He was just about to leave the pavilion, when, 
happening to turn round, he observed the beautiful Norman 
watching him with a grave expression on her face. Then he 
passed in front of the three gossips. 

‘Do you notice that there’s no one in the pork-shop ?' 
remarked Mademoiselle Saget. ‘ Beautiful Lisa’s not the 
woman to compromise herself.’ 

The shop was, indeed, quite empty. The front of the 
house was still bright with sunshine ; the building looked like 
some honest, prosperous pile guilelessly warming itself in the 
morning rays. Up above, the pomegranate on the balcony 
was in full bloom. As Florent crossed the roadway he gave a 
friendly nod to Logre and Monsieur Lebigre, who appeared to 
be enjoying the fresh air on the doorstep of the latter’s establish- 
ment. They returned his greeting with a smile. Florent was 
then about to enter the side-passage, when he fancied he saw 
Auguste’s pale face‘hastily vanishing from its dark and narrow 
depths. Thereupon he turned back and glanced into the shop 
to make sure that the middle-aged gentleman was not waiting 
for him there. But he saw no one but Mouton, who sat on 
a block displaying his double chin and bristling whiskers, and 
gazed at him defiantly with his great yellow eyes. And 
when he had at last made up his mind to enter the passage, 

x 
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Lisa's face appeared behind the little curtain of a glazed door 
at the back of the shop. 

A hush had fallen over the fish-market. All the huge 

paunches and bosoms held their breath, waiting till Florent 

should disappear from sight. Then there was an uproarious 
outbreak; and the bosoms heaved wildly and the paunches 
nearly burst with malicious delight. The joke had succeeded. 
Nothing could be more comical. As old Mother Méhudin 
vented her merriment she shook and quivered like a wine-skin 
that is being emptied. Her story of the middle-aged gentle- 
man went the round of the market, and the fish-wives found 
it extremely amusing. At last the long spindle-shanks was 
collared, and they would no longer always have his miser- 
able face and gaol-bird’s expression before their eyes. They 
all wished him a pleasant journey, and trusted that they 
might get a handsome fellow for their next inspector. And 
in their delight they rushed about from one stall to another, 
and felt inclined to dance round their marble slabs like a 
lot of holiday-making schoolgirls. The beautiful Norman, 
however, watched this outbreak of joy in a rigid attitude, not 
daring to move for fear she should burst into-tears ; and: she 
kept her hands pressed upon a big skate to cool her feverish 
excitement. : 

‘You see how those Méhudins turn their backs upon him 
now that he’s come to grief,’ said Madame Lecceur. 

‘Well, and they’re quite right too,’ replied Mademoiselle 
Saget. ‘Besides, matters are settled now, my dear, and we're 
to have no more disputes. You’ve every reason to be satis- 
fied ; leave the others to act as they please.’ 

‘It’s only the old woman who is laughing,’ La Sarrieite 
remarked ; ‘ La Normande looks anything but happy.’ 

Meantime, upstairs in his bedroom, Florent allowed 
himself to be taken as unresistingly as a sheep. The police 
officers sprang roughly upon him, expecting, no doubt, that 
they would meet with a desperate resistance. He quietly 
begged them to leave go of him; and then sat down on a 
chair while they packed up his papers, and the red scarves, 
ermlets, and banners. He did not seem at all surprised at 
this ending; indeed, it was something of a relief to him, 
though he would not frankly confess it. But he suffered 
acutely at thought of the bitter hatred which had sent him 
into that room; he recalled Auguste’s pale face and the 
sniggering looks of the fish-wives; he bethought himself of 
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old Madame Méhudin’s words, La Normande’s silence, and 
the empty shop downstairs. The markets were leagued 
against him, he reflected; the whole neighbourhood had con- 
spired to hand him over to the police. The mud of those 
greasy streets had risen up all around to overwhelm him! 

And amidst all the round faces which flitted before his 
mind’s eye there suddenly appeared that of Quenu, and a 
spasm of mortal agony contracted his heart. 

‘Come, get along downstairs!’ exclaimed one of the 
officers, roughly. 

Florent rose and proceeded to go downstairs. When he 
reached the second floor he asked to be allowed to return; 
he had forgotten something, he said. But the officers re- 
fused to let him go back, and began to hustle him forward. 
Then he besought them to let him return to his room again, 
and even offered them the money he had in his pocket. 
Two of them at last consented to return with him, threaten- 
ing to blow his brains out should he attempt to play them 
any trick; and they drew their revolvers out of their pockets 
as they spoke. However, on reaching his room once more 
Florent simply went straight to the chaffinch’s cage, took the 
bird out of it, kissed it between its wings, and set it at 
liberty. He watched it fly away through the open window, 
into the sunshine, and alight, as though giddy, on the roof of 
the fish-market. ' Then it flew off again and disappeared over 
the markets in the direction of the. Square des Innocents. 
For a moment longer Florent remained-face to face with the 
sky, the free and open sky; and he thought of the wood- 
pigeons cooïng in the garden of the Tuileries, and of those 
other pigeons down in the market cellars with their throats 
slit by Marjolin’s knife. Then he felt quite broken, and 
turned and followed the officers, who were putting their 
revolvers back into their pockets as they shrugged their 
shoulders. 

On reaching the bottom of the stairs, Florent stopped 
before the door which led into the kitchen. The commissary, 
who was waiting for him there, seemed almost touched by his 
gentle submissiveness, and asked him: ‘ Would you like to 
say good-bye to your brother ?’ 

© For a moment Florent hesitated. He looked at the door. 
A tremendous noise of cleavers and pans came from the 
kitchen. Lisa, with the design of keeping her husband occupied, 
had persuaded him to make the black-puddings in the manning 

x 
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instead of in the evening, as was his wont. The onions were 
simmering on the fire, and over all the noisy uproar Florent 
could hear Quenu’s joyous voice exclaiming, ‘ Ah, dash it all, 
the pudding will be excellent, that it will! Auguste, hand me 
the fat!’ 

Florent thanked the commissary, but refused his offer. 
He was afraid to return any more into that warm kitchen, 
reeking with the odour of boiling onions, and so he went on 
past the door, happy in the thought that his brother knew 
nothing of what had happened to him, and hastening his 
steps as if to spare the establishment all further worry. 
However, on emerging into the open sunshine of the street 
he felt a touch of shame, and got into the cab with bent back 
and ashen face. He was conscious that the fish-market was 
gazing at him in triumph; it seemed to him, indeed, as though 
the whole neighbourhood had gathered there to rejoice at his 
fall. 

‘What a villainous expression he’s got!’ said Mademoiselle 
Saget. 
Yeni indeed, he looks just like a thief caught with his 

hand in somebody’s till,’ added Madame Lecceur. 
‘I once saw a man guillotined who looked exactly like he 

does,’ asserted La Sarriette, showing her white teeth. 
They stepped forward, lengthened their necks, and tried 

to see into the cab. Just as it was starting, however, the old 
maid tugged sharply at the skirts of her companions, and 
pointed to Claire, who was coming round the corner of the 
Rue Pirouette, looking like a mad creature, with her hair 
loose and her nails bleeding. She had at last succeeded in 
opening her door. When she discovered that she was too 
late, and that Florent was being taken off, she darted after 
the cab, but checked herself almost immediately with a 
gesture of impotent rage, and shook her fists at the receding 
wheels. Then, with her face quite crimson beneath the fine 
plaster dust with which she was covered, she ran back again 
towards the Rue Pirouette. 

‘Had he promised to marry her, eh?’ exclaimed La 
Sarriette, laughing. ‘The silly fool must be quite cracked.’ 

Little by little the neighbourhood calmed down, though 
throughout the day groups of people constantly assembled 
and discussed the events of the morning. The pork-shop 
was the object of much inquisitive curiosity. Lisa avoided 
appearing there, and left the counter in charge of Augustine, 
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In the afternoon she felt bound to tell Quenu of what had 
happened, for fear the news might cause him too great a 
shock should he hear it from some gossiping neighbour. She 
waited. till she was alone with him in the kitchen, knowing 
that there he was always most cheerful, and would weep 
less than if he were anywhere else. Moreover, she commu- 
nicated her tidings with all sorts of motherly precautions. 
Nevertheless, as soon as he knew the truth he fell on the 
chopping-block, and began to cry like a calf. 

‘Now, now, my poor dear, don’t give way like that; you'll 
make yourself quite ill,’ exclaimed Lisa, taking him in her 
arms. 

His tears were inundating his white apron, the whole of 
his massive, torpid form quivered with grief. He seemed to 
be sinking, melting away. When he was at last able to speak, 
he stammered: ‘ Oh, you don’t know how good he was to me 
when we lived together in the Rue Royer-Collard! He did 
everything. He swept the room and cooked the meals. He 
loved me as though I were his own child; and after his day’s 
work he used to come back splashed with mud, and so tired 
that he could scarcely move, while I stayed warm and com- 
fortable in the house, and had nothing to do but eat. And 
now they’re going to shoot him!’ 

At this Lisa protested, saying that he would certainly not 
be shot. But Quenu only shook his head. 

‘I haven’t loved him half as much as I ought to have 
done,’ he continued. ‘I can see that very well now. I had 
a wicked heart, and I hesitated about giving him his half of 
the money.’ 

‘Why, I offered it to him a dozen times and more!’ Lisa 
interrupted. ‘I’m sure we've nothing to reproach ourselves 
with.’ 

‘Oh, yes, I know that you are everything that is good, 
and that you would have given him every copper. But I 
hesitated, I didn’t like to part with it; and now it will be a 
sorrow to me for the rest of my life. I shall always think 
that if I'd shared the fortune with him he wouldn’t have 
gone wrong a second time. Oh, yes; it’s my fault! It is I 
who have driven him to this.’ 

Then Lisa, expostulating still more gently, assured him 
_ that he had nothing to blame himself for, and even expressed 
some pity for Florent. But he was really very culpable, she 
said, and if he had had more money he would probably have 
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perpetrated greater follies. Gradually she gave her husband 

to understand that it was impossible matters could have had 
any other termination, and that now everything would go on 
much better. Quenu was still weeping, wiping his cheeks 
with his apron, trying to suppress his sobs to listen to her, 
and then breaking into a wilder fit of tears than before. His 
fingers had mechanically sought a heap of sausage-meat lying 
on the block, and he was digging holes in it, and roughly 
kneading it together. _ | 

‘And how unwell you were feeling, you know,’ Lisa con- 
tinued. ‘It was all because our life had got so shifted out of 
its usual course. I was very anxious, though I didn’t tell you 
so, at seeing you getting so low.’ 

‘Yes, wasn’t 1?’ he murmured, ceasing to sob for a 
moment. | 

‘And the business has been quite under a cloud this year. 
It was as though a spell had been cast on it. Come, now, 
don’t take on so; you'll see that everything will look up 
again now. You must take care of yourself, you know, for 
my sake and your daughter’s. You have duties to us as well 
as to cthers, remember.’ : ; : ; 

Quenu was now kneading the sausage-meat more gently. 
Another burst of emotion was thrilling him, but it was a 
ecfter emction, which was already bringing a vague smile to 
his grief-stricken face. Lisa felt that she had convinced him, 
and she turned and called to Pauline, who was playing in the 
ghop, and sat her on Quenu’s knee. 

‘Tell your father, Pauline, that he ought not to give way 
like this. Ask him nicely not to go on distressing us so.’ 

The child did as she was told, and their fat, sleek forms 
united in a general embrace. They all three looked at one 
another, already feeling cured of that twelve months’ de- 
pression from which they had but just emerged. Their big, 
round faces smiled, and Lisa softly repeated, ‘And after all, 
my dear, there are only we three, you know, only we three.' 

Two months later Florent was again sentenced to trans- 
portation. The affair caused a great stir. The newspapers 
published all possible details, and gave portraits of the 
accused, sketches of the banners and scarves, and plans of 
the places where the conspirators had met. For a fortnight 
nothing but the great plot of the central markets was talked 
of in Paris. The police kept on launching more and more 
alarming reports, and it was at last even declared that the whole 
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of the Montmartre Quarter was undermined. The excitement 
in the Corps Législatif was so intense that the members of 
the Centre and the Right forgot their temporary disagreement 
over the Imperial Grant Bill, and became reconciled. And 
then by an overwhelming majority they voted the unpopular 
tax, of which even the lower classes, in the panic which was 
sweeping over the city, dared no longer complain. 

The trial lasted a week. Florent was very much surprised at 
the number of accomplices with which he found himself credited. 
Out of the twenty and more who were placed in the dock 
with him, he knew only some six or seven. After the sentence 
of the court had been read, he fancied he could see Robine’s 
innocent-looking hat and back going off quietly through the 
crowd. Logre was acquitted, as was also Lacaille; Alexandre 
was sentenced to two years’ imprisonment for his child-like 
complicity in the conspiracy; whilst as for Gavard, he, like 
Florent, was condemned to transportation. This was a heavy 
blow, which quite crushed him amidst the final enjoyment 
that he derived from those lengthy proceedings in which he 
had managed to make himself so conspicuous. He was 
paying very dearly for the way in which he had vented the 
spirit of perpetual opposition peculiar to the Paris shop- 
keeping classes. Two big tears coursed down his scared face 
—the face of a white-haired child. 
' And then one morning in August, amidst the busy 
awakening of the markets, Claude Lantier, sauntering about 
in the thick of the arriving vegetables, with his waist tightly 
girded by his red sash, came to grasp Madame Frangois’s 
hand close by Saint Eustache. She was sitting on her 
carrots and turnips, and her long face looked very sad. The 
artist, too, was gloomy, notwithstanding the bright sun which 
was already softening the deep-green velvet of the mountains 
of cabbages. | 

‘Well, it’s all over now,’ he said. ‘They are sending him 
back again. He’s already on his way to Brest, I believe.’ 

Madame Francois made a gesture of mute grief. Then 
she gently waved her hand around, and murmured in a low 
voice: ‘Ah, it is all Paris’s doing, this villainous Paris!’ 
“No, no, not quite that; but I know whose doing it is, thé 
contemptible creatures!’ exclaimed Claude, clenching his 
fists. ‘Do you know, Madame François, there was nothing 
too ridiculous for those fellows in the court to say! Why, 
they even went ferreting in a child’s copy-books! That 
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great idiot of a Public Prosecutor made a tremendous fuss 

over them, and ranted about the respect due to children, and 

the wickedness of demagogical education! It makes me 
quite sick to think of it all!’ ; : 

A shudder of disgust shook him, and then, burying himself 

more deeply in his discoloured cloak, he resumed: ‘ To think 

of it! A man who was as gentle as a girl! Why, I saw 

him turn quite faint at seeing a pigeon killed! I couldn’t 

help smiling with pity when I saw him between two gen- 
darmes. Ah, well, we shall never see him again! He won't 
come back this time.’ 

‘ He ought to have listened to me,’ said Madame François, 
after a pause, ‘and have come to live at Nanterre with my 
fowls and rabbits.’ I was very fond of him, you see, for I 
could tell that he was a good-hearted fellow. Ah, we might 
have been so happy together! It’s a sad pity. Well, we 
must bear it as best we can, Monsieur Claude. Come and 
see me one of these days. J’ll have an omelet ready for 
ou.’ 

? Her eyes were dim with tears; but all at once she sprang 
up like a brave woman who bears her sorrows with fortitude. 

‘Ah!’ she exclaimed, ‘here’s old Mother Chantemesse 
coming to buy some turnips of me. The fat old lady’s as 
sprightly as ever!’ 

Claude went off, and strolled about the footways. The 
dawn had risen in a white sheaf of light at the end of the Rue 
Rambuteau ; and the sun, now level with the house-tops, was 
diffusing rosy rays which already fell in warm patches on the 
pavements. Claude was conscious of a gay awakening in 
the huge resonant markets—indeed, all over the neigh- 
bourhood—crowded with piles of food. It was like the joy 
that comes after cure, the mirth of folks who are at last 
relieved of a heavy weight which has been pulling them down. 
He saw La Sarriette displaying a gold chain and singing 
amidst her plums and strawberries, while she playfully pulled 
the moustaches of Monsieur Jules, who was arrayed in a 
velvet jacket. He also caught sight of Madame Lecœur and 
Mademoiselle Saget passing along one of the covered ways, 
and looking less sallow than usual—indeed, almost rosy—as 
they laughed like bosom friends over some amusing story. 
In the fish-market, old Madame Méhudin, who had returned 
to her stall, was slapping her fish, abusing customers, and 
snubbing the new inspector, a presumptuous young man 
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whom she had sworn to spank; while Claire, seemingly more 
languid and indolent than ever, extended her hands, blue 
from immersion in the water of her tanks, to gather together 
a great heap of edible snails, shimmering with silvery slime. 
In the tripe-market Auguste and Augustine, with the foolish 
expression of newly-married people, had just been purchasing 
some pigs’ trotters, and were starting off in a trap for their 
pork-shop at Montrouge. Then, as it was now eight o’elock 
and already quite warm, Claude, on again coming to the Rue 
Rambuteau, perceived Muche and Pauline playing at horses. 
Muche was crawling along on all-fours, while Pauline sat on 
his back, and clung to his hair to keep herself from falling. 
However, a moving shadow which fell from the eaves of the 
market roof made Claude look up ; and he then espied Cadine 
and Marjolin aloft, kissing and warming themselves in the 
sunshine, parading their loves before the whole neighbourhood 
like a pair of light-hearted animals. 

Claude shook his fist at them. All this joyousness down 
below and on high exasperated him. He reviled the Fat; the 
Fat, he declared, had conquered the Thin. All around him 
he could see none but the Fat protruding their paunches, 
bursting with robust health, and greeting with delight another 
day of gorging and digestion. And a last blow was dealt to 
him by the spectacle which he perceived on either hand as he 
halted opposite the Rue Pirouette. 

On his right, the beautiful Norman, or the beautiful 
Madame Lebigre, as she was now called, stood at the door of 
her shop. Her husband had at length been granted the 
privilege of adding a State tobacco agency! to his wine-shop, 
a long-cherished dream of his which he had finally been able 
to realise through the great services he had rendered to the 
authorities. And to Claude the beautiful Madame Lebigre 
looked superb, with her silk dress and her frizzed hair, quite 
ready to take her seat behind her counter, whither all the 
gentlemen in the neighbourhood flocked to buy their cigars 
and packets of tobacco. She had become quite distinguished, 
quite the lady. The shop behind her had been newly painted, 
with borders of twining vine-branches showing against a soft 
background; the zinc-plated wine-counter gleamed brightly, 
and in the tall mirror the flasks of liqueurs set brighter 

1 Most readers will remember that the tobacco trade is a State 
monopoly in France. The retail tobacconists are merely Government 
agents,—Trans, 
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flashes of colour than ever. And the mistress of all these 

things stood smiling radiantly at the bright sunshine. 
Then, on Claude’s left, the beautiful Lisa blocked up the 

doorway of her shop as she stood on its threshold. Never before 
had her linen shone with such dazzling whiteness; never hadher 
gerene face and rosy cheeks appeared in a more lustrous setting 
of glossy locks. She displayed the deep calmness of repletion, 
a massive tranquillity unrufiled even by a smile. She was a 
picture of absolute quietude, of perfect felicity, not only cloud- 
less but lifeless, the simple felicity of basking in the warm 
atmosphere. Her tightly-stretched bodice seemed to be still 
digesting the happiness of yesterday; while her dimpled hands, 
hidden in the folds of her apron, did not even trouble to grasp 
at the happiness of to-day, certain as they were that it would 
come of itself. And the shop-window at her side seemed 
to display the same felicity. It had recovered from its former 
blight; the tongues lolled out, red and healthy; the hams 
had regained their old chubbiness of form; the festoons of 
sausages no longer wore that mournful air which had so 
greatly distressed Quenu. Hearty laughter, accompanied by 
a jubilant clattering of pans, sounded from the kitchen in the 
rear. The whole place again reeked with fat health. The 
flitches of bacon and the sides of pork that hung against the 
marble showed roundly like paunches, triumphant paunches, 
whilst Lisa, with her imposing breadth of shoulders and 
dignity of mien, bade the markets good morning with those 
big eyes of hers which so clearly bespoke a gross feeder. 

However, the two women bowed to each other. Beautiful 
Madame Lebigre and beautiful Madame Quenu exchanged a 
friendly salute. 

And then Claude, who had certainly forgotten to dine on 
the previous day, was thrilled with anger at seeing them 
standing there, looking so healthy and well-to-do with their 
buxom bosoms; and tightening his sash, he growled in a 
tone of irritation : 

‘ What blackguards respectable people are |? 

THE END. 
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Passenger from Scotland Yard 
Englishman of the Rue Caia 

BY LADY WOOD. 
The Golden Lion of Granpère. Sabina. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann, 
Marion Fay. 
Kept iu the Dark. 
The Land-Lenguers. 
John Oaldigate, 

ot CELIA AE WOOLLEY, 

ME EDMUND YATES, 
WAY 

Heke Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

London: CHATTO & WINDUS, 214 Piccadilly, W. 
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Adams (W. Davenport), Works by. 
& Dictionary of the Drama: being a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, Playwrights, Players, 

and Playhouses of the United Kingdon and America, from the Earliest Times to the Present 
Day. ,Crown 8vo, half-bound, 125. [Preparing. 

- Quips and Quiddities. Selected fa W- DAVENPORT ADAMS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. 

Agony. Column (The) of ‘The Times,’ from 1800 to 1870. Edited 
with an Introduction, by ALICE CLAY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25.62. _ 

Alexander (Mrs.), Novels by. ru 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow? Blind Fate. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each; az Bvo, picture boards, 2s ‘each, 
Valerie's Fate, | A Life Interest. | Mona’s Choice. | By Woman’s Wit. 

Crown 8vo, cloth it 6d. each. 
The Cost of her Pride.| Barbara, Lady’s Maid and Peeress. | A Fight with Fate. 
A Golden Autumn. Mrs. Crichton’s Creditor, The Step-mother. 

A Missing Hero. 

Allen (F. M.).—Green as Grass. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. 
Allen (Grant), Works by. Manis 8vo, cloth, 6s, each, 

The Evolutionist at Larga. Moorland Taylis, ‘ 

Post-Prandial Philosophy. Crown ia art linen, 35. 62. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6¢. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
Babylon. 12 Illustrations. The Devil’s Die. e pachess of Powysland. 
Strange Stories. This Mortal Coil. Blood Ro 
The Beckoning Hand, The Tents of Shem. Ivan Greet’s Masterpiece, 
For Maimie’s Sake. rhe Great Taboo. The Scallywag. 24 Illusts, 
Philistia. Dumaresq’s Daughter, At Market Value. 
Inall Shades, Under Sealed Orders. 

Dr. Palliser’s Patient. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 'rs. 6d. 

Anderson (Mary).—Othello’s Occupation. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. 

Antrobus (C. L.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
_ Quality Corner: A Study of Remorse, | Wilder i 

Appleton (G. Webb).—Rash Conclusions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by. : 

The Wonderful pavensurss of Phra the dede Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 12 
Illustrations by H. M. PAGET, 35. ge post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 

The Constable of st Nichol by L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6, ; 
picture cloth, flat back, 25. 

Artemus Ward’s Works. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6¢.—Also a POPULAR EDITION post £vo, picture boards, os. 

Ashton (ohn), | Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64. each. 
Humour, Wit, of the S I Century. With 82 Illustrations, 
English Goons and Satire on “Napoleon the First. With 115 Illustrations. 

Social Life in tha Reign of Queen Anne. With 85 Illustrations. : Crown 8vo, cloth, as, 6d. 

Crown &vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. : | 
Social Life under the Regency. With go Illustrations, 
Florizel’s Folly: The Story of GEORGE IV. With Photogravure i and 12 Ill 

Bacteria, Yeast Fungi, and Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 
W. B. GROVE, B.A. With 87 Tilustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6%, 

Baildon (H. B.).—Robert Louis Stevenson: A Life Study in 
Criticism, With 2 Portraits, Crown 8vo. buckram, 6s, 
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Bardsley (Rev. C. Wareing, M.A.), Works by. 
English Surnames: Their Sources and Signilications. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Curlosities of Puritan N Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 68. 

Barr (Robert: Luke Sharp), Stories by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 64. each. 
in a Steamer Chair. With Fyontispièce and Vignette by DEMAIN HAMMOND. 
From Whose Bourne, &c, ith 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST and others, 
Revenge! With re Jlustrations by LANCELOT SPEED and others, | 
A Woman Inter ‘With 8 Illustrations by HAL HURST. . 
The Unchanging East: Notes on a Visit to the Farther Edge of the Mediterranean. With a 

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
À Royal Tramp. With 12 Iilustratiops by E.J. SULLIVAN. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Barrett (Frank), Novels by. «' © 2. - - 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth, 2s. 62.each. 

The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. « 
Between Life and Death. 
Folly Morrison. | Little Lady Linton, Lieut. Barnabas. | Found Guilty. 
A Prodigal’s Prog | Honest Dayle. For Love and Honour. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67. each; post 8vo, picture boards, zs. each; cloth limp, 2s. 67. each. 
Fettered for Life. | The Woman of the Iron B lets. | The Harding 8 da] 
A Missing Wit: With 8 Illustrations by W.H. MARGETSON, |. __ ÿ Bs 

= Crown 8vo, cloth, 35.64. each. Hot 
Under a Strange Mask. With 19 Illusts. by É. F. BREWTNALL. |‘ Was She Justified’? 

Tne Golden Butterfly. e Monks of Thelema, 
tay Little Girl. BY Celia’s Arbour. a 

ith Harp and Crown. | The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
*,* There are also LIBRARY EDITIONS of ail the above, excepting the first two. Large crown vu, 

doth extra, 6s. each. 

Besant (Sir Walter), Novels by. 
+ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each ; cloth limp, 2s, 64. each, 

All Sortsand Conditions of Men. With 12 Illustrations by FRED, BARNARD, 
The Captains’ Room, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. WHEELER, 
All in a Garden Fair. Ru 6 Illustrations by HARRY FURNISS. 

F itl by CHARLES GREEN. 
Unele Jack, and other Stories. À Children of Gibson. 
The World Went Very Well Then. With 12 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER. 
Herr Paulus: His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall. I The Bell of St. Paul's, 
For Faith and Freedom. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and F. WADDY. 
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER. 
The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece by F. BARNARD. 
Armorel of -Lyonesse’s A Romance of To-day, With 12 Hlustrations by F. BARNARD. 
Bt. Matherine’s by tha Tower. With 12 Hlustrations by C. GREEN.—Also in picture cloth, flat 

“back, 25, i! ; eee pe 
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis, &c. With a Frontispiece by GORDON BROWNE, 
The Ivory Gate. th The Rebel Queen. 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice, With 12 Illustrationsby W. H. HYDE. 
In Deacon's Orders, &c. With Frontispiece by A. FORESTIER. | The Revolt of Man. 
The Master Craftsman. | The City of Refuge. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. each, 
A Fountain Sealed. J The Changeling. | The Fourth Generation. 

F Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top; 6s, each. 
The Orange Girl. With 8 Illustrations by F. PEGRAM. 
The Lady of Lynn. With r2 Illustrations by G. DEMAIN-HAMMOND, 
No Gther Way. With Illustrations, (Preparing, 

‘ POPULAR EDITIONS, Medium 8vo, 62. each. 
The Golden Butterfly. | The Chaplain of tha Fleet. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. The © Girl. 
‘fhe Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK, 

With 50 Illustrations by CHRIS HAMMOND and JULE GOONMAN. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 67. 
Fifty. Years Ago. With r44 Illustrations: Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6¢. i 
The E ulogy of Richard Jefferies, With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Lond ith 125 I - Demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 6a. 
Westminster. ‘With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.E., and 130 Illustrations by 

‘WILLIAM PATTEN and others. LIBRARY EDITION, demy Svo, cloth gilt and gilt top, 185.; 
POPULAR EDITION, demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 6&. . : 

South London. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.E,, and 118 Illustrations. 

1 ton. With Fr . Crown 8vo, art linen, 35. 64. a5 ! 
Gaspard de Goligny. With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, art linen, 35. 62. 
“he Art of Fiction. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, red top, 15. net. - 
As We Are, and As We May Be. Crown 8vo, buckram. gilt top, 6s, Shortly! 
Egsays and Historiettas. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s, Shortly, 
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Saring Gould (Sabine, Author of ‘John Herring,’ &c.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, clath extra, 35. 64. each ;-post 8vo, illustrated boards, : 25, each, oe 

Red Spider. | Eve. 

Beaconsfield, Lord. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

Bechstein (Ludwig).—As Pretty as Seven, and other German 
Stories. With Additional Tales by nes Brothers RIMM, ang 98 Illustrations by RIGHTER: Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 

Bellew’ (Frank).—The Art of Amusing: A Collection of Giacetul 
Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s.-6r. 

Bennett t (Arnold). —The Grand Babylon Hotel. Crown 8yo,.cloth, 
ica gilt top, 65: 

Bennett (W. C., LL.D.).—Songs for Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s, 
Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By AUSTIN ‘Dosson-, With 95 

Illustrations, Square 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6: 

Bierce (Ambrose).—In the Midst of Life: ‘Tales of Soldiers. and 
Civilians. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62, ; post. 8vo, illustrated boards, à CONS 

Bill Nye’s Comic History of the United States. , With, 146 Illus- 
trations by F. OPPER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 67. 

Bindloss (Harold), Novels by. 
Ainslie’s Ju-Ju: A Romance of the Hinterland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, , 
A Sower of Wheat. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. à 

Bodkin (M. McD., K.C.), Books by. 
Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 25 
Shillelagh and 8 Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. 

Bourget (Paul).—A Living Lie. Translated Py ieee DE Re 
With-special Preface for the English Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 

-Bourne (H. R. Fox), Books by. 
English Merchants: Memoirs in Illustration of the ‘Progress, of British Commerce. With 32 Iilus- 

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 
English Newspapers: Chapters in the History of Journalism. Two Vols., demy &vo, cloth, 255. 

. The Other Side of the Emin Pasha Relief Expedition. Crown ava, cloth, 65, : 

Boyd.—A Versailles Christmas-tide. By Mary Stuart Boyp, “With 
53 un by A. S. BOYD. Fcap. 4to, cloth gilt and gilt top, 6s. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each. 
Chronicles of No-Man’s Land. | Camp Notes, 1 Savage Life. 

Brand (John). —Obdservations on Popular Antiquities ; chiefly 
illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions, With the “Additions: of tf 

-- HENRY ÉLLIS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. 

Brayshaw (J. Dodsworth). —Stum Silhouettes: _Stories of London 
Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35: 62. 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. re . 
The Reader’s Handbook of Famous Names in Fiction, Allusions, Reierencen: 

Proverbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems. Together with an ENGLISH AND AMERICAN 
BIBLIOGRAPHY, and a LIST OF THE AUTHORS AND DATES OF DRAMAS AND OPERAS. A 
New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s_ 67. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic, Crown 8vo, cléth, re 

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 64. each. , 
More Worlds than One: Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian, With Plates, 
The Martyrs of Science: GALILEO, TYCHO BRAHE, and KEPLER. With Portraits, . , 
Letters on Natural Magic. With numerous Illustrations. 

Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated: by 
R. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 

Bryden (H. A.).—An Exiled Scot: A Romance, Withi ja Fr (otis: 
piece, by J. S. CROMPTON, R.I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. . 

Brydges (Harold). —Uncle Sam at Home. With 91 ani 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, ; cloth limp, 25.64, 

— 
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Buchanan (Robert), Poems and Novels by. | 
The Com AR dart Works of Robert Buchanan. 2 vols., rown 8vo, buckram, with 

Portrait Hrontispiece to each volume, 125. 

‘Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 7 
The Devil's Case: a Bank Holiday Interlude. Witn 6 Illustrations. 
The Earthquake; or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 
The Wandering Jew: a Christmas Carol. . 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. each, 
The Outoast: a Rhyme for the Time. i ® 
The Ballad of Mary the Mother: a Christmas Carol. : 

St. Abe and his Seven Wives. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 67. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. es 
The Shadow of the Sword. Love Me for Ever. With Frontispiece. 
A Child of Nature. With Frontispiece. Annan Water. Foxglove Manor. 
God and the Man. With 11 Illustrations by | The New Abelard. | Rachel Dene. _ 
Lady Kilpatrick. . [FRED. BARNARD. | Matt: A Story ofa Caravan. With Frontispiece, 
The Martyrdom. of -Madeline, With The Master of the Mine. With Frontispiece, 

Frontisplece by A. W. COOPER. The Heir of Linne. | Woman and the Man, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each. : 
Red and White Heather. { Andromeda: An Idyll of the Great River. 

The Charlatan. By ROBERT BUCHANAN and HENRY MURRAY. Crown 8vo, cloth, with a 
Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, 35. 6d. ; post’8vo, picture boards, 25, 

Burton (Robert).—The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 
tions of the Quotations. Demy_8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. . 
‘Melancholy Anatomised: An Abrid of BURTON’S ANATOMY. Post 8vo, half-cl., 2s. 6d. 

Caine (Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 64. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. | A Son of Hagar. 1 The Deemster. - 
Also LIBRARY EDITIONS of The Deemster and The Shadow of a Crime, set in new type, 

crown 8vo, and bound uniform with The Christian, 6s. each; and CHEAP POPULAR EDITIONS of 
The Deemster, The Shadow of a Crime, and A Son of Hagar, medium 8vo, portrait-cover, 
6#. each.—Also the FIN£-PAPER EDITION of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).—The Cruise of the ‘ Black 
Prince’ Privateer. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 

Canada (Greater) : The Past, Present, and Future of the Canadian 
North-West. By E. B. OSBORN, B.A. Witha Map. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. , 

Captain Coignet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography. 
TU Edited by LOREDAN LARCHEY, Translated by Mrs. CAREY. With roo Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 

‘ ‘cloth, gs, 62, 

Carlyle (Thomas).—On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl., 1s. 6d, 
‘Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson, 1834-1872. Edited by 

C.E. NORTON. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 245. 

Carruth (Hayden).—The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra. 
> tions. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 25. 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. 
fhe King in Yellow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢.; fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 64. 

_In the Quarter. -Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 25. 64. 

Chapman’s (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 
if Ones,—Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE.—VoL 

‘IDL, ‘Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth: gr 6d. each. 

“Chapple (J. Mitchell).—The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 
oriha. Crown Bvo, cloth, 35. 62, 

Chaucer for: Children: A Golden Keys. By Mrs. H. R. Hawes, With 
8 Coloured Platesiand 30 Woodcuts. Crown gto, clothvextra, 35. 6d. 

Chaucer‘für Sühoëls: With the Story of his Timés and his Work. By Mrs. H. R. 1 
À New Edition, revised. With a Fromiispieve: Deity Svo, loth, oe 6a. alee RAHAMER 

Chess; The Lawssand Practice of;  With.an)Analysis of the Open- 
. jee By HOWARD STAUNTON, Edited by R. B. WORMALD. ‘Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

sal 1 . tics of Chess : A Treatiseon t 1 f the si i 5 PRG RS BE ad BE ob PE ele Ea pediene te Sue 
“ ini he’ A int of the-230 Games 

layed Aug.-Sept,, 1855. With Apnotati by. PIL ER, T, T1 Struts Eos TEAM LÉ BEA BRAC RN ÉRUDE LEY Rad 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. HHSIURE. 
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Clare (Austin), Stories by. 
For the Love of a Lass. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25.; cloth, 25. 6d. 
By the Rise of the River: Tales and Sk in South Tynedale. Crown 8vo cloth, 35. 64. 

Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, cloth, 3s, 62. each ; picture boards, 2s. each. 

Paul Ferroll. i Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).—Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vo, 35. 64. 
Coates (Anné).—Rie’s Diary. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 
The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2s. 
The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, es, 
The Burden of Isabel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 67. 

Coleridge (M. E.).—The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Fcap. 8vo, 
leatherette, 1s.; cloth, 15. 6d. 

Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. 

Illustrations of Tennyson. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Jonathan Swift. A Biographical and Critical Study, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 

Collgns (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 67. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

From Midnight to Midnight. | Blacksmith and Scholar 
You Play me False. Tha Village Comedy. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Transmigration. | Sweet Anne Page. Frances. 
A Fight with Fortune. Sweet and Twenty. 

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, many Illustrated, 3s. 67, each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 25. each; 

cloth limp, 2s. 64. each, 

* Antonina. My Miscellanies. Jezebel’s Daughter, 
*Basil. Armadale, The Black Robe. 
*Hide and Seek. Poor Miss Finch. Heart and Science. 
*The Woman in White Miss or Mrs.? ‘I Say No. 
*The Moonstone. The New Magdalen. A Rogue’s Life, 
*Man and Wife. The Frozen Deep. The Evil Genius. 
*The Dead Secret. The Law and the Lady. Little Novels. 
After Dark. The Two Destinies. The Legacy of Cain. 
The Queen of Hearts. The Haunted Hotel. Blind Love. 
No Name. The Fallen Leaves. 

%y#* Marked * have been reset in new type, in uniform style, 

POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium 8vo, 64, each; cloth, 15. each. 
The M t (| Antonina. | The Dead Secret. 

Medium 8vo, 64. each. 
The Woman in White. | The New Magdalen. ] Man and Wife. 

Colman’s (George) Humorous Works: ‘ Broad Grins,’ ‘My Night- 
gown and Slippers,’ &c. ith Life and ispi Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. 

Colquhoun (M. J.).—Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
35. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W. M. Hurcison. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. 6d, 

Compton (Herbert).—The Inimitable Mrs. Massingham: a 
Romance of Botany Bay. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. 

Convalescent Cookery. By CATHERINE Ryan. Cr. 8vo, 1s.; cl., 1s, 64. 

Cooper (Edward H.).—Geoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 

Cornish (J, F.).— Sour Grapes: A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, 

Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBER1 HUNT, F,R.S. With 
two Steel Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75, 64. 

Cotes (V. Cecil).—Two Girls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 
F. H. TOWNSEND. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64.: post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 
- The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountaing. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, post 8vo, 

i ted boards, 2s. 
ET ee tan. Crown 8vo. cloth. 2. 6d. 
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Cram (Ralph Adamis). isda SERIES and White 2: Een. 8x0 
cloth, rs. 

Crellin M. N.), Books b a ys 
Romances of the Old Seragiio. With: 2 Ulystrations by s. L. Woop.. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 
Tales of the Caliph. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
The Nazarenes: A Drama. Crown 8vo, 1s. 

Crim (Matt.).—Adventures of. ‘a Fair Rebel. Crown Bo, clo h 
extra, with a Frontispiece by DAN. BEARD, 35. 6 ; post 8vo, ilfustrated beards, 25." es 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. Tales of Our Coast... By = KR. 
CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD FREDERIC, ‘Q.,' and W. CLARK Russet, With a 
Illustrations by FRANK BRANGWYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64., 

Croker (Mrs..B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. Ga. 
each; post 8vo, Austrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 25. 6d. each, 

Pretty Miss Neville, interference. Village males & Jungle 
Proper Pride. . A Family Likeness. Trage 
A Bird of Passage. A Third Person. The feat “Lady pda 
Diana Barrington. Mr. Jerwis, Married or Singla? 
Two Masters. nm 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 6d. each, 
Some One Else. 7 aos Balmaine’s Past: 
In the Kingdom of Kerry. Jason, &c, | 
Terence. With 6 Illustrations by srpwey E PAGET. 

*To Let,’ &a. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s, ; clotn limp, 2s. 64. 
The Cat's-paw. With r2 Illustrations by FRED. PEGRAM. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Cruikshank’s Comic Almanack. Complete in -Two Series: The 
, FIRST, from 18: 5 to 1843; the SECOND, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering-of the Best Humour of 
 RHACKERAY, | z OOD, AYHEW, | ALBERT SMITH, A’BECKETT, ROBERT BROUGH, &c. With 

i nd VW by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, HINE, LANDELLS, &c. 
Two Vols., ve 8vo, cloth gilt, 7. 62. each, 

The Lite of George Cruikshank. “By. BLANCHARD JERROLD.. With 84 Illustrations and a 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Cumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Large cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece tea 23 Illustrations, 
In the Himalayas and on th hé indi: an Plain _ With 42 Illustrations, 
Two Happy Years in Ceylon. With 2 28 Tustration. 
Via Cornwall to Egypt. Witha P| 

Cussans (John E.).—A Handbook + of Heraldry; with Instructions 
for Tracing Pedigrees and Pas Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with ae Woodeuts 
and 2 Coloured Plates, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Daudet (Alphonse). —The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. “Grown 
8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Davenant (Francis, M.A.).—Hints for Parents on the Choice of 
a Profession for their Sons when Starting in Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 6%. 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. With a 
Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6%. 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. 8vo, 15. ea.; cl., 15, 6d, ea, 
One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
Foods ‘or the Fat: The Dietetic Cure of Corpulency and of Gout, 

Alds to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2s.; cloth limp, 25.62. 

Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 
with Introduction and Notes, by Rev..A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Vols., crown 8vu, cloth, 35. 6d. each, 

De Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of: ‘ Edited by G. S. TREBUTIEN. 
With a Memoir by SAINTE-BEUVE. Translated from the 2oth” French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH: 
INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 64. 

De Maistre (Xavier). ey Round my Room. Translated 

Derby. (The) : The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 
by HENRY ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

of THE OAKS, By LOUIS HENRY CURZON. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2°. 6d." 

Dewar (T. R.).—A Rambie Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

De Windt (Harry), Books by. 
Through the Gold-Fields of Alaska ny Berin à 4 

Seer Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. @ Siraits, With Map and 33 full page Tilus- 
True Tales of Travel and Raventure. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. 

Dickens (Charles), About England with. By ALFRED RIMMER, 
With s7Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOF and the AUTHOR, Square vo, cloth, gs. 62, 

Beyond the Pale, 
Infatuation. 

wih 
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Dictionaries. ~~ A 
The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names in Fiction, Allusions, References, 

Proverbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems. Together with an ENGLISH AND AMERICAN 
BIBHIOC RAPHY: and 3 LIST OF THE AUTHORS AND DATES OF DRAMAS AND OPERAS, By 
Rev, E. C. BREWER, LL.D A New Edition, Revised and Enlarged, Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 64. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic.”: By the Rev. E, C. BREWER, 
: LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. ar bs 

Familiar Short Sayings of rent Mén. With Historical and ‘Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL 
A. pa NT, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

- The 8! ang Dictionary: Etymological, istorical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6c. 
Horde, Facts, and Phrases: A Dicti ‘tionary of Curious, Quaint, | and Out-of: the- Way Matters. By 

: ELIEZER EDWARDS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, 

Die ke (Rt. Hon. sir ‘Charles, Bart., RE British Empire. 
Town 8vo, 

Doha Auctin), “Works by. 
phones. ewick and his Pupils.: és Illustrations. Square 8vo, cat as az 
Four Frenchwomen, With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 65.. ve 
aM nesenth CET Vi 17 IN THREE SERIES, | Crown 8vo, Rs 6s. each, 

aladin py, and other Papers.. With 2 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, byckram, 6s. 

Débist (W. T. -—Poetical Ingenuities. Eccentricities. Posi 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 64, : 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 
Post 8ve, illustrated boards, 25. each; cloth tia 25. 6d. @ ach. 

The Man-Hunter, | Wanted! ‘ Suspioiôn ‘Arouged. | Riddles Read 
Caught at Last, Tracked to Doom. |- Detective’s Triumphs. 
Tracked and aoe rene ink by Link, n the Grip of the Law. 

ho P tty D: From Information Receive, . 
Crown 8vo, ne ne 3s. éd, each; pos 8vo, illustrated bdards, 2s, each; cloth, 2s. 62: each. |. 

The Man from Manchester. With 23 que 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. ~ 8 Chronicles of Michael Danevitch. 

Crown 8vo, at , 35. 6d. each, 
The Records of Vincent Trill, of the Detective Service. —Also picture cloth, flat back, 25, 
The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock, Private Detectiv - 
Deacon Brodie; or, Behind thé Mask. - |: Tales of Teikor, : 
Dark Deeds. Crown gvo, picture cloth, flat ‘back, as. 

Dowling (Richard).—Old Corcoran’s Money. Crown 8vo, cl., 3s. a. 
Doyle (A. Conan).—The Firm of Girdiestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex:, with Portraits,’3s. 64. per Vol, 
, Ban Jonson’s Works. With Notes, Critical and E: , and a Biog ical Memoir by 
“+ WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 4 
Chapman’s Works, Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the te complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 

ranslations, with an Essay by A.C. SWINBURNE; Vol. II Translations of the qbad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe’ ’3' Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel’ CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 
M 8 Plays, From GIFFORD'S Text. » dited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. “One’ Yoh. 

Dublin Castle and Dublin Society, Recollections of. By A 
NATIVE. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top 6s. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. EVERARD Cotes), Books by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. each. ‘ - 

À £ocial Departure. With Tir Tlustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND: ; 
An American Girl With 801 DE F. H. 
The Simple denis ofa Memsahib. _With 37 Mlustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND, 

Crown 8vo, a cloth extra, 5. 6d, each, - 
A Daugf of To-Day. . | Yernon’s. “With 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST, 

Dutt (Romesh C.).—England and India: : À Record of Progress 
during One Hundred Years. Crom 8vo, cloth, 25. < 

Early English Poets."” Edited, with Tntroductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Bvo. cloth boards, 3s. 62, per Volume. 

Fleteher' Ss oies Complete Poems. One Vol. 
Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. E 
Herrick’s (Robert) Complete Eoliected Poems, Three Vols. © 
Sidney’s (Sir Philip) C: 1 Works. Three’ ee 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A nr in eran 
and on the River Plate. With 4x Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by | 
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illustrated rae: es. | A Plaster Saint. Cr, 8vo, ch as. 6m. 
Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cioth, 35. 62. ; illustrated boards, 2s, 

Edwards (Eliezer). Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 
of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way: Matters, Cheaper Edition, Crown 8vo, cloth; 35.60, %- 

Egerton (Rev, J. C., M.A.).— Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 
verton (Rey by Rev. Dr. H: WaCE, and Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss 

Roolactan /Faward\) _Davus A Navel Pact Run illnet hnarde ne 

a 
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Englishman (An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections during the 
Reign of Louis Philippe and the Empire. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6a. : 

Englishman’s House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 
ing a House. By C.J. RICHARDSON. Coloured ispi and 534 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.).—The Life and Times of 
Prince Charlie Stuart, Count of Albany (THE YOUNG PRETENDER). With a Portrait, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 

Eyes, Our: How to Preserve Them. By Joun BRowNING. Cr. 8vo, is. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By SAMUEL ARTHUR Bent, 

A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 64. each. 
The Chemical History of a Candle: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience, Edited 

by WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations. 
On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each other, Edited by 

WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With Illustrations, 

Farrer (J. Anson).—War: Three Essays. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s, 64. 
Fenn (G. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each ; post vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
The New Mistress. | Witness to the Deed.| The Tiger Lily. |The White Virgin, 

Crown 8vo, cloth 35. 64. each, 
A Woman Worth Winning.; Double Cunning. The Story of Antony Grace 
Cursed by a Fortune. A Fluttered Dovecote. The Man with a Shadow, 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. King of the Castle. One Maid’s Mischief. 
Commodore Junk, The Master of the Cere-| This Man’s Wife, 
Black Blood. monies. In Jeopardy. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, each, 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok: a Story of Adventure. 5 
The Cankerworm: being Episodes of a Woman's Life. _ 

A Crimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Feuerheerd (H. L.).—The Gentleman’s Cellar; or, The Butler and 
Cell: ‘s Guide, SECOND EDITION. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, rs. 

Fiction, A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of 
over NINE HUNDRED NOVELS, will be sent free by Messrs. CHATTO & WINDUS upon icati 

Fin-Bec.—The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 
and Dining. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 67. 

Firework-Making, The Complete Art of; or, The Pyrotechnists 
_ Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH.” With 267 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. 

First Book, My. By WALTER Besant, JAMES Payn, W. CLark Rus- 
SELL, GRANT ALLEN, HALL CAINE, GEORGE R. SIMS, RUDYARD KIPLING, A. CONAN DOYLE, 
M. E. BRADDON, F. W. ROBINSON, H. RIDER HAGGARD, R. M. BALLANTYNE, I. ZANGWILL, 
MORLEY ROBERTS, D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, MARY CORELLI, J. K. JEROME, JOHN STRANGE 
WINTER, BRET HARTE, ‘Q.,’ ROBERT BUCHANAN, and R. L. STEVENSON. With a Prefatory Story 
by JEROME K. JEROME, and 185 lilustrations. A New Edition. Small demy 8vo, art linen, 3s. 64. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 
Little Essays: Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 62. 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
Bella Donna, | The Lady of Brantome. The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Polly. Never Forgotten. Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
Sir Henry Irving: Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6a. 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. : 
Popular Astronomy: A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. ELLARD GORB, 

.R.A.S. With Three Plates and 288 Illustrations. Medium 8vo, cloth, ros. 64. 
Urania: A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 

Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes b 
Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.1. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, as. 6a. : eee 

Forbes (Archibald).—The Life of Napoleon III. With Photo. 
gravure Frontispiece and Thirty-six full-page Illustrations, Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Forbes (Hon. Mrs. Walter R. D).—Dumb. Cr. 8vo, cl., gilt top, 6s. 
Francillon (R. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 67. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, es. a 
One by One. | A Real Queen. | A Dog and his Shadow. | hopes ct Sand. Ilust. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Queen Cophetua. | Olympia. | Romances of the Law. | King or Knave? 
Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6a, 
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Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 64. each 
illustrated boards 25. each. 
Seth's Brother s Wife. | The Lawton Girl. 

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun, Thre 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 225. 6d. 

Fry’s (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, 1901-2 
Edited by JOHN LANE. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 64. 

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth limp. 1s, 6d. each. 
A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse. By GEORGE GLENNY, 
Housshold Horticulture. By TOM and JANE JERROLD. Illustrated. 

__The Garden that Paid the Rent. By TOM JERROLD. 

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Bein; 
the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by th 
Author and F, H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4to, half-bound, 215. 

Gaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Tale of ‘The Terror.’ Trans 
Jated by JOHN DE VILLIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 
picture cloth, flat back, 25. 

Gentleman’s Magazine, The. 1s. Monthly. Contains Stories 
Articles upon Literature, Science, Biography, and Art, and‘ Table Talk’ by SYLVANUS URBAN, 
#$* Bound Volumes for recent years kept in stock, 8s. 6d.¢ach. Cases for binding, 25. each, 

Gentleman’s Annual, The. Published Annually in November, 1s, 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm anc 
Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and 22 Steel Plates afte 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 75. 6.4. 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 25. ea 
Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. | Loving a Dream. | The Braes of Yarrow 
The Golden Shaft. With Frontispiece. Of High Degrea. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each 

The Flower oft the Forest. | A Hard Knot. By Mead and Stream, 
The Dead H art ueen of the ‘Meadow. Fancy Free. 
For Lack o 1 Go n Pastures Green. In Honour Bound, 
What Will Tthe Worla Say? In Loye and War, Heart’s Delight. 
For the King. A Heart’s P Blood-Money. 

Gibney (Somerville).—Sentenced! Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 2s, 64, each. 
The FIRST SERIES contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea—Charity— The Princess- 

The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. 
The SECOND SERIES: Broken 1 d—S Gretch Dan'l Druce—Tom Cob 

H.M.S. ‘ Pinafore '—The Sorcerer Tike Pirates of Haein 
The 1 THIRD SERIES: Comedy and Tragedy— airy—R 

Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado Ruddigoree-The- Yeomen of the freer es Gondoliers- 
The Movntebanks—Utopia. 

Eight Original Comic Operas written by W.S. GILBERT. In Two Series, Dem: my BVO} clott 
2s.6d. each. The FIRST containing: The Sorcerer—H.M.S. ue ‘—The Pirates of Penzance- 
Tolanthe—Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jur: 

The SECOND SERIES containing: Soe Conder ae > Grand "Buke—The Yeomen of the Guard- 
His Excellency— Utopia, Limited—Ruddig te to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book: “Quotations for Boy Day in the Year “selecte 
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALEX. WATSOD 

Vapancse leather, 25.64, _ Royal 16mo, 

Gilbert (William). — James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vc 
illustrated boards, 25. 

Gissing (Algernon), Novels by Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each 
A Secret of the North Sea. The Wealth of Mallerstang. 

Glanville (Ernest), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Lost Heiress: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NISBE’ 
The Fossicker: A Romance of M d. With Two Ill by HUME NISBET, 
A Fair Colonist. With a F by STANLEY WOOD. 

The Golden Rock. Witha Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 64, 
Kloof Yarns. Crown 8vo cloth, 15. 6¢. 
Tales from the Weld. With Twelve Illustrations by M. NISBET. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 
Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations by J. S. CROMPTON, R.I. Large crown 8vo, cloth, g: 

edges, 5s.; cloch, gilt top, 6s. 

Glenny (George).—A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse 
Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden, Post 8vo, ts, ; cloth, 15.6 
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Godwin (William).—Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl., 25. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations 

from the Best Authors. By THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

Goodman (E. J.).—The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 3s.,6d, 
Grace (Alfred A.).—Tales of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Monuments, By ERNST -GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by "Dr. F. HUBFFER. With 545 Illustra- 
tions, Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6. 

Grey (Sir George),—The Romance of a Proconsul: : Being the 
Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GEORGE GREY, K.C.B. By JAMES MILNE. With Portrait. SECOND 
EDITION. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. 

Griffith (Cecil).—Corinthia Marazion: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 35. 62, 

Gunter (A. Clavering, Author of ‘Mr, Barnes of New York’).— 
A Florida Enchantment. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. 

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans- 
lated from the German of Dr. J. PINCUS, Crown 8vo, 15.3; cloth, 15. 6d. 

Hake (Dr. AMONT Gordon), Poems by. a 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. each, 
New Symbols. The ‘Serpent Play. 

Joe Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s. 

Halifax (C.).—Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. By Mrs. L, T. MEADE aad 
CLIFFORD HALIFAX, M.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 
Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 
Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 62. 

Hall (Owen), Novels by. = S 
The Track of a Storm. crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 62. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 
Jatsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 
Eureka. Crown 8vo, cloth, aie ire 

Halliday (Andtew):—Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, bourds,as,_ 
Hamiiton (Cosmo), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 64. each. 

The Glamour of the Impossible. | gh & Keyhole. — 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 
y Text. By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 67. 

Hanky-Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 
Hand, &c, Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Hardy Rev. E. J., Author of ‘ How to be Happy though Married ’).— 
‘Love, Courtship, and Marriage. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 

Hardy (Iza Duffus), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, ain, gilt top, 6s. each, 

The Lesser Evil. Man, Woman, and Fate, 

Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 35. 64. ; illustrated boards, 2s.: cloth limp, 2s. 6¢.—Also the FINE PAPER EDITION, Pott ore 
cloth, gilt top, 2s.net ;. leather, gilt edges, 35. net. £ Ss 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 
The Art of Beauty. With Coloured F i and ox Ih Square 8vo, cloth bds., 6s. 
The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations, Sq, 8vo, cloth bds., 6s. 
The Art of Dress. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, 15. : cloth, rs. 62. 
Chaucer for Schools. Sin the Story of his Times and his Work. A New Edition, rerised: 
With a Frontisplece. Dem: es cloth, 2s. 

for Children. ‘ith 3! ) (8 Coloured). Crown ato, cloth extra, 35. 62. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M. à. —American Humorists: WASHINGTON 
IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, MARK 
TWAIN, and BRET HARTE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. a 
Crown 8vo, ae extra, 35. 64. each ; Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25:each, 

Garth. | au ice Quentin. Beatrix Randolp he With Four Illusts. 
Bebastian Btro me, David Poindexter's Disappearance, 
Fortune's Fool, | Dust, ‘Four Illusts,, The Spectre of the Camera. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each. 
Miss Cadogna. 1 Love—or a Name. 
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Harte’s Bret) Collected Works.: ‘Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 

V 

D 

TION, in Ten Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
1. COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIG; WORKS, With Steel-plate Portrait. 

“II. THE Luck oF ROARING CAMP—BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN LEGEND, 
nm UE cire OF THE BRGONSUTSEASTEEN SKETCHES. yy 
” . GABRIEL CONROY, ol. V. STORIES—CONDENSED NOVELS, &c. 

ot VE TALES oF THD paeirre BLOPRS : Das ; 
» VU, TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE—II. With Portrait by JOHN PETTIE, R.A, 
» VIII. TALES OF.THE/PINE AND THE CYPRESS. a 
n IX, BUCKEYE AND CHAPPAREL. 
» XX. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN, &c. i sf or 

Bret Harte’s Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. ith Portrait of the Author and 40 Illus 
trations. Crown 8v6, cloth, 3s, 62 LES ce Es un. Bret Harte’s Poetical Works, : Printed on hand-made-paper. Crown 8vo,-buckram, 4s. 64. 

Some Later Verses. Crown 8vo, linen gilt, ss. : 
In a Hollow of the Hills. Crowu:8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 62. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s, each, 
Gabriel Conroy. NA a 
A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY I. WOOD. z 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L, WOOD. 

: a jee À ‘Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 67. each. eg 
A Sappho Gel Green ‘Springs, &c. ‘With Two Illustrations by HUME NISBET.—Also In picture 

cloth, flat back, zs. % at is Z 
Colonel Starbottle’s Client, and Some Other Péüple. Witha Frontispiece, 
Busy: A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE, en 
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others. |. de 

Protegee of Jack Hamlin’s, &c. ‘With 26 Illustrations by W. SMALL and others. 
The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c. With 39 Illustrations by DUDLEY HARDY and others 
Clarence : A Story of the American War. With Bight Illustrations, by; A JULE GOODMAN. 
Barker's Luck, &c. With’3g Illustrations by A. FORESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &c. * 
Devil's Ford, &c. With a Frontispiece bye «'H: OVEREND, # 
The Crusade of the “ Excelsior.” ith a Frontispiece by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE., 
Three Partners ; or, The Big Strike on Heavy Tree Hill, With 8 Illustrations by J. GULICH. 
Tales of Trail and Town. With Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB-HOOD, “ 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
An Heiress of Red Dog. | The Luck of Roaring Camp. | Californian Stories. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each ; cloth, 2s. 64. each, A 
Flip. | Maruja. | _A Phyilis of the Sierras. 

Heckethorn (C. W.), Books by. 2 
London Souvenirs. | London M. les: Social, Historical, and Topographical. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. each. 
Animals and their Masters. I Social Pressure. 

Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. ;. post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Henderson (Isaac).— Agatha Page: A Novel Cr. 8vo,cl., 35. 6d. 
Henty (G. A.), Novels by. 

Rujub, the Juggier. With Eight Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD, Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt 
edges, en ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. © 

Colonel Thorndyke’s Secret, With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD. Small demy 8vo, 
cloth, gilt edges, ss. 

_ Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 6d. each. i 
The Queen’s Cup. È if Dorothy’s Double. 

Herman (Henry).—A Leading Lady. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 64. 
Herrick’s (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

Collected Poems. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D., 
Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 35. 64: each. 

Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).—Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
lated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. : re 

Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 
the People. With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. 

Hill (Headon).—Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64.; 
i Post 8vo, picture boards, 25, , 

ill 1 orks by. ve 
SU Goh), . Post 8vo, ae 25, | The Con A t Cr. 3vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Hinkson (H. A.).—Fan Fitzgerald. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).—The Lover’s Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Sort, Sir H. Maxiwect, 

., M:P., JOHN WATSON, JANE BARLOW, MARY LOVETT CAMERON, JUSTIN H MCCARTHY 
Batts On W, Fe J..H. SALTER, PHŒBE ALLEN, S, J. BECKETT, L, RIVERS VINE 
and C. F, GORDON CUMMING, Crown 8vo, cloth, rs, 6. ie 
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Hollingshead (John).—According to My Lights. With a Portrait, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo, cioth 

limp, 2s. 6¢. Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 25. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Professor at the Breakfast-Table. 

In One Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 
the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. 
Hood's Whims and Oddities. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, halt-bound, 2s. _ 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes, With a Life. A New Edition, with a Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).—The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 

Hopkins (Tighe), Novels by. 
For Freedom. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each. 
*‘Twixt Love and Duty. With a Frontispiece. | The Incomplete Adventurer. 
The of Carri | Nell Haffend With 8 Illustrations by C. GREGORY. 

Horne (R. Hengist).— Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 
Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 

Hornung (E. W.).—The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 6s. 

Hugo (Victor).—The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d’Islande). Trans- 
lated by Sir GILBERT CAMPBELL. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. 

Hume (Fergus), Novels by. 
The Eady from Nowhere. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. ; picture cloth, flat back, as. 
The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of ‘ Molly Bawn'), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each : cloth limp, 2s. 67. each. 

In Durance VYile, l An Unsatisfactory Lover, 

Crown 8vc, cloth extra, 3s. 60. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 25. 64. each. 
A Maiden All Forlorn. Peter's Wife. eP s Ex 
Marvel. Lady Patty. The Three Graces. 
A Modern Circe, Lady Verner’s Flight. ~~ | Nora Creina. 
April’s Lady. The Red-House Mystery. | A Mental Struggle. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. each. 
An Anxious M {| The Coming of Chloe. | A Point of Conscien | Lovice. 

Hunt’s (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 
by EDMUND OLLIER. Post 8vo, half-bound, 25. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Cask | Self-C d | That Other Person. The Lead 
Mrs. Juliet, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Hutchison (W. M.).—Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. 

Hydrophobia: An Account of M. PasTeur's System ; The Technique of 
‘his Method, and Statistics. By RENAUD SUZOR, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Impressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 64. ee 

Indoor Paupers. By ONE ofr THEM. Crown 8vo, 15. : cloth, rs. 64. 

Inman (Herbert) and Hartley Aspden.—The Tear of Kalee. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

In Memoriam: Verses for every Day in the Year. Selected and 
arranged by LUCY RIDLEY. Small square 8vo. cloth, 2s. 67. net : leather, 35. 67 net. 

Innkeeper’s Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler’s Manual. 
By J. TREVOR-DAVIES. A New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 
PERCEVAL GRAVES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6¢. 

James AS TL €). — À Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. Post 
vo, cloth limp, rs, 64. 

Jameson (William).--My Dead Self. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64. 



CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 13 

Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

Jefferies (Richard), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. each, 
Nature near London, t The Life of the Fields. | The Open Alr. 5 
*;* Also the HAND-MADE PAPER EDITION, crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each ; and the FINE 

PAPER EDITION of The Life of the Fields, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 25, net; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. By Sir WALTER BESANT. With a Photograph Portrait. 
rown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 62. 
Lord Tennyson: A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth, rs. 64. 

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 
Stageland. With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE, Fcap. 4to, picture cover, rs, 
John I ld, &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. BOYD and JOHNGULICH. Fcap. 8vo, pic. cov. 15. 64. 

Jerrold (Douglas).—The Barber’s Chair; and The Hedgehog 
Lettérs. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound. 2s. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, 1s. ea. ; cloth limp, 1s. 64. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. a 
Housshold Horticülture : A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward).—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo,.clsextra, 3s. 6d, each. 
Finger-Ring Lore : Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With’Hundreds of Ill i « 
Crowns and C : A History of Regalia. With or Ilustratio 

Jonson’s (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM, Three Vols, 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6a. each. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by WHISTON. Con- 
taining ‘ The Antiquities of the Jews’ and ‘The Wars of the Jews.’ With, 52 Tlustrations and Maps, 

ols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 125. 64. 

Kempt (Robert).—Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6%, 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. ; cloth, 25. 62. 

King (R. Ashe), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 
‘The Wearing of the Green.’ ! Passion’s Slave. l Bell Barry. 

A Drawn Game. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Kipling Primer (A). Including Biographical and Critical Chapters, 
an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. KNOWLES, Editor of 

‘ ¢The Golden Treasury of American Lyrics” With Two Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6%. 

Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — The 
Patient’s Vade Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 15.64. 

Knights (The) of the Lion: A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 
“Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OF LORNE, K.T. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Lambert (George).—The President of Boravia. Crown 8vo,cl., 35.64. 

Lamb’s (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 
*Poetry for Children ‘and ‘ Prince Dorus.’ Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R: H. SHEP- 
HERD; With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ‘Essay on Roast Pig.’ Crown 8vo, cloth, gs. 64. 

The Essays of Elia. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. : 
Little Essays: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY 

FITZGERALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 64. à 5 : 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. With Introduction and Notes by BRANDER MAT- 

THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 64." - 

Landor (Walter Savage).—Citation and Examination of William 
Shakspeare, &c. betore Sir Thomas Duc i lings roth ber, 1582. To which 
is added, À Conference of Master Édmund Spenser with the Earl of Essex, touching the 
State of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. 8vo, half-R ‘2s. 6d. = 

Lane (Edward William).—The Thousand and One Nights, com- 
monly called in England The Arabian Nights’ Entertainments. Translated from the Arabic, 
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs-by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD 
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols,, demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. ea. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. ; 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. Post 8vo, laid paper, half-bound, 2s, 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. each. 
Forensic Anecdotes. i} Theatrical Anecdotes. 

EL) 
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Lehmann {R.- C.), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 1s, 64, each. 
> Herry Flu yer at Camb ridge: a 
? Conversational Hints for Young Shooters: A Guide to Polite Talk. 

Leigh (Henry S.).—Carols of Cockayne. Printed on hand- made 
paper, bound in buckram, ss. 

Leland (C. Godfrey). —A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 
With Diagrams, Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

Lepelletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Géne. Translated from 
the French by JOHN DE VILLIERS. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. ; picture boards, 2s. 

Le is John K.), Novels by. 
indsays. ost 8vo, picture-bds.,2s, | A Sora Temptation. Cr, 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 63," 

FETES (Adam).—A Tragedy in Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth, 36. 6d, 

Lindsay (Harry, Author of. ‘Methodist Idylls’), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6 Sd. each. 

Rhoda Robarts. | The of the C racy of ‘The Forty.’ 

Judah Pyecroft, Purltan. Crown 8vo, cloth, ae top, 6s. 

Einton ee Lynn), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, ae gs. 6d. : & 

= eis 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo, ili a boards, 2 each, 
Patricia Kemball. | Ione. Under Rhin Lord ca With 2 Illustrations, 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. “My Lov: -{_ Sowing tne. inde 
The World Well Lost. With 12 Illusts, Paston Caress! Millionaire and Mi 
The One Too Many. Dulcie Everton. : Witha Silken: ‘Thread, 

The Rebel of the Family. . 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. Sh. . 

Witch Stories. i Ourselves: eee on Women. 
Freeshooting: Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LYNN LINTON, 

Lowe (Charles, M.A.).—Our Greatest Living Soldiers, With 
8 Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. 

Lucy (Henry, W.).— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 35. 64. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Macalpine (Avery), Novels by. 
Teresa Itasca. Crown 8vo, cloth extras 15 
Broken Wings. With Six Il ‘ions by W. J. HE Y. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

- MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 
Mr. Stranger’s Sealed Packet. hd 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, de 
Ednor Whitlock. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Macdonell (Agnes).—Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 25: 
MacGregor (Robert).—Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Games, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. 

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or, 
Music at Twilight. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 6s. 

Mackenna (Ste ephen J. ) and J. Augustus O’Shea.—Brave Men 
in Action: Thrilling Stories of the British Flag. With 8 Illustrations by STANLEY: L. Woop. 
Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, ss. 

McCarthy ustin), Works by. 
A History a Our Own Times, from ioe Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 

IBRARY EDITION. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, r2s. each.—Also a POPULAR 
EDITION: in Four Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each.—And the JUBILEE EDITION, with -an 

pendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols., “farge crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. each. 
A ais tory of Our Own Times, from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 

or crown 8vo, cloth, ne 
A Short H History of Our O wn Times. One Vol, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.—Also a CHEAP 

OPULAR EDITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, 
A History of the Four Georges ‘aud of William the Fourth. By JUSTIN MCCARTHY 

and JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY, Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each 
Tha Réign of Queen Anne, 2 vols.,,demy 8vo, ‘cloth, 125. each. [Prepare 
Reminiscences. With a Portralt. Two Vols, demy 8vo, cloth, 245. Wols, ur. &IV. or. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, it 6a, ae } post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 25. 6¢. each, 
The Waterdale Neighbou: Donna Quixote, With re Illustrations, 
My Enemy 8 Daughier. + The Comet of a Season. 
A Fair Saxon. Linley Rochford. Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations. Ÿ 
Dear Lady Disdain. | The Dictator. Camiola: A Girl witha Fortune. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Illustrations, Rea D | e Riddle di 
The Three Disgraces, and other Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 62. 
Mononia: A Love Story of ' Forty-eight.” Crown &vo, cloth, gilt top, 
LES Right Honourable,’ B By Just TIN MCCARTHY and Mrs, CRRPERLL PRAED, Crown 8yo, 

cloth extra, 65. 
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McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. 
ane French Revolution. (Constituent Assembly, 1789-91). Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, Yes, each, 
An Outline of the History of Ireland, Crown 8vo, 15. : cloth, 1s, 62, 
Ireland Since the Union: Sketches of Irish History, 1798-1 1798-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 
Hafiz in London: Poems.' Small 8vo, gold cloth, 35. &% 
Qur Sensation Noyel. Crown 8vo, picture cover, zs. ; cloth limp, rs. 64, 
oom : ‘An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, ts. 

Dolly: A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, rs. ; cloth limp, 15. 6¢, 
Lil ass! A Romance. Crown 8vo, ee cover, 15.; cloth limp, 15. 6a, 
A London ‘Legend. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
The Royal Ch Crown 8vo, Scioth, 3s. 6d. 

MacDonaid (George, LL.D.), Books by. 
Works of Fancy and Imagination. Ten -Vols., 16mo, cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, 215.3 UF 

the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier cloth, at 25. 67. each. 
Vol, I. WITHIN AND WITHOUT.—TIIE HIDDEN LIFE. « 
n Il, THE DISCIPLE.—THE GOSPEL WOMEN.—BOGK OF SONNETS.—ORGAN SONGS, . !. 
“ UL VIOLIN SONGS.—SONGS OF THE DAYS AND NIGHTS,—A BOOK OR. DREAMS, ROADSIDE 

POEMS.—PORMS FOR CHILDREN. . 

w_ IV, PARABLES.—BALLADS.—SCOTCH SONGS. ie 
n V. & VI. PHAN’ ASTES: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. THE PORTENT. - 
uv VIII, THE LIGHT PRINCESS.—THE GIANT'S HEART.—SHADOWS. tout 
» IX. CROSS PURPOSES.—THE GOLDEN KEY.—THE CARASOYN.. LITTLE DAYLIGHT. 
o |X THE CRUEL PAINTER.—THE WOW O! RIVVEN.—THE CASTLE.—THE BROKEN SwoRDs, 

—THE GRAY WOLF.—UNCLE CORNELIUS. 

Poetical Works of Georga MacDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Anithions Two Vols, 
crown 8vo, buckram, 

A Threefold Cord, Edited by GEORGE MACDONALD. Post 8vo, cloth, ss, 
Phantastes: A Faerie Romance, With 25 Illustrations by J. BELL, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 
Heather and Snow: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 
Lilith: A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, GS, see 

Machray (Robert).—A Blow over the Heart. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 6s. 

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 
_-ters: 85 Portraits by DANIEL MACLISE; with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical, Bibliographiral, 

and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by WII. LIAM 
BATES, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. ~ a 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by... Square 8vo, cloth ‘extra, 6s, each. 
In the Ardennes, With 50 Illustrations by THOMAS R. MACQUOID., 
Plotures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 Illusts. by T. R pMACAUOID: 
Through Normandy. With o2 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map. 
About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID. = 

Magician’ s Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 
Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 67. 

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 
By, T, C. HEPWORTH. With zo Illustrations, Crown 8vo, rs. ; cloth, 1s. 64. 

Magna Charta: : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 
um, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals ngd in Gold and Colours, 55. 

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d’Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table, (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RAN- 
KING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 
. The New Republic. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture boards, zs. 
” The New Paul and Virginia: Positivism on an Island. Post ‘&vo, cloth, 2s, 6¢., 

- Poems. Small 4to, 8s. | Is Lifa Worth Living? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Margueritte (Paul and Victor), —The Disaster. Translated by 
1-RRBPERIC LEES. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35.64 .. : 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations, Edited, vi Notes 
and by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. . Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. 

Massinger’s Plays. From the. Text of WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited 
by Col. CUNNINGHAM.. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6¢. 

Matthews (Brander).—A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 25. 62. anit 

Max O’Rell,.Books by. Crown pe cloth, 3s. 64, each. 
Her,Royal Highness Woman. - Btudies in Cheerfulness. + <*" © 

Merivale (Herman). —Bar, Sass and Platform: Autobiégraphic 
Memories Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. oF a RS wa 

Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. LT reims 
The Man who was Good, Post 8vo, picture boards, 25. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each 
This Stage of Feels. Cynthia: A Daughter of the Phillstines, 
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Meade (L. T.), Novels by. 
A Soldier of grtune. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6, ; post 8vo, i d boards, 25, 

. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67. each. 
The Voice of the Ch With 8 I i A Son of Ishmael. 
In an Iron Grip. On the Brink of a RCbASHS An Adventuress. 

— The Siren. gale Way of a Wo The Blue Diamond, 
Dr. Rumsey’s Patient, By L. T. MEADE and CriFFORD ALLE M.D. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
This T World. SECOND EDITION. i’ A Stumble by the Way. . 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande, = By 
A. E. SWEET and J. ARMOY KNOX. with 265 lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).—Physiology for the Young; or, The 
House of Life, With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth, 1s. 64, each. 
The Hygiene of the Skin. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, Wines, Bec. 
The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. 
The Laws of Life, and their R to Di of the Skin. 

Minto (Wm.).—Was She Good or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 64. 
Mitchell (Edmund), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 

The Lone Star Rush. With 8 Illustrations by NORMAN H. HARDY. 
Only a Nigger. 

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each. 
Plotters cf Paris. | The Temple of Death. | To ds the Snows. 

Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each, 
The Gun-Runnepr: A Romance of Zululand. Witha Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD. 
The King’s Assegai. With Six full-page Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. z 
Renshaw Fanning’s Quest. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. ‘Woop. : oer 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
The Triumph of Hilary Blachland. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, és. ee HAE 

Molesworth (Mrs.).—Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, -eloth, 
35. 64. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, 

, Moncrieff (W. D. Scot An Historical Drama. 
With Seven Etchings by JOHN PETTIE, W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTER, COLIN HUNTER, 
R. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM. Imperial 4to, buckram, 215. 

Montagu (Irving). Things I Have Seen in War. With 16 full- 
_ _pagel Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 
The Epicurean; and Alciphron. Ake 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
Exose and Verse; including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON. Edited 

by R. H SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 64. 

Morrow (W. C.).—Bohemian Paris of To-Day. With 106 Illustra- 
tions by EDOUARD CUCUEL. Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Muddock (J. E.), Stories by. 
Crown vo, cloth extra, 35. 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. With 12 ar ns D bys ‘STANLEY woop. 
Basile the Jester. With Frontispiece by STANLEY Wo! 
Young Lochinvar. — | The Golden Idol. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
The Dead Man’s Secret. l From the Bosom of the Deep. 

ies Weird and Wonderful. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 64. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra ae 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boats, 2s. 

A Life’s Atonement. Model Father. Martin, 's Little Girl. 
Joseph's Coat, 12 Illusts. où Blazer's Hero. Time's Revenges. 
Coals of Fire. 3 Illusts. Cynic Fortune. Frontisp. A Wasted Crime. 
men Beranee: By the Gate of the Sea. In Direst Peril. 

A Bit of Human Natura. Mount Despalr. 
are Way of the World. | First Person Singular. A Capful o° Nails. 
The Making of a, Novelist : An Experi in Autobi hy. With a Collotype Portrait Cr. 
A buckram, 3s. 
My in Fioti Crown 8vo, buckram, 3s. 64. 
His One Ghost. onan 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64.; picture cloth, flat back, 25. . 

Crown 8ve cloth, . 6a, each. 
This Little World. x 3 a Race for Millions. 
Tales in Prose and Yerse. With Frontispiece by ARTHUR ITOPKINS, 

Crown 8 0, Cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
The Church of Humanity. ‘ ° I ail EURE Last Journey. 

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

One Traveller Returns. The Bishops’ Bible 
Paul Jones’s Alias, &c. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and G, NICOLET, 
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Murray (Henry), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, cloth, 25, 64. eac! 

A Game of Bluff. | A ‘Bond of Sixpence. 

Newbolt (H.).—Taken from the Enemy. Post 8vo, leatherette, 1s. 

Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 
*Bail Up.’ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35 64.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8 lustrated boards, 2s. 

Lessons in Art. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 25. 64. 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
etre boards, 25, sf 
Bain nS. | Billy Bellew. With a Frontispiece by F, H. TOWNSEND. 

ore Wentworth’s Idea, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 67. 

Oakley (John).—A Gentleman in Khaki: A Story of the South 
African War. Demy 8vo, picture cover, rs. 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. FORE Evo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Doctor Rameau. A Last Love. 

A Weird Gift. Crownë&v cloth, 3s. 6d, ; = 8vo, j picture boards, 25. 
Love’s T d by F ROTHWELL, rown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. 

Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 
The Primrose Path ] Whiteladies, 
The Greatest Heiress in England. 

The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. 

O’Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64, each. 

Music and Moonlight, | Songs of a Worker. 

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ros. 6d. 

Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. ea. 
Held in Bondage. A Dog of "Flanders. n Maremma. Wanda 

Pascarel. | Signa Bimbi. | yrlin, 
| Chandos. Two Wooden Shoes. rescoes. | Othmar, 

Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage| In a Winter City. >rincess Napraxine. 
Under. Two Flags. Ariadne. | Friendship. suilderoy. | Ruffino, 

| Idalia. A Village Commune. wo Offenders, 
Folle:Farine. Moths. : Pipistrello. anta Barbara. 

POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium Bvo, 6: 6d. each ; cloth, xs. each, 
Under Two Flags. | Moths. 

Medium 8vo, 62, each. 
Held in Bondage. | Puck. _ 

The Waters of Edera. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35,6%. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works of OUIDA by F. SYDNHY MORRIS. Post 

8vo, cloth extra, 5s. —CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, 25. : a 

Pandurang Hari; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo, With Preface by Sir 
BARTLE FRERE. Post” 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 

Paris Salon, The Illustrated Catalogue of the, for 1902. (Event. 
fourth Year.) With over 300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 35. (May, 

1 

Payn (James), Novels by. 
Crown’ 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each! 

Lost Sir Massingberd. The Family Scapegrace. 
A County Family. Holiday Tasks. 
ens Black than We're Painted. The Talk of the Town. With 12 Illusts, 
By P ALES F | For Cash Only. The Mystery of Mirbridge. 

igh The ord and the Will, 
A Sontidential Agent. With 12 Iltusts. The Burnt Million. 
A Grape from a Thorn. With121llusts. | Sunny Stories. | A Trying Patient, 

Post 8vo illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Humorous Stories. | From Exile, Found Dead. | Gwendoline’s Harvest. 
The Foster Brothers. Mirk Abbey. | A Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath Him. The Canon’s Ward. 
Bentinck’s Tutor. | Walter’ s Word. Not: Wooed, But Wo: 
A Perfect Treasure. Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 
Like Father, Like Son. The Best of Husbands. 
A Woman’s Vengeance. Halves. What He Cost Her, 
Carlyon’s Year. | Cecil’s Tryst. Fallen Fortunes.| Kit: A Memory. 
Murphy’s Master. | At Her Mercy. Under One Roof.| Glow-worm Tales. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. A Prince of the Blood. 
Bome Private Views. 

A Modern Dick Whittington ; or, A Patron of Letters. With a Portrait of the Author, Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 25, 

In Peril and J Privation. With 17 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Notes from the ‘News,’ Crown 8vo. cloth, vs. 6¢. 
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Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 
+ Introduction and Notes by T. M‘CRIE, D.D. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 

Paul (Margaret A.).—Gentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 
Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON, 3s. 64, ; post 8vo, ill d boards, 2s. ig 

Payne (Will).—Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64, ea. 
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. . 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G, DU MAURIER. 
The Muses of Mayfair: Vers de Socièté. Selected by H. C. PENNELL. 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 1s. 64. each. 
An Old Maid’s Paradise, 15 puree es in Paradise. : 
B d th i picture cover, 15. cloth, rs. 6d. 3 7 nak the Fie Gates, Fost 8vo, Pit ours steed Cloths Tf: Bio, cloth, 15: GE | 

Phil May’s Sketch-Book, Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. Crown 
6d, = folio, cloth, 2s, 

Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown 8vo, art canvas, gilt top, 5s. ea. 
Famous Violinists and Fine Violins. . 
Woice and Violin: Sketches, Anecdotes, and R 

Planche (J. R.), Works by. 
The Pursuivant of Arms. With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 64, 
Songs and Poems, 1819-1879. With Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNESS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men.. With Notes and a Life of 
Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LANGHORNE, and Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth ros. 6d, 

Poe’s (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays. 
With an Introduction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6%. 

Pollock (W. H.).—The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays: By 
Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK. With go Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s, 

Pond (Major J. B.).—Eccentricities cf Genius: Meinories of 
Famous Men and Women of the Platform and the Stage. With 91 Portraits. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12% 

Pope’s Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. + 

Porter (John).—Kingsclere. Edited by Byron WEBBER. With 19 
full-page and many smaller Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 6a. 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s. each, 
The Romance of a Station. |The Soul of © Adrian, © 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 62. each ; post 8vo, boards, 25, each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. & | Christina Chard. With Frontispiece by W PAGET. 
Mrs. Tregaskiss, With8 Illustrations by ROBERT SAUBER. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Nulma. i Madame Izan. | ‘As a Watch in the Night.’ 

Price (E. C.).—Valentina. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Princess Olga.—Radna: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; 
Pryce (Richard).—Miss Maxwell’s Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

with Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW, 35. 64.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. : g : 

Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. : 
Flowers of the Sky. With ss Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64. 
Easy Star Léssons. With Star Maps for cvery Night in the Year. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 
Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

‘ Saturn and its System. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ros. 64. - 
Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
The Universe of Suns, &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
Wages and Wants of Sci Wi Crown 8vo, 15. 64. 

Rambosson (J.).—Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. PITMAN. 
With ro Coloured Plates and 63 Woodcut Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 2 went 

Randolph (Col. G.).—Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown 8vo, cloth,.7: 
Read (General Meredith).—Historic Studies in Vaud, Bêrne, 

and Savoy. With 3r full-page Illustrations. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 28s. 7 -ati 

Richardson (Frank).—The King’s Counsel. Cr, 8vo, cl., gilt top, 6s. 
Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by. 

A Rich Man’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. 
Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6¢.; post 8vo, Mustrated boards, as, 

Post 8vo, ill d rd , each. + 
The Uninhabited Houge. °° 1ustratet bonds, 26. co 
The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party, Rev Womens Darlin: The Mystery in Palace Gardens, The Nun's Curse. | Tate Tales. 
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Reade’s (Charles) Novels. 
The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new long paler 

type, printed on laid paper, and ce! fans bo Pound in cloth, pace 35. 62. each, 
1, Peg Woflington; and Christie John- Love Mel Little, Love me Long. 

si & Tha Double Marriage, one. 
Hard Cash, © 9. coin anne 

4 The Cloister and the Hearth. With a 10, Foul P 
‘Preface bÿ. Sir WALTER BESANT. xt. Put Yousselt in Bis Place, 

‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ - xz, A Terrible Temptation, 
be The Course of True Love Never Did 13. A Simpleton. 

Run Smooth; and Singleheart and 14. A Woman-Hater. 
Doublefac 15. The Jilt, and other Storles; and Good 

6. The Anéoblograph oe a Thief; Jack Stories of Man and other Animals, 
a) Tradess Hero and a Mar- 16. A Perilous Secret. 
tyr Lee The Wandering Heir. 17, Readiana; and Bible Characters, 

In Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each. 
Peg Woffington. Christie Johnstone. Hard Cash. Griffith Gaunt. 
‘It is Never Too Late to Mend,’ ‘oul Pla; Put Yourselfin His Place, 
The CUS of True Love Never Did Run A Terrible ‘emptation. ° 

A Simpleton. | The Wandering Hair, Smooth. 
The. Autobiogra hy of a Thief; Jack of ; Donne er. 

rte t and Doubletace. 1 Trades ; and James Lambe: 
Love Ma Little, os Me Long. ooë Stories of Man andother Animals. 
The Double Marriage. see) Phe Jilt, and other Stories. 

: The Cloister and. the Hearth, : A Perilous Secret. | Readiana. 

LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. Pott 8vo, cl,, gilt top. 2s, net ea. : leather, gilt edges, 35. net ea. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. | ‘It is Never Zoo Late to Mend.’ 

POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium 8vo, 6d. each ; cloth, os each, 
# Peg Woftington; and Christie Johnstone. | Hard Çash, 
4 Medium 8vo, 62. each. 

‘I¢ 15 Never Too Late to Mend.’ | The Cloister and the Hearth. | Fou! Play. 

Christie Johnstone, With Frontispiece. Cholcely printed in Elzevir st tyle. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxb.2s.62. 
Peg Woffington. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 25. 62. 
The Crorsses and the Hearth, In Four Vols. post 8vo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER 

iT, and a Frontispiece to each Vol., buckram, “gilt top, 6s. the set, 
The ‘Glolster and the Hearth. NEW ILLUSTRATED EDITION, with 16 Photogravure and 84 

half-tone Illustrations by MATT 8. HRWERDINE, Small 4to, cloth gilt and gilt top, tos. 64, net, 
Bible Cha Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, rs. 
Selections from the Works of Charles Reade, With an Introduction by Mrs. ALEX. 

. IRELAND. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, each. 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. With s2 Illustrations by the Author. 
About England with Dick With 58 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOF and A. RIMMER, 

Rives (Amelie, Author of ‘The Quick or the Dead ?’), Stories by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 67. each. 

L' Dering. { Meriel: A Love Story. 

Robinson Crusoe. By Danie, Dzroz, With 37 Illustrations by 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s. s 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 
Women are Strange. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 
The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. ; post 8vo Illustrated viata as, 
The Woman in the Dark, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6%. : post 8vo, itlustrated boards, 25, 

Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each. 
The Poets’ Bird | The Poets’ Beasts. 
The Poets and Nature: Reptiles, Fishes, and I 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came from Normandy with Wi lista the C 1066. Printed in Gold and Colours, ss, 

Rosengarten (A.).—A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans. 
lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS, With 630 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6a. 

Ross (Albert).—A Sugar Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d, each. 
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With numerous Illustrations, 
More Pu: Profusely I 

Runciman (James), Stories by. 
Schools and Soholars. Post 8vo, cloth, 25, 64. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. -Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62, 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 
A Country Sweatheart. Post De picture boards, 25. 
The Drift of Fate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. spicture cloth, flat back, as. 

Russell (Herbert).—True Blue; or, ‘The Lass that Loved a Sailor,’ 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. 
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Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 25. 64. each, 
Round the Galley Fire, An Ocean Tra: edy. 
In the Middle Watch. My Sbipmate ouise. 
On the Fo’k'sle Head. Alone on a Wide Wide Sea, 
A Voyage to the Cape. The Good Ship‘ Mohock.’ 
A Book for the Hammock. The Phantom Death. 
The Mystery of the ‘Ocean Star.’ Is He the Man? | The Convict Ship. 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. Heart of Oak. The Last Entry. 

The Tale of the Ten. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 64. each, 
A Tale of Two Tunnels. l “Phe Death Ship. 
The Ship: Her Story. With 50 Illustrations by H. C, SEPPINGS WRIGHT. Small 4, cloth, 6s. 
The ‘Pretty Polly’: À Voyage of Incident. With 12 Illustrations by G, E. ROBERTSON, 

Large crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 5s. 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64. a ‘post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES and a Frontis es 
The Junior Dean. he Master of St. Benediot’s, | To His Own Be 
Orchard Damerel, in the Faca of the World. The Tremlett Diamonds, 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s. 6d. ea 
The Old Matd’s Sweetheart. { ‘Modest Little Sara. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each. 
The Wooing of May. A Tragic Honeymoon, ao procter s Wooing. 
Fortune’s Gate. Gallantry Bower. Maggie Lauder. 

À M: I Mary Unwin. ‘With 8 Illustrations by PERCY TARRANT. Moore Dunber’s Secret. 

Saint John (Bayle).—A Levantine aay: A New Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 

Sala (George 2. é Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years, 
By Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 25. 6d. 

Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 
ing Experiments i in Deevings -room or ‘ White’ Magic. By W. H. CREMER. With goo Illustrations, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 45. 

Seguin (L. G.), Works by. 
The Country o Play rgau) and the Highlands of Ravaria, With 

Map and Zz Illustrations. Crown 8vo, eases extra, 35. 62. = ima 
Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps and 16 Illustrafæws. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. _— Asides. 

Senior (Wm.).—By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64. . : 
Sergeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each, .-- 

Under False P Dr. Endicott’s Experim t 

Shakespeare for Children: Le Tales from Shakespeare. 
With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown ato, cloth gilt, 3s. 62. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 
the Games and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time. By WILLIAM J. ROLFR, 

«+ Litt.D. A New Edition, with 42 Illustrations, and an INDEX OF PLAYS AND PASSAGES RE- 
FERRED TO. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 64. 

Sharp (William).—Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

Shelley’s (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. - 
Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HERNE SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 

Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : 
Vol, 1, Introduction by the Editor; P F of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre- 

with dale ; The Wanderi Jew; Queen à Mab, with the age) ; Alastor, 
and other Poems} Rosalind and Helen; P: 

» II, Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot ae "Tyrant; The Witch of 
Atlas ; Epipsychidion : Hellas. 

ve AIL Posthumous Poems; The à Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces, 
Prose Works. in Two Vols, : 

Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne : the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refu- 
tation of Deism ; Letters to rn Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 

Il. The Essays; Letters from Abroa Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY. 
Witha Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 

Sherard (R. H.).—Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 64. 

Sheridan’s (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 
Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Srranslations, Speeches, 
and Jokes. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 

The Rivals, The School for Scandal, and other Plays. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
Sheridan’s Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro- 

duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by BRANDER MATTHEWS. With 
Ulustrations, Demy 8vo, half-parchment, ras. 6d. 

Shiel (M. P.).—The Purple Cloud. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
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Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 
those in ‘ Arcadia,’ With Portrait, Memorial Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A. B. GROSART, 
D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, gs. 64. each. 

Signboards: Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 
Remarkable Characters. JacoB-LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and 94 Illustrations. Epona 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 64. 

Sims (George R.), Works by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated Bake 2s, each; cloth lim; mp, 25, 64, each. 

The Ring o’ Bells. | My Two Wives. Memoirs of a Landlady. 
ae Grime. || Tales of To-day. | Scenes from the Show. 
Zeph: A Circus Story, The Ten Commandments: Stories. 
Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations, AEE Pes 

Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. each; cloth, rs. 64. each. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: Being Readings and Recitations in Prose and Verse, 

selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SIMS. 
The Case of G ‘Candiemas. t Dagonet Ditties. (From The Referee.) 
How the Poor Live; and Horrible L a With a F ispi by F. BARNARD, 

Crown 8vo, leatherette, 15. 
@ Day. Crown 8vo, 15. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, Her each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s, each; cloth limp, 2s. 64, each. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs. | ary Jane Married. | Rogues and Vagabonda. 

Dugonet Abroad. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. each. 

Once upon a x Chriatmas Time. Withs Tilustrations by CHARLES GREEN, R. 
In London’s Heart: A Story of To-day.—Also in piciure cloth, flat back,2s | A ‘Blind Marriage. 
Without the Limelight: Yrheatrica Life as it is. iT The Small-part Lady, & 

Sister Dora: A Biography. By MaARGARET LonspaLe. With Four 
Illustrations, Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d.; cloth, 6d. 

Sketchley (Arthur).—A Match in the Dark. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 

Slang Dictionary (The): Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 62. 

Smart (Hawley), Novels by 
Crown 8vo, cloth 35,64, Lee ; [Len picture boards, 2s. each. 

Beatrice and Benedick. ong Odds. 
Without Love or Li The Master of Rathkelly. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Outsider (A Racing Rubber. 
The Plunger. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s, 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 
The Prince of Argolis. With 130 Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, BS 6d, 
The Wooing of the Water Witch. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Snazelleparilla. Decanted by G. S. Epwarps. With Portrait of 
G H.SNAZELLE, and 65 Illustrations by C. LYALL. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35.64. 

Society in London. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 64. 
Somerset (Lord Henry).—Songs of Adieu. Small 4to Jap. vel., 6s. 
Spalding (T. A., 

on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 

Speight (T. W.), Novels b 
Post 8vo, flustrated boards, 25. each, 

The Mysteries of meron Dyke. The Loudwater Tragedy. 
By Devious Ways, & Burgo’s Romance. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mystery. uittance in Full. 
The Golden Hoop. | Back to Life. Husband from the Sea 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, rs. 64. each. 
A Barren Title, | Wife or NS Wife? 

Crown Brod cloth extra, 35. 6d, €: 
A Secret of the nape | The Grey Monk. | The Tentes of Tranance, 
A Minion of the Moon: A Romance of the’ acy Highway. 
The Secret of Wyvern Towers. à Doom of Siva, | The Web of Fate. 
The Strange Experiences of Mr. Vorsshagig, 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 
by WALTER J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 35. 64. 

Sprigge (S. Squire).—An Industrious Chevalier. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Spettigue (H. H.).—The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. _ 

Stafford (John), Novels by. : \ 
Doris and I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62, { Carlton Priors. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Starry Heavens (The): A PorticaL BirTHpay Book, Royal 16mo, 
cloth extra, 25, 6:2, 
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Stag-Hunting with the ‘Devon and Somerset.’ An Account of 
9 the Chase of the Wild Red Deer on Exmoor, 1€87-1901, By PHILIP EVERED, With 70 Illustrations 

by H. M. LoMAS, Crown gto, cloth gilt, 16s. net, © 

Stedman (E. C.).—Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 

Stephens (Riccardo, M. B.).—The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 
Story of RICHARD TREGENNA, B dicine (Univ. Edinb.) Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Stephens (Robert Neilson).—Philip Winwood: A Sketch of the 
Domestic History of an American Captain in the War of Indep Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

Sterndale (R. Armitage).—The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; Illustrated boards, 2s, 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, pile top, 6s. each, 

Travels with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE sae 
An Inland Voyage, Witha Erontspiece by WALTER CRANE, 
Familiar Studies of Men and Bo 
The Silverado Squatters, With Frontspece by J D.STRONG. | 
ane Merry en lerwoods: Poems, 

ita, 

Virginibus Pucrisque, and other Papers, Ballads, | Prince Otto, 
Across the Plaine, with other Memories and Essays. 

eir of Hermiston. | In ‘the South Seas, 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books, LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION. Pott 8vo, 

cloth, gilt top, 2s, net ; leather, gilt edges, ene 
A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With 27 Ill “trations by A.S. BOYD. Fecap, 8yo, cloth, 6s: 
Songs of Travel. Crown 8vo, buckram, és 7. 
New Arabian Nights, Crown 8vo, uckram, gilt top, 6s.; post 8vo, illustrated’ boards, 2s, 

—POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 64. 
The suoide cher and The Rajah’s Diamond. Fam NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS.) With 

i ENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67. 
The Stevenson Reader: 2 Selections from the Writings of ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited 

LLOYD OSBOURNE. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 62. ; buckram, gilt top, 3s. 35. 6d, 
The Pocket R.U.8. Favourite Passages from ‘his Works, Small 16mo, cloth, 2s. net; leather, 

3s. 6d. net. 
LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION. Pott 8vo, et pale top, 2a net each; leather, gut edges, 3s. net each, 

Familiar Studies of Men and Book New” Arabian Nights. 
Robert Louis Stevenson: A Life en in Criticism. By H, BELLYSE BAILDON. With 

2 Portraits. COND EDITION, REVISED. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 

Stockton (Frank R:).—The Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations by VIRGINIA H. DAVISSON and C. H. STEPHENS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 

Storey (G. A., A.R.A.).—Sketches from BUSIHOry: With 93 
Illustrations by the Author. Dev1y 8vo, cloth, gilt top, r2s. 6d, 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by HELEN and 
ALICE ZIMMERN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 35. 6d. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, with 19 Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 35. 64. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy FITZGERALD, Conan Dove, FLOR- 
ENCE MARRYAT, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, es. - 

Strutt (Joseph). 
England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., from 
the Earliest Period, Edited by WILLIAM HONE., With x40 Illustrations. Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64, 

Sundowner, Stories by. 
Told by the Taffrail. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 67. 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 8vo, cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Surtees (Robert). > Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks’s Hunt. 
With 79 Illustrations by JOHN LEECH. A New Edition. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

Swinburne’s (Algernon C.) Works. 
Selections from the Poetical Works of | Songs of the Springtides. Crown vo, 6s, 

winburne. Fcap. 8vo 6s. Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 75. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8s, 
Chastelard: A Tragedy, Crown 8vo, 7s. : Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8vo, 95. 
Poems and po ig. FIRST SERIES. Crown A Century of Roundels. Small 4tp, as. 

8vo, or fcap. & Midsummer Holiday. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
‘oams ana Ballads. SECOND SER. Cr.8vo,os. Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, ia 
Poems & Ballads. THIRDSERIES. Cr. 8vo, 75, A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
ongs before Sunrise, Crown &vro, tos. 64. Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, res, 
Soth well: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 125, 6d. Locrine: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
ongs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6s, A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

George Chapman. (See Vol. II. of G. Cap. | The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
MAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 35.64. Astrophel, &c. Crown &vo, 75. 

Essays and Studies. Crown Evo, res, Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr. 8vo, gr 
Brechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s, The Tala of Balen. Crown 8vo, 95. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6s. Rosamund, Queen of the Lombardat A 
A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, 85. Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
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Swift’s (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse, With Memoir, 
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ‘Gulliver's Travels.’ Crown.8vo, cloth, 35. 62. 

Guiliver's Travels, and A Tale of a Tub, Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. Hen ore 
Jonathan Swift: A Study. By J. CHURTON COLLINS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 85. 

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON’S Coloured Illustrations, and Life of the 
Author by J. C. HOTTEN, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6% | 

Taine’s History of English Literature. Translated by HENRY VAN 
RE PRE small demy 8vo, cloth boards, 305.—POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols., large crown 

à ra, 155 

Taylor Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club:. Burlesques of 
odern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. a 7 

Taylor (Tom).—Historical Dramas: ‘JEANNE Darc,’ ‘'TWIXT AXE 
AND CROWN,’ ‘THE FOOL'S REVENGE,’ ‘ ARKWRIGHTS WIFE,’ ‘ANNE BOLBYNE,’ ‘PLOT AND 
PASSION.’ Crown 8vo, rs. each. 

Temple (Sir Richard, G.C.S.1.).—A Bird’s-eye View of Pictur- 
esque India. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anecdotes, With Coloured Frontispiece and 
Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Krausse. 
With 340 Hlustrations, Post 8vo, cloth, xs. 6¢. 

Thomas (Annie), Novels by. . | 
The Siren’s Web: A Romance of London Society. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 64, ES 
Comvades True. Crown 8vo, cleth, gilt top, 65.” Me y Z 

Thomas (Bertha), Noveis by. 
The Yiolin-Piayer.. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 67. 

“wal 7 Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
In a Cathedral City. | The Son of tha House, 
The House on the Scar: a Tale of South Devon. SECOND EDITION.” 

Thomsou’s Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 
duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, 25. 

Thoreau: His Life and Aims. By H. A, Pace, With a Portrait 
and View. Post 8vo buckram, 3s. 62. 

Thornbury (Walter), Books by. 
The Life and Correspondenca of J. M. W. Turner. With Fight Illustrations in Colours and 

Two Woodcuts. New and Revised Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62, 
Tales for the Marines, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 

Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 64. each. 
Clubs and Club Life in London: Anecd of its F: Coffee-h , Hi ies, and 

Taverns. With 41 Illustrations. _ L 
English Eccertrics and Eccentricitles: Stories of D 

Éccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. With 48 Illustrations. 

Twain’s (Mark) Books. 
The Author's Edition de Luxe of the Works of Mark Twain, in 22 Volumes (limited 

to 600 Numbered Copies for sale in Great Britain and its Dependencies), price £13 155. net the 
Set ; or, 12s. 6d. net per Volume, is now complete, and a detailed Prospectus may be, had. The 
First Volume of the Set is SIGNED BY THE AUTHOR. (Sold only in Sets.) 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION OF MARK TWAIN'S WORKS, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. . 

Mark Twain's Library of Humour. With 197 Illustrations by E. W. KEMBLE. 3 
Roughing It$and The Innocents at Home, With 200 Illustrations by F. À. FRASER, 
The American Claimant. With 81_Illustrations by, HAL HURST and others. © 
*The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With 11 Illustrations, 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 Illustrations by DAN BEARD, : 
Tom Sawyer, Detective, &c. With Photogravure Portrait of the Author. : $ 

I s -Scenes, 

“#The Stolen White Elephant. | , “The 21,000,000 Bank-Note, . 
The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revisedand Corrected throughout by the Author, With 

Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations, 
« ‘*# The books marked * may be had also In post 8vo, picture boards, at 25. each. i 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, i 
Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc. With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. Du Monn, 
More Tramps Abroad. 
The Man that Corrupted Hadleyburg, and other Stories and Sketches, With a Frontisplece, 
Mark Twain’s Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards; 2s, 
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Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 67, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Way We Live Now. Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
Frau Frohmann. | Marion Fay. The Land- -Heagiers: 

Post AYO, sea boards, 2s. each. 
Kept in the Dark. | The | The Golden Lion of Granpere, 

Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards: 2s, each, 

Like Ships upon the Sea. | Mabel’s 'Progre SS. Anne Furness. 

Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Bast 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 35. 67. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth eee 6d, each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. eacl 

Tl Buried Diamonds, | e Blackhall Ghosts. {| What She Ghia Through, 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Bride's Pass. | The Huguenot Family. | Noblesse Oblige. | iseppeared, 
Saint Mungo's City. Lady Bell. Beauty and the Beast. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Macdonald Lass. With Frontispiece. | rs. Carmichael’s Goddesses. 
The Witch-Wife. | Rachel H angeon, Sapphira. | A Honeymoon's Eclipse, 

oung Dragon. 
movenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo, picture cluth, flat back, 2s. 
Three Men of Mark. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Upward (Allen), Novels by.—A Crown of Straw. Cr. 8vo, cl, cs 
The Queen Against Owen, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, picture boards, 25, 
The Prince of Balkistan. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 

Vandam (Albert D.).—A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations by 
___J. BARNARD DAVIS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67. 

Vashti and Esther. By ‘Belle’ of The World. Cr. Bvo, cloth, 3s. 64. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With a Frontispiece. 
With Zola in England: A Story of Exile. With 4 Forres. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt He topos 
A Path of Thorns, | ‘over's Bises 
Bluebeard: An Account of Comorre the Cased and Gilles de Rais; with Summaries of various 

Tales and Traditions. With 9 Illustrations, Demy 8vo, cloth, 9s. net. 

Wagner {Leopold). —How to Get on the Stage, and how to 
here. Crown 8vo, cloth, 25. 62. 

Walford’s County Families of the United Kingdom (1902). 
Pontaining Moree. of the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 Distinguished 
Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they hold or have beld, their Town 
and Country Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, clotn gilt, sos. 

Waller (S. E.).—Sebastiani’s Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl.,6s. 
Waiton and Cotton’s Complete Angler. With Memoirs and Notes 

by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 62. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by WILLIAM 
M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s. 

Warden (Florence), Novels by. 
g JOB: the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, ; picture cloth, flat back, 25, 

A Fight toa Finish. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Warman (Cy).—The Express Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

Warner (Chas. Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey. Cr. 8vo, cl. 6s. 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed on pacer zzin. by qin. 25. nese és : fe 
Warrant to Execute Mary Queenof Scots. AF if luding Queen Elizabeth's Signa- 

ture and the Great Seal. 25 a 

Wassermann (Lillias).—The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6d. 
Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By F. W. CORY, With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, rs.; cloth, 1s. 67. 

Webber (Byron).—Sport and Spangles. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
Werner (A.).—Chapenga’s White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 

Westbury (Atha).—The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 
manc? of Maoriland. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
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Westall (William), Novels by. 
Trust Money. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Asa Man Lows. | A Red Bridal. I The Old Bank, 
Her Ladyship’s Secret. As Luck would have it, 

Crown 8vo, cloth 35. 6d, each, 
A Woman Tempted Him. Nigel Fortescue. The Phentom City. 
For Honour and Life. Ben Clough. | Birch Dena. Ralph Norbreck’s Trust.’ 
Her Two Millions. The Old Factory (also'at 64.) A Quéer Race. 
Two Pinches of Snuff. ons of Belial. Red Ryvington. 
With the Red Eagle. Strange Crimes. Roy of Roy’s Court. 

Wheelwright (E. Gray).—A Slow Awakening. Crown 8vo, 6s.. 

Whishaw (Fred.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 
AF dd N M. ame: À Story of the Court of Catherine the Great. | 

White (Gilbert).—Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo, 2s. 

Wilde (Lady). — The Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and 
Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat, With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6¢. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
A Vindication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 125. 64, 

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Child Widow. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 67. | His Dead Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. ; 
Chapters on Evolution. With 259 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 62, 
Letsure-Time Studies. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Studies in Life and Sense. With 36 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. à 
Common Accidents: How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, rs. ; cloth, 15.67. 
Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6. 

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
‘ gs. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 64. each. 
Cavalry Life. |! Regimental L d 
Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends, LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 
A Soldier's Children. With 34 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Wissmann (Hermann von). — My Second Journey through 
1 Africa. With 92 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 16s. 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. each, 
The P from 5 Yard. | ne Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

Woolley (Celia Parker).—Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 
. ology. Post 8vo,cloth, 25. 6d. 

Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by. 
Caricature History of the Georges ; or, Annals of the House of Hanover. Compiled from 

Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With 
over 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 

History of Caricature and of the in Art, L 
Painting. I d by F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 6@. 

Wynman (Margaret).—My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 
J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64, each, 
The Joy of Life. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 

.. Tha Fortune of the Rougons. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
Abbe Mouret’s Transgression. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY, 
The Conquest of Plassans. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY, 
Germinal; or, Master and Man. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY, 
The Honour of the Army. and other Stories. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 

‘ His Excellency (Eugene 3 With an od: by ERNEST A, VIZElELLY. 
The Dram-Shop(L’Assommoir). With Introduction by E. A. VIZETELLY. 
The Fat and the Thin. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
Money. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. | Work. Translated by ERNEST À. VIZETELLY. 
His Masterpiece. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY, : 
The Downfall. Translated by E. A, VIZETELLY.—Alsoa POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 64. 
fhe Dream. Translated by ELIZA CHASE. With Eight Illustrations by JEANNIOT. 
Doctor Pascal. Translated by E. A. VIZETELLY. ith Portrait of the Author. 
Lourdes. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
Rome. Ti: d by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. | Paris. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
Fruitfulness (Fécondité). T d and Edited, with an Introduction, by E. A. VIZETELLY. 

With Zola in England. By ERNEST A.VIZETELLY. With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35.6%, 

‘ZZ’ (L. Zangwill).—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr, 8vo, 35.64. 

Sculpture, and 

€ 
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- SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 
The St. Martin’s Library. Pott fo cloth, 2s. net each; leather, 3s. net each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. By CHAS, READE. Pts Never Too Late to Mend.’ 8 READE: 

DR cee, Meneses, oy SOUR La RS nani cams ew Arabian 8. OBERT LOUIS STEVE 8 a 
Under the Greenwood tree, By THOMAS HARDY. | The of the Fields. By RICHARD JEFFERIES, 

The Mayfair Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. per Volume, 
8 and Quiddities, By W. D. ae 4 Little Essays: from LAMB'S LETTERS. 

The Agony Column, of‘ ‘the Tim cu Forensic Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD. 
urney Round My Room, ae DE MAISTRE. Theatrical Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD. 

Fostical Tngenuitien, D BE a So DOBSON, Ourselves. By E. LYNN LINTON. ‘ 
The Cupboard Papers. By FIN-BEC, Witch Stories. By If. LYNN LINTON, 
W. 8. Gilbert's Pla: Le que Series, Pastimes and Players. By R. MACGREGOR, 
ongs of Irish wie ea d Humour. yen pany. and vire BY By wv. H. MALLOCK, 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir HELPS, uck on Pegasus. ve a ENNELL. . 
ocial Pressure. By Sir A. HELPS. + Pegasus Re-saddled. de . PENNELL. 

Autocrat of Breakfast. Table. By O, W. HOLMES, Puniana (Two Series), BE Hon. HUGH ROWLEY, 
Curiosities of Criticism. By H. J. JE By 8 and Sea, By WILLIAM SENIOR. 
Peucil and Palette. By R. KREMPT. 

The Golden Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s: E per volume, 
Songs for Sailors. By W.C. PENNE I ES Scenes of Country Life. By EDWARD “JESSE. 
Lives of the Necromancers. By W:GODW. La Mort d'Arthur: Selections from MALLORY. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table "By The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope. ~ 
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, Diversions of the Echo Club. ee, 

- _ Handy Novels. : Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards,'15. 6d. each. ; 
Dr. Palliser's Patient, By GRANT ALLEN Seven EAN TE of Ppheeu. M.E. COLERIDGE, 
Monte Carlo Stories. By JOAN BARRETT, The Old Maid’s Sweeth. By A. ST. AUBYN, 
Black Spirits and White. By R. A. CRAM, Modest Little Sara. D ALAN ST, AUBYN. 

My Library. Printed on laid paper, post: Bvo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d. each. 
The Sont of Maurice de Guerin. hristie Johnstone. By CHARLES READE, 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. Bog ME Py CHARLES READE. . 3 
Citation of William Shakspeare. W.S. LANDOR. aa 

The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf-bd., 2s: each,- 
gastronomy. By BRILLAT-SAVARIN. . The Essays of Elia. By CHARLES LAMB. 
Robinisi rusoe. Illustrated by G. CRUIKSHANK Anecdotes of the Clergy. By JACOB LARWOOD, 
‘Autocrat and Professor. By O. W. HOLMES, The i icurean, &c. By THOMAS MOORE, 
Provincial Le! thers of Blaise Pascal. Plas y RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, > 
Whims and By THOMAS Hoop. G (vers Travels, &c. By Dean SWIFT. - ~ 
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Edited. by E, OLLIER, | Thomson's Seasons, Illustrated. 
The Barber's Chair, By DOUGLAS JERROLD. White's Natural History of Selborne. 

POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS. . 
The Orange Girl. By WALTER BESANT. The New Magdalen. By WILKIE COLLINS, 
All Sorts and Condit ous of Men. WALT. BESANT. * eld dn Bondage. By QUIDA. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. BESANT & RICE. ‘oths, T2 OUIDA I: Puck, By Puma. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. BESANT'& RICE,  : | Bader 2 wa Flags. B y. OG IDA... 
The Golden Butterfly. BRSANT and RICE, eg orme: and crise Johnstone. oF 
The Deemster. By HALL CAINE LES REA 
The Shadow of aCrime. By HALL CAINE, the” Giolster, and: tie Hearth. By ‘daêLes 
A Bon of Hagar. By HALL CAINE.. Never ane Late to : By CHARLES READE, 
Antonifia. By wirkin COLLINS. Hard 0; By Castes READE, 
The Moonstone. By WILKIE COLLINS, Foul Play. By CHARLES READE. 
ane Woman in ea By y WILKS COLLINS. ew, oer Nights. By Re L. STEVENSON, 

8 Dead Secret. WILKIE COLLINS. _ 8 ‘acto! a WEST, 
Man and Wife. ILKIE COLLINS. The Downfall Tye ZOLA 

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 
Lisrary Epitions or Novets,many Illustrated, yas 8vo, cloth extra. ga: 6 es each, 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. y EDWIN L. ARNO 
Valerie's Fate. Barbar: el Phra ike Phoicien | Constable of an Nicholas, A Life Interest. A 3 ht ‘with Fate, By ARTEMUS W. ARD, 
Mona's Choice. A Golden Autumn. Artemus wera Complete. = By Woman's Wit. Mrs.Crichton'sCreditor. y ROBERT B ARR. 
ho Oostiol Her Pride. ‘whe U OPROe Ja à Steam Chair. |A Woman Intervenes, ALL a is From Whose Bourne. Revenre! By F. M Meh Green as Grass. By FRANK BARRETT. 

Weman of Iz trang uta, Babylon ane et Ft oe Fettered or Lien [£ Hits Wises 
Por Maimie's Sake, Duchess of Powysland, ahs Harding Scandal, Was She Justified 1 in al Shades. sana te Blood Royal. ac By *BELLE.’—vashti and Esther, 

e Beckoning Hand, reet's Masterpiece. By Sir W. BESANT and J The Devil's Dis, The Scallywa, and J. RICE. 
This Mortai Coil. At Market Value. Feady, Money Mortiboy. ) By Cella's Arbour 
The Tents of Shem. Under Scaled Orders, With Han Hd Crown: Ghepiain of the Fleet 
By M. ate DERSON.—othello's ss patIans This Son of Valean, * | The Case of Ms Lueraft, By G. WEBB APPLETON The Golden Butterfly. | In Trafalgar's Bay. Bash Conclusions, The Monks of Thelema. | The Ten Years Tenant 
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By Sir WALTER BESANT. 

Ail Sorts & Conditions. 
The Captains’ Room. 
Allin a Garden Pair 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. | Holy Rose 
World Went Well Then. 
Children of Gibean. 
Herr Paulus. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine, 
The Revolt of Man. 
The Boll of St, Paul's. 

The C! 

§.Katherine's by Tower 
Verbena Camellia, &c. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel: 

| Dreams of 

LE Armorel of Lyonesse. 

Deacon's Orders. 
The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Refuge. 
A Fountain Sealed, 
The Changeling. 
The Fourth Generation 

harm. 

By AMBROSE BIERCE—In Midst of Life. 
By HAROLD BINDLOSS, Ainsie's Ju-Ju. 

aed M. McD. BODKIN. 
ora, M | Shillelagh and Shamrock. 
By PAUL BOURGET.—A Living Lie. 
By J. D. PAGE AW. ee Bilhouettes, 

OBERT Buen AN. 
Bhadow By the Sword, The eo, 
À Child of Nature, Matt. | Rachel Dene 
God and the Man. Master of the Mine, 
Martyrdom of Madeline | The Heir of Linne. 
Love Me for Ever, Woman and the Man. 
Annan Water. Redand White Heather, 
pure ‘Manor. 3 Lady Kilpatrick, 
The Charlatan. Andromeda, 
R. bee CHAMBERS.-—the King in Yellow. 
By J. M. cer LE.—the nue Chord, 

y HALL CAIN 

The ETS 28 Isabel, 
WILKIE. COLLIN y 

Armadale. | AfterDark.| The New Mnacaalen, 
No Name. Aer The Frozen Dee 
Basil. | Hide and Seek. the ree pee es. 
The Dead Secret. I Say 
Queen of Hearts, Little Novels. 
My Miscellanies. € Fallen Leaves, 
The Woman J exebel's Daughter, 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Haunted Hotel, 

The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science, 

The Moonstone. The Evil Genius. 
Man and Wife. The Legacy of Cain, 
Mais à Miss ne ‘ a te tant fa Life. 

The Fate E Herbert Wayne 

| Red Spider. 
B 

B; 
Blacksmith & Scholar, 
The Village | QUO 
M. J . COLQ 

B 

x Mrs. 
MORT. & FRANCES. "COLLINS. 

ats Play me False. 
Midnight *to Midnight. 

'UN.—Every Inch Soidier. 
QUO COMPTON. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The gran elts or, Port Salvatiou, 
H. C. DAVIDSON.- Mr. Sadler’ s Daughters, 

By HARRY DE WINDT. 
True Tales of Tree and Adventure. 

By DIC DONOVAN. 
Tales of Terror. 
Chronicles of:Michael 

Man from De D 
Records of Vincent Trill 
The DAT, of. Danevitch. [Detectiva.. 

Jamaica Terrace. Tyler Tatlock, Private 
Deacon Brodie. 

By RICHARD DOWLING. 
Old Corcoran’s Money. 

à A CONAN DOYLE. 
The Firm of Girdlestone. 

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN, 
A Daughter of To-day. | Vernon's Aunt, .. 

By A EDWARDES. . 
Archie Lovell, ; _| A Plaster Saint, 
By G. S. EDWARDS. —snazelleparilla, 

By G. MANVILLE FENN 
A Fluttered Dovecote, 
King of the Castle. 
Master of Ceremonies, 

Oursed ef a pans 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
The New Mistress. The Man with a Shadow 
Witness to the. Deed. One Maid’s Mischief. 
The er Lily. Story of Antony Grace, 
The ite Virgin. This Man’ 
Black Bloods, In ip ane we ” ting. 
Hé A Woman Worth Win- 
By PERCY FFITZGERALD. —Fatal Zero 

y RE. FRANCILEON. 4 
One by oe Ropes of Sand. 
A Dog and his Shadow. Jack Doyle's Daughter. 
AReal gen 

By HAROLD FREDERIC 
RAM Brower Wife. |The Lawton Girl, 

GILBERT GAUL. 
-aBtrangeManuserivt Found in a Copper Cylinder, 
By PAUL. GAULOT. ie Red Shirts, 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft. 
Loving a Dream. The Braes of Yarrow. 
Of ‘Hig! Deere 

y Ee GLANVILLE. 
The Lost fad The Golden Rock. 
Fair colonie | TFossicker Tales from the Veld, 

+ GOODMAN. 

S. BA ING GOULD. 

ALFRED ‘Ac “GRACE. 
Tales of a Dying Race. 
CECIL GRIFFITH. —Corinthia Marazion, 

A. CLAVERING GUNTER. 

‘ev. 

| A Florida omer tS 
yO WEN, HALL, 

The Track of a Storm, 
COSMO HAMILTON. 

The Inin table Mrs, Magsinghara. 
By E.H.COOPER.-— Geofory Hamilton, 

By V. C. COTES.—two Girls on a Barge. 

Th ph D oc ie ite Boy Monte e Pi SAT e Great Smoky Mountains, 
His V: ed r, 

y H. CRE LLIN. 
Romances ‘of the a ‘seraglio. i 

By MATT CRIM, | 
The Adventure’ of a Fair Rebel. 

y « CROCKETT and others. 
Tales of our ‘Coast. 

By B. M. CROKER. 
Diana Barrington. The Real Lady Hilda, 
Proper Pride, Married or Single 2 
A Family Likeness, wo Master: 
Pretty Miss Neville. nthe iingdom of Kerry 
A Bird of Passage. Interference, 
i Jervis. A Third Person, 
Village Tales. Beyond the Pale. 
Bome One Else, | Jason. | Miss Balmaine’s Past. 
Infatnation, Terence. ~~ 

Glamour of Impossible. | Through a Keyhole, " 
HOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Greonwood 4 Tree. 

y BRET HARTE. 
A Waif of the Plains. A Protègee of Jack 
A Ward of the Golden Haumlin's. 

Gate (Springs. | Clarence. 
Sapp! ho of Green | Barker's Luck. 

pes starvottle 8 Client. | Devil's Ford. [celsior.' 
Sally Dows. | The Crusade of the ‘ Ex- 

SUE inl er of Angel's, | Three Partners, 
Pal of Trailand Town | Gabriel Conroy. 
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Garth, Beatrix Randolph. 
Ellice Quentin. - David Poindexter’ 8 Dis 
Sebastian Strome. appearance. 
Fortune's Fool. Spectre of Camera, 

By Sir A. HELPS. —ivan de Biron, 
By 1. HENDERSON.—Agatha Page. 

By G. A. HENTY 
Dorothy's Double. | The Queen’ e Cup. € 
HEADON HILL.—Zambra the Detective, 
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By JOHN HILL,.-The Common Ancestor. 

TIGHE HOPKINS. B : 
‘Twixt Love and Duty. | Nugents of Carriconna, 
The I lete A . | Nel H 
VICTOR HUGO. —the Outlaw of Iceland. 
FERGUS HUME.-—Lady from Nowhere. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 
Marvel. 
A Modern Circe. 
Lady Pat 
A ontal Struggle. 
Lady Verner’s Flight. 

A Point of Conscience. 
A Maiden all Porlorn, 
The Coming of Chloe. 
Nora Cre: 
An somone! ‘Moment. 

The Red-House Mystery April 8L 
The Three Graces. Peter's Wife, 
Professor's Experiment. | Lovice. 
oe By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT, 

The Leaden Casket, 
That Other Person. 

Self-C 

URRAY and HERMAN. 
The da a’ Bible. | Paul Jones's Alias, 
One Trave Mer Returns. 

By HUME NISBET.— Bait Up! 
By W. E. 

Saint Ann's. | Billy Bellew. 
Miss Wentworth's Idea, 
By G. OHN 

A Weird Gift. { Love's Depths, 
By Mrs. Sar PHANT.—tThe Sorceress, 

By OUIDA. 
In a Winter City. 

aie Ruffino. 
fpratrello. | Ariadne, 
village Commune. 

Wanda, 

Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore, 
Under Two 
Idalia. (Gage. 
Cecil Castlemaine’s 
Tricotrin. | Puck, 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders 
P 

ags. 

Proecei: | eo 
Maremm 
lin, | *auderog, Mrs. Juliet. 

By R. ASHE KING.—a Drawn Game. 
By GEORGE 

The By | ent of Boravia. 
LAMBERT. 

DMOND LEPELLETIER. 

£: 
Princess Napraxine. Exnta. Barbara. 
Two Wooden ie Two Offenders, | 

The Waters of Edera. 

By MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

JAMES PAYN. Madame Sans-Gene, 
By cee LILBURN. A Tragedy in Marble 

y HARRY LINDSAY. 
Rhoda aha | The Jacobite. 
By HENRY W. LUCY.—sideon Fleyce. 

By 
Lost Sir Masagherd. The aeons the Town, 
The Family Scanegrace | Holiday 
A County Family. 
barre Black than ‘We're 

A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 

‘or Cash Only. 
Burnt 

The Word and the ‘Wil. 
Sonny Stories. 
A Trying Patient, 

By E. LYNN LINTON 
Patricia Kemball, The “Atonement of Leam 
Under which Lord? 
‘My Love!’ | Ione, The 01 One Too Many. 
Paston Carew. Dulcie Everton. 
Sowing the Wind, Rebel of the Family. 
With a Silken Thread. | An Octave of Friends, 
The World Well Lost. 

BY, JUSTIN McCARTHY. 
AF: Donna Quixote. 
Linle; Rochford. Maid of Athens, 
Dear Lady Disdain, The Comet of a Season, 
Camiola. The Dictator. 
Waterdale Neighbours. | Red Diamonds. 
My Enemy's Daughter. | The Riddle Ring. 
Miss Misanthrope, The Three Disgraces. 

By JUSTIN H. McCARTHY. 
A Lords Legend. | The Royal Christopher 

GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Phant: Het) and Snow. I tastes. 

W. H. MALLOCK.—tThe Now Republic. 
P.&. Ve MARGUER 

By L. T. 
A Soldier of Fortune. 
In an-Iron Grip. 
Dr. Rumsey's ‘atient, 

ITTE.—The Disaster. 
MEA 
On Brink of a Chasm. 
The Siren. 
The Way 6 of a Woman. 

TheVoice of theCharmer | A aon of Ishmael. 

ae Peril and RES 
yste) re. 

High Spirits. By Proxy. 

By WILL PAYNE.-—Jerry the Dreamer, 
By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. | Mrs. Tregas! 
Christina Chard. Nuima. | radon Izan, 

‘As a Watch in the Night. 

By E. C. PRICE.—vaientina. 
By RICHARD PRYCE. 

Miss Maxwell's Affections. 
By Mrs. J. fa RIDDELL. 

Weird Stories. Rich Man’s Daughter, 

By AMELIE, RIVES. 
Barbara Dering. 

By F. W. ROBINSON, 
The Hands of Justice. | Woman in the Dark, 

By ALBERT ROSS. ~—a Sugar Princess, 
By HERBERT RUSSELL. true Blue, 

By CHARLES READE. 
Fist donne ; and, Griffith Gaunt. 

A Modern Dick Whit- 
tington. 

An RAR 6 Blue Diamond, 
By LEONAR TMERRI CK. 

This Stage of Fools. | Cynthia. 
B BERTRAM SMITFORD. 

The Gun-Runner. e King's Assegal, 
Luck ofGerardRidgeley. ena Fanning'sQuest, 

y Mrs. MOLESWORTH, 
Havnercourt Rectory. 

MUDDOCK, y J. E. 
Maid Marian and nonin Hood, 

istie Johnstone. | Love Little, Love Long, 
4 Cash. The au Marriage, 

Golster & the Hearth. | Poul P 
Never Too Late to Mend | Put Vrac in His Place 
The Course of True; A Terrible ¢ Temptation, 
Love; and Single-| A Simpleton. 
heart & Doubleface. A Woman-Hater. 

Aqftoblography of a} The Tilt & & otherStories; 
Thief; Jack of all| &GoodStoriesof Man. 
Trades; A Hero and | A Perilous Secret, 
a ; and The} Readiana; and Bi 
Wande: Heir. Characters. 

J. oe ee —Skippers and Shellbacke 

CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round a Galiey- -Fire. 
In the Middle Watch. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head 
A Voyage to the Cape, 
Book forthe Hammock. 
Mysteryof ‘Ocean Star’ 
Jenny Harlowe. 

My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone onWideWide Sea, 
Th to 

| Golden Idol, 
Basile the Jester. uns Hire 

y D. CHRISTIE M URRAY. 
A Life's D Atonament’ The ae of the World, Joseph's Coa: obMartin's Little Girl Coals of Fire. Time's Revenges. 
Old Blazer's Hero. Wasted Crime, 
Val Strange. | Hearts.| In Direst Peril. 
A Model Father. Mount Despair. 
By the Gate of the Sea. | A Capful o’ Nails. 
A Bit of Human Nature. | Tales in Prose & Verse 
First peron Singular, 4 eee or eons, 

ic Fortune, 8 le Wor! 
oral His Own Ghost. 

An Ocean Tragedy. 
ATale of Two nels, Entry. 

The Death Ship. 8 
By DORA Str mole of Fate, 
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du ST. JOHN.—A Lovantine Family, 

ADELINE SERGEANT. 
Dr. ah cott's Experiment. 
Under "Er Pretences. 

GEORGE R. SIMS. 
Dison eooe In London's Heart 
Once Upon a Christmas | Mary Jane's Memoirs. 

Time. Mary Jane Married. 
Without the Limelight. | The Small-part Lady, 
Bogues and Vagabonda. | A Blind Marriage. 

By HAWLEY SMART.. 
Without Love or Licence. | The Outsider. 
The mater of Rathkelly. eee & Benedick. 
Long Odds. Rubber. 

J. MOYR SMITH. 
‘he Prince of Argolis. 

y T. W. SPEIGHT. 
A Becret of the Sea, A Minion of the Moon. 
The Grey Monk. Secret Wyvern Towers. 
The Master of Trenance | The Doom of Siva. 
The Web of Fate. ; AS i Li) Written. 
The Strange Experi le. 

By ALAN ST, AUB YN. 
A Fellow of Porinity. The Tremlett Diamonds. 
The Junior Dean. The Wooing of May 
Master of St.Benedict's. | A Tragic Honeymoon. 
To his oe Master; A Proctor’ 's Wooing. 
Gallantry Fortune's Gate. 
In Face vat the ‘World. Bonnie Maggie Lauder. 

Mary Unwia. Orchard Damerel. 
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 

By JOHN STAFFORD.—Doris and I. 

By R. STEPHENS. —The Cruciform Mark. 
By R. NEILSON STEPHENS. 

Philip Winwood. 

R. A. STERNDALE.—tThe Afghan Knife. 
R. L. STEVENSON.—The Suicide Club, 

By FRANK STOCKTON. 
The Youny Master of Hyson Hall. 

By SUNDOWNER. Told by the Taffrail, 
By ANNIE THOMAS. —tThe Siren's Web. 
BERTHA THOMAS. —the Violin-Player 

FRANCES E. TROLLOPE B 
Like Ships upon Bea, Mabel's P js 
Anne Furness. | Mu 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. | Scarboroagh's Family, 
Frau Frohmann. The Land-Leaguers, 
Marion Pay. 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN. 
Choice Works, : 
Library of Humour. 
The Innocents Abroad. 
Roughing It; and The 
Innocents at Home. 

A Tramp Abroad. 
TheAmerican Claimant. 
AdventuresTomSawyer 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. 
Tom Sawyer, Detective 

cc Here 

Whatshe À 

Pudd'nhead Wilson. 
The Gilded Age. 
Prince and the Pauper. 
Life on the Mississippi. 
The Adventures 0! 
Huckleberry Finn, 

A nes at tne. Court 

stolen an White Bley Elephant 
£1,000,000 Bank-note. 

R.—Mistress Judith, 

Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackhall Ghosts, 
The Macdonald Lass. 

SARAH TYTLER. 
ough Mrs. © 

desses. 
Rachel Langton. 

I's God: 

Witch-Wife. | Sapphira 

ALLEN By 
The Queen Zeainst Owen. 

A Honeymoon’s Eclipse, 
A Young Dragon. 

UPWARD. 

By ALBERT D. VANDAM. 
À Court reset 

By E. A. VIZETELLY.-The Scorpion. 
By F. WARDEN.—Joan, the Curate. 
By CY WARMAN.— Express Messenger, 

A. WERNER. By 
Chapenga’s White Man. 

WILLIAM WESTALL. By 
For Hongur and Life. 
AWoman Tempted Him 
Her Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Snuff. 
Nigel a 
Birch 
The Shanta City. 
A Queer Bace, 
Ben Clough. 

The Old Factory. 
Red Ryvington. 
Ralph orbr eck’s Trust 
‘rust-mon 
ons of Belial. 
Roy of Roy’s Court. 
With the Red Eagle. 
Strange Crimes (True 

Stories), 

By ATHA WESTBURY. 
The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. 

By C. J. WILLS.—An Easy-going Fellow, 

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 
Cavalry Life; and peptone Legends. 
A Soldier's ig 

y E. 
The Joy of Li: a 

ZOLA. 
His Masterpiece, 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 
Abbe Mouret’s Transgression. 
The Ci it of Pl | G 1, 

The Honour of the Arm 
The Downfall. 
The Dream. | Money. 
Dr. Pascal. Lourdes. 
The Fat and the Thin. 

Tune Excellency. 
The Dram-Shop. 
Rome. | aris. 
Fruitfulness, dE Work 

By ‘ZZ.’—A Ninetecnth Century Miracle, 

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

BY FRANK BARRETT. By ARTEMUS WARD. 
Artemus Ward Complete. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow? | A Life Interest. 
Blind Fate. Mona's Choice. 
Valerie's oe By Woman's Wit. 

y GRANT ALLEN. 
Philistia. ri y pansion, Dumaresq's Daughter. 
Btrange Stories. Duchess of Powysland. 
For Maimie’s Sake. Blood Royal. prise 
In all Shades, Ivan Greet’s aster- 
The Beckoning Hand. The Scallywag. 
The Devil's Die This Mortal Coil. 
The Tents of Shem. At Market Value. 
The Great Taboo. Under Sealed Orders, 

By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 
Phra the Phoenician. 

Fettered for Life. 
Little Lady Linton. 
between Life & Death. 
in of Olga Zassoulich. 
Folly Morrison, 
Lieut, Barnabas, 
Honest Davie. 
A Prodigal’s Progress. 

Found Guilty. 
A Recoiling engeanch, 
For Love andHonour. 
John Ford, &c. 
Woman of IronBrace'ta 
ane Harding Scandal. 

Missing Witness. . 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy 
My Little Girl. 
With Harp and Crown, 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfiy. 
The Monks of Thelema. 

By Celia's Arbour. 
Chaplain of the Fleet, 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft, 
In retailers Bay. 
The Ten Years’ Tenant, 
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ai SBy Sir WA TER BESANT, 
Ail Borts and Conäi- Tie Bell of St. Paul's. 

tions of Men. The Holy Rose. 
The Captains’ Room. Armorel of Lyonesse. 
All in a Garden Fair, | 8.Katherine's by Tower 
Dorothy Forster: Verbena Came 
Uncle 3 phanotis. 
The Word Went Very | The Ivory Gate. 
Well Then. ‘he Rebel Queen. 

Children of Gibeon. Beyond the Dreams of 
Herr Paulus. varice. 
For Faith and Freedom. | The Revolt of Man, 
To Call Her Mine. In Deacon's Orders. 
The Master Craftsman. | The Oity of Refuge. 

By AMBROSE BIERCE. 
In the Midst of Life. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. . Chronicles of No-man's 
Savage Life. Ent L 

BRET HARTE. 
Californian Stories. ri 
Gabriel Conroy. 
Luck of Roaring Camp. 

A Phyllis of the the reer 
A Waif of the Plains. 

An Heiress of Red Dog. 

By ROBERT 
Shadow of the Sword, 

Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 
Annan Water. 

Ward of Golden Gate. 

BUCHANAN. 
The Martyrdom of Ma 

feline. 
The New Abelard. 
The Beir of Linne, 
Woman and the Man. 
Rachel Dene. | Matt. 
Lady Kilpatrick. 

By BUCHANAN and MURRAY. 
The Chariatan. 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. | 
A Son of Hagar. 

The Deemster. 

By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the ‘Black Prince.’ 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 
The Adventures of Jones, 

By AUSTIN CLARE. 
For the Love of a Lass. 

By Nits: ARCHER CLIVE. 
Paul Ferr 
Why Paull Forroll Killed his Wife. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The cure of Souls, | The Red Sultan. 

C. ALLSTON COLLINS. By 
The Bar Sinister. 

By MORT: & FRANCES COLLINS: 
Sweet Anne Page, 
Transmigration. 
Prom Midnight to Mid- 
eae 

A Fight with Fortune. 

WILKIE COLLINS. By 
Armadale. | AfterDark. 
No Name. 
Antonina. 
Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 

The Haunted Hotel, 
A Rogue's Life. 

By M. 
Every Inch a Soldier. 

My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White, 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
oor Miss Finch. 
he Fallen Leaves, 

Jezebel's Daughter. 
‘he Black Robe. 

Heart and | Science. 

Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love, 

J. COLQUHOUN. 

é By EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountaina, 

By MATT CRIM. 
he Adventures of a Fair Rebel, 

By H. N. CRELLIN, Toles of the Caliph, 
By B. M. CROKER. 

Pretty Miss Reville, Village Tales and Jungle 
Diane Barrington, Tragedies. 

o Let, Two Masters, 
Pe Bird of Passage. Mr. Jervis. 
Proper Pride. The Real Lady Hilda, 
A Family Likeness. Married or Single ? 
A Third Person. Interference. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET, 
The Evangelist: or, Port Salvation. _ 

By DICK DONOVAN. 
The Man- Hate Tr. the Grip of the ae 
Tracked and Taken, From Information R 
Caught at Last! ceived, 
Wanted! Tracked to Doom, . 
Who Zolkened, Hetty | Link py eae 
Dun Buspic rond 

Man from Manchester. Riddles R 
A Detective’s Triumphs 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. 
The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch. 

By Mrs. ANNE | EE DWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. chie Lovell. 

= EDWARD bte un 
Roxy. 

y G. MANVILTE FENN: 
The i Sristress, 
Witness to the Deed. | am the W ite ga. 

By, PE RCY FITZGERALD. 
Second Mrs. Tillotson, 

Poe Forgotten, Beventy - five Brooke 
Street. 

Fatal Zero. The Lady of Brantome 

By P. FITZGERALD and others. 
Strange Secrets. 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. King or Enave? 
One by One. Romances of the Law. 
A Real Queen. Ropes of Sand. 
Queen Cophetua. À Dog and his Shadow 

By HAROLD FREDERIC, 
Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl. 

Prefaced 1 by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
QE 

y GILBERT GAUL. 
A Wanuscri 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. In Honour Bound. 
Fancy Free, Plower of the Forest, 

ack of Gi The Braces of Yarrow, 
at will worl’ Say? abe Golden Shaft. 

Le Love and War. 

Bella D 

For the King. Sy Mead and Stream, 
In Pastures Green. Loving a Dream. 
ueen of the Meadow. | A Hard Knot. 
Heart's Problem. Heart's Delight, 

The Dead Heart. Blood-Money. 

By WILLIAM GILBERT. 
James Duke. 

By_ERNEST GLANVILLE. 
The Lost’ ge The Fossicker, 
A Fair Colonis! 

By Rev. s. BARING GOULD 
Red Spider. 

By “ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
Every-day Papers. 

THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

Pee JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Beatrix Randolph 

einen ‘Quentin. Love—or a Nam 
Fortune's Fook David Pi Poindexter’ s Dis- 

ss Cado; appearance. 
Sebastian trome, The Spectre of the 
Dust. Cam: 
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By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 

Ivan de Biron. 

By G. A. HENTY. 
Rajub the etes 

y HEADON HILL. 
Zambra me’ Botective. 

By JOHN HILL. 
Treason Felony. è 

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 
The Loves 8 Creed. 

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD.. 
A Maiden all Forlorn, the Verner's Flight. 
In Durance Vile. ed-House Mystery 
Marvel. The Three Graces. 
A Mental Btruggle. Unsatisfactory Lover. 
A Modern Circe. Lady Patty: 
April's Lady. Nora Creina. 33 
Peter's Wife. Professor's Ex 

D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. By 
A Mod Father. 
Joseph's soak: 
Coals of Fir 
Val Strange. | meer 
Old Blazer's Her 
The Way of the World 
Cynic Fortune. 
A Life’s Atonement. 
By ye Gate of the Sea. 

MURRAY 
Ore Lente Returns, 
Paul Jones's Alias, 

ABitof Human Nature. 
a Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's LittleGirl, 
Time's Revenges, 
i Wasted e. 
In Direst Peril. 
Mount Despair. 
A Capful o° Nails 

and HERMAN. 
| Tho Bishops’ Bibio. 

By HUME NISBET. 
“Bail Upl' | Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. 

By W. E. ee 
Saint Ann's. 

Dr. Rameau. 
A Last Love. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
That Other Person. The Leaden Casket, 
Self-Condemned. 

By MARK KERSHAW. 
Colonial Facts and Fictions, 

By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game, Passion's Slave. 
‘The Wearing of the | Bell Barry. 

Green.’ 

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER 
Madame Sans-Gene. 

By JOHN LEYS. 
The Lindsays. 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. ane Atonement of Leam 
The World Well Lost, "un das. 
Under which Lord? Rebel of the Family, 
Paston Carew. Bowing the Wind. 
‘My Lovel' 
Ione. 
With a Silken Thread. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fieyce. 

By rea McCARTHY. 
Dear Lady Dis Donna quixote: 
Yaterdale Nelehbours. Maid of Athe: 
"Z, Enemy's Daughter pe Comet ofa a "Season, 
air Saxon. 
$y Rochford. . 

The One Too Many. 
Dulcie Everton, 

or. 
Red ‘Diamonds. 

tole The Riddle Ring. 
o! 

? By HUGH MACCOLL. 
Htrangei's Sealed Packet. = 
By GEORGE MACDONALD. 
her and Snow. 
‘By AGNES MACDONELL. 
ay Cousins. 

. By W. MALLOCK. 
‘ew Republic. 

ty BRANDER MATTHEWS. 
-ccret of the Sea, 

By L. T. MEADE. 
A su of Fortune. 

LEONARD MERRICK. 
The u BY, who was Good. 

By Mrs. MCLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt Rectory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
StoriesWeird and Won- From the Bosom of the 

derful. sep. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 

H. 

The Fairose Path, 

Billy Bellew, 

By GRoRGEÉ eur DHINE Fe 

By Mrs. OLIPHA T. 
The Greatest Helrens in 
England. 

By OUIDA 
Held in Bondage. Two Lit. Wooden Shoes. 
Strathmore. Moths. . 
Chandos, Bimbi. 
Idalia. Tipintreilo: 
Under Two Flags. A Village Commune, 
Cecil Castlemaine'sGage| Wanda. 
Trigostiny . ar 

‘rescoes, 
Folle” Farine. in Maremma, 
A Dog of Flanders; Guilderoy, .- 
Pascarel, Ruffino.’ - 
Signa. Syrlin. 
Princess Napraxine, Santa Barbara, 
in a Winter City. Two Offenders. 
Ariadne. Ouida’s Wisdom, Wit, 
ee and Path: 

y MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
ent and Simple. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED, 
The Romance of a Sta 
The Soul of Countess Adrian. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
one: Chard. 

Mrs. Tregaskisa 

y RICHARD PRYCE. 
ns. Miss Pt Affecti 

By JAM 
Bentinck’s Tutor, 

‘ound Dea: 
‘he Best of ‘Husbands, 
Walter's Word. 
Halves, 
‘allen Fortunes: 

Humorous Stories. 
£200 Reward. 
A Marine Residence. 
Mirk Abbey 
By Proxy 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year, 
From Exile. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit. 
The Canon's Ward. 

By Mrs. J. 
Weird Stories, 
Fairy Water. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
The Prince of VWaies’s 
Garden Party, 

ES PAYN. 
The Talk of the Towa, 
Holiday Tas! 
A Perfect Treasure, 
Wheat He Cost Her. -. 
A Confidential Agent, 
Glow-worm Tales. 
The Burnt Million. 
Sunny Stories, 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
A Woman's rence 
The Family Sca] 
Gwendoline’s. 

Married Beneath Him, 
Not Wooed, but Won. 
Leas Black’ than We’ re 

Painted. 
Some Private Views. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
The jiystery of Mir- 

bri 
| he Word andthe win, 
A Prince of the Blood. 
A Trying Patient, 

H. RIDDELL. 
The Uninhabited House, 
The Mystery in Palace 
a ardens. ü 

a Nun's Curae, 
Idie ee 
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cc NoveLs—continued. 
y CHARLES READE 

pes i Never Too Late to 

christis Johnstone, 
The Double RP 
Put ROREAAME “la 

Plac 
Love “Me Little, Love 

e Long. 
The Cloister and the 
Hearth. 

Course of True Love. 

The ee bi hy of The Autobiogra; o! 
a Thief. y 

A Terrible Temptation. 
Foul Play, 
pe a iincering, Heir, 

Singlehéart ana Double- 
face, 

Good Stories of Man and 
other Animals, 

Peg Woffington. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
A Perilous Secret. 
A Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
A Woman-Hater. 

By F. W. ROBINSON 
Women are Strange, 
The Hands of Justice. 

By W. CLAR 
Round the Galley Fire, 
On the Fo’k’sle Head. 

Middle Note 
& vee ne to the Ca 
# Book for the 

jock, 
the Mystery, of the 

Star. ‘Ocean 
. The Romance of Jenny 

Harlowe. 

By DORA 
A hear Sweetheart. 

ane 

ace and Daylight. 

By GEORG 
The Ring 0° Bella. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs, 
Mary Jane Married, 
Tales of To-day. 
Dramas of Life, 
Tinkletop’s Crime, 
My Two Wi pe 

RTHUR By A 
A Match in the Dark. 

| The Woman inthe Dark 

K RUSSELL. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on Wide Wide Sea. 
Good Ship * Mohock.' 
The Phantom Death. 
Is He the Man? 
Heart of Oak, 
The Convict Ship. 
The Tale of tue Ten. 
The Last Entry. 

RUSSELL. 

ORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

E, R., SIMS. 
eph. 
Fire of a Landlady. 
Scenes from the Show. 
The 10 Commandments. 
Dagonet Abroad. 
Rogues aud Vagabonda. 

SKETCHLEY. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Love or Licence, 
Beatrice and Benedick. 

The pages. 
Long Odds. 

The Master of A ae 

By T. W. 
The Mysteries of Heron 

The Golden Hoop. 
Hoodwinked, 
By Devious Ways. 

SPEIGHT. 
Back to Life, 
The LondwaterTragedy, 
Burgo's Romane: 
Quittance in Full 
A Husband trom! the Sea 

R. A. STERNDALE. By 
The Afghan Knife. 

A Fellow of Trinity. 
The Junior Dean. 
Master of St.Benedict's 
To His lee Master. 

y R. Fouls 
New Oe ee Nigh 

ago Cross. 

Tales Py the Marin 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 

Tike Ships upon the 

Frau Prohmann. 
Marion Fay. 
Kept in the Dark. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

By 
A Pleasure Trip on the 
Continent. 

The Gilded Âge. 
Ruckleberry Finn, 
MarkTwain's Sketches. 
Tom Sawyer. 
ATramp Abroad. 

By 
Mistress Judith. 

By 
Bride's Pass). | Lady Bell 
Buried Diamonds, 
St. Munso's City. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Disappeared. 

By ALLEN 

Trust-Money. 

By 
A Child Widow. 

By J. S. 
Cavalry je” I 

My Flrtations. 

The Queen aint Owen. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 
Orchard Damerel. 

the Face of the World. 
The Tremlett Diamonds, 

STEVENSON. 

By ROBERT SURTEES. 

5 VALTER THORNBURY. 

By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE. 
Anne Purness. 
Mabel’s Progress, 

By ANTHONY 7 ROLLOPE, 
‘he American Sen: PE 

Bearborough's 

GoldenLion of Granpere 

MARK TWAIN. 
Stolen White Elep.. at 
Life on the Mississippi. 
The Prince and the 
Pauper. 

A Yankee at the Court 
f Kin: o g ur. 

£1,000,000 Bank-Note, 

C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 

SARAH TYTLER. 
The Huguenot Family 
The Blackhall Ghosts 
What SheCameThrough 
Beauty and the Beast, 

UPWARD. 
| Prince of Balkistan, — 

Mrs. F. H. WILLIAMSON. 

WINTER. 
Regimental Legends, 

y H. F. WOOD. 
The ey from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

By MARGARET WYNMANgit 

za 

ti ea, 

NEW SERIES OF TWO-SHILLING NOVELS. + 
Picture cloth boards, flat backs, * 

The Constable of des Nicholas. By EDWIN Plotters of Paris. By EDMUND MITCHF1, 
LESTER ARNO The Temple of Death. By EDMUND Mii 

St. Katherine’: 3 by the Tower. By Sir WALTER Towards the Eternal Snows, By EW” 
BESANT. MITCHELL, 2 

Detective. By MCD. The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. By BRR* Dora Myzl, the Lady 
BODKIN, K. 

Vincent Trill, Detective. 
Dark Deeda. 
A Crimson Crime, 
FENN 

The Red Bhirts. 
The Track of a Storm 
In a Hollow of the Hills. 
A Bay 
The 
np of Green Springs. 
ady from Nowhere. 

By DICK DONOVAN, 
By DICK DONOVA 

By GUORGR MANVILLE 

By PAUL GAULOT, 
By OWEN HALL, 
By BRET HARTE. 

Ry BRET HARTR, 
By FERGUS HUME, 

MITFORD. 

A Modern Dick Whittin, 
The Drift of Fate. By 

The Tale of the Serpent. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. 
Joan the Curate. 
Sport and Spangles, 

In London's Heart. By G. R. 

His Own Ghost. By D. CHRISTIE MURR: 
The Waters of Edera. By OUIDA, 

on. -By JAMES ra 
ORA RUSSELL. 

SIMS, 
By SUNDOWNER. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 
By FLORENCE WARDEN. 

By BYRON WEBL&ER. 

Unwin Brotuers, Printers, 27, Pilgrim Street, London, E.C, 
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